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Arc sucli as may not find 
Comparison on earth. 

Beh#ld the chariot of the Faii’y Queen ! 

Celestial coumers paw the unyielding air ; 

Their filmy jier oua at her word they furl. 

And stop obedientf'to the reins of light : 

These the l^ueeii of Spells drew in. 

She spread a charm around the spot. 

And leaning graceful from the ethereal car^ 

Long did she gaze, and silently, 
lIl)on the slumbering maid. 

Oh ! not the visioned poet in his dreams, 
hen silvery chnids float througli the wildered brain 
Wlien every sight of lovely, wild and grand, 

Aston ishtis, eiirai>tures, elevates — 

When fancy at a glance combines 
The wondrous aiul the beautiful, — 

So bright, so fair, so wild a sha2>6 
Hath ever yet beheld. 

As that which reined the coursers of the air. 

And poured tlie magic of her gaze 
Upon the sleeping maid. 

The broatl and yellow moon 
Siioiio dimly through her form — 

That form of faultlc-s symmetry ; 

The pearly ami pellucid ear 

Moved not the moonlight’s line : 

’T^va3 not an eai'thly pageant ; 

Those who !ja<l looked upon the sight. 

Passing all huiuau glory, 

Saw not the yellow moon. 

Saw not the mortal rNceue, 
lleanl not the night- wind’s rush. 

Heal'd not an earthlv S' ’ d. 

Saw but the faii'y 

Hoar<l but the heavenly s.t rains 

That lilletl the lonely dwelling. 

The Fairy’s frame was slight; yon tibi’ous cloud. 
That eatolies but the palest tinge of even. 

Ami which the straining eye can hardly seize 
When melting into eastern twilight’s shadow, 
Were scarce so tldii, so slight; but the fair star. 
That gems the glittering coronet of morn, 

Shells not a light so mild, so powerful, 

As that which, bursting from ilie Ftu^y’s form. 
Spread a purpuroal halo romd the scene. 

Yet with an umUilatiug motion, 

Swayed to her outline gracefully. 
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% celestial car 

The Fairy Queen descemletl, 

And thrice alie waved her wand 
Circled with \?i'eaths of anianiiith : 

Her thin and misty form 
Moved with the moving air. 

And the clear silver tones, 

As tluis she »pt>ke, were such 
As are unheard by all but git’tetl *a * 

Fairy. Stars ! your balmiest influence sheil ! 

Elements ! your wratli suspend \ 

SIecj>, Ocean, in tlie rocky bounds 
That circle thy domain ! 

Let not a V>reath be to stir 

Around yon grass-grown ruin's height, 
l>vt even the restless g<»ssau\e.r 
bicep on the moveless air ! 

Soul of laiithe ! thi»ii. 

Judged alone worthy <*f the envied boon 
That waits the good and the siiieero ; tliat waits 
Those wlio have struggled, an<l wiib resolute will 
Vaiupushed earth's piitle ainl lueiiniu ss. burst the chains, 
The icy chains (if (justoin, and li • ^ shouts 

The day-stai’S of their age ; — Soul ot‘ laiitln* ! 

Awake 1 arise ! 

Sudden arose 
JaTitiic’s Soul ; it stood 
All beautiful iu naked purity. 

The perfect semblance of its bo lily fnirno. 

Instinct with iucxi>ivssil>lc beauty auil grace. 

Each stain of earth liucss 
Had vassed away, it ivas-:u?nc<l 
Its native dignity, and stood 
Immortal amid ruin. 

Upon the couch the body lay, 

^\’l•apt iu tiifi dcjitii of slumber: 

Its fcatur(.*3 wcic tixe<l anti meaningless, 

Vet animal life was there. 

And every (.ugan yet performed 
Its natural fum Mtujs ; ’twas a siudit 
Of wonder to behoitl the body ami st»ul. 

'Mie sclf-.saTne liueauients, the ftamt.* 

Marks of identity wcj’e there; 

Vet, oil li(jw dilfenjiit I aspires to heav«ju. 

Pants for its sc-mpiternal heritage. 

And ever ehaiigiiig, "ver-ri.-iiig still, 

Wantons in endless being. 

Tin liior, for a time the unwilling sj^ort 



QUKEN MAB. 


Of circiimstanr^o anfl passion, fifcniggles oa ; 
l^'leets tliroiv^li its 8a<l <iuratioii rapitily; 

Tlteii like a useless and worn-out machiuc. 

Rots, perishes aud passes. 

Fairy. Sp'rit ! who hast dived so deep; 

Spirit ! wlio hast soared so hij^h ; 

Thou the fearless, thou the mild, 
Aocejit the hoon thy worth hath earned. 
Ascend the ear with me. 

Do I dream? Is this new feeling 
Jhit a visioned ^host of slumber.^ 

If iiideoil I am a soul, 

A free, a <lisembodied soul, 

^:)poak again to me. 

Fairy. T am the F;ury Maii : to me *tis given 
The wonders of tl»e human world to keep. 

Tlie se<‘i'ets of t)je immeasurable ji^ust, 

In the unfailing eonscionet s of men, 

Those stern, uiiHatteriiig ehroiiielers, I find : 
The future, from the eauj*es whu*li arise 
In e.'U'h ev<*nt, I gather: not the sting 
^^’hi^•h retributive memory implants 
111 the hard hosoin of the selfish man ; 

Noi* that ecstatic ami exulting throb 
Wliieh virtue’s V(>tarv lV*els when luj sums up 
d'h«* thoiiuditN and a<*ti<»iis of a wt‘ll-s}»eut day, 
Ar(‘ unfori'S. eji, unregi.Nteivtl by me ; 

Aud it is yet pormilted me, to it iul 
'Fin' voi! of mortal frailty, that tin spirit, 
t’lothed in its ehaiigeless purity, may kiniw 
Hi>w soonest t<i accomplish the great ciul 
whitdi it hath its iadug. luid may taj^te 
d'liat ]»ea4-e, which, in the end, all life will share. 
This is the meed of virtue ; liajuiy ►Soul, 

Aseeiid the ear with me ] 

The ehaiiiH of earth’s immuromont 
1*\?11 from Janthe’s spirit ; 

They shrank and brake hkc bandages of straw 
Jlencath a wakencil giant's strength. 

Site knew her glorious change. 

And fedt in aj»pn heiisifin in eoiitrollod 
New raptiiies opening, r-'uiid : 

Rach tlay-ilreai'i of her mortal lif , 

Kacli frcnzietl vision of the slumbers 
That elose.d eaeli well-spent day. 

Seemed now to meet reality. 
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Tho Fairy and the Soul proceeded ; 

The silver clouds disparted ; 

And as the car of magic they ascended, 
Again the speechless music swelled. 
Again the coursers of the air 
Unfurled their azure ]>cnuons, and the Qucoii, 
Shaking the beanij'^ reins, 

Hade them pursue their way. 

The magic car nio\ cd on. 

The night was fair, ami countless stai s 
Studded heaven’s dark blue vault. — 

Just o’er tlie eastern wave 
Peeped the tirst font smile of morn : — 
The magic car mo\ctl tJii — 

From tlte celestial hoofs 
The atmosphere in tlaming s[>arklcs ilow. 
And wliore the burning wheels 
Eddied ab^-'ve the mountain’s loftiest peak, 
Was traced a line of lightning. 

Now it flow far above a rock. 

The utmost verge ol u th. 

The rival of the Andes, whose <Uirk brow 
Low'cred o’er the .silver sea. 

Far, far below the chariot’s path, 

Calm as a slumbering babe, 
Treinendou.s Ocean lay. 

The mirn^r of its stillness showed 
Tlie pale and waning stars, 

Tlio chariot’s tiery track, 

And tue groy light <jf morn 
Tinging those fleecy cl«»u<ls 
That canopied the dawn. 

Seeine<l it, that the cliariot’s way 
Lay through the midst of an irnim use com ive, 
Ivadiant with millif>n constellations, tingc'd 
W ;th .shades of infinite colour, 

And semicircled with a belt 
Flashing ince.ssant meteors. 

Tlie iJi.igic car moved on. 

As they approached tlieir g- -.d. 

The coursers seemed to gatlicu* speon ; 

The sea no longer Ava.s distingui.s)nMl ; e.artli 
Appeared a va.st aiMll sha<i</wy sphere ; 

The .sun’s iiucloiidefl orb 
Rolled through tlie }>]ack conc.ave; 

Its nays of rapid light 
Purt.ed around the chariot's swifter cour o. 
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And fell, like ocean's feathery spray 
DasJied from the boiling surge 
UefoitJ a vessel’s prow. 

Tlie magic car moved on. 

Kartli’s <list.aiit orb appeared 
The smallest light that twinkles in the heaven ; 
Wliilst round the chariot’s way 
Innuinerable K\’stenis rolled, 

And countless spheres diffused 
An ever- varying glory. 

It was a siglit <if wonder : .some 
"W'ere horned like f.hc crescent moon ; 

Some .shed a mild and silver beam 
l^ike Hesjieru.s o’er the western sea ; 

Some dashed athwart with trains of flame, 
J^ike worlds to death ami ruin tlriveii ; 
Some bhune like sums Jtnd as the chariot 2)a.s.sed, 
Kclipsetl all other light. 

Spiiit of Xaturo I In^re ! 

In this interminable wihh rne.ssi 
Of worlds, at whose immensity 
lOven soaring fancy .^taggers. 

Here is thy lilting temple. 

Yet not- the lightest leaf 
That (piivers to the passing breeze 
Is less instinct with thee : 

Vt‘t not tlie iiieanej^t worm 
’rh.'it lurk< in gravtis and fattens on tho dead 
Le.ss shares thy eternal breath. 

Spirit of Natur»« ! tlnm ! 

Iinpi'ri.''hah]e a< this seem% 

Hero is tliy litting temple ! 


If .solitude liath ever le<l thy sti'ps 
To the wild oeeaii’.s echoing slicu’O, 

And thou hast lingered there. 

Until the sun’s l»u>,id orl) 

Seemed resting <»n the buriiislual wave, 
'I’liou must have iiiarkeil tho linc.s 
Of purple gohl, that iiu>tionless 
Hung o'er the linking sphere . 

Thou must have marked the billowy clouds 
Kdged with inti»leralue r.ulijniev. 

Towering like rt»ek.s of jot 
Crowned with a tliainoml wreath. 

And yet there is a moment, 

Wheu tho sun’s highest point 
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^eps like a star o’er ocean’s western edge. 
When those far clouds of feathery gold, 
Shatled with deepest purple, gleam 
Like islands on a dark blue sea ; 

Then has thy fancy soared above the earth. 
And furled its wearied wing 
Within the Fairy’s fane. 

Yt‘t not the golden islands 
Olcaming in yon ilootl of Hght, 

Nor the feathery ourtivins 
Stretching o’er the sun’s bright couch. 
Nor the burnished ocean- waves. 

Paving that gorgeous dome. 

So fair, so wonderful a -^ight 
As Mab’s etliereal palace con id afford. 

.Yet likeat cvonitig’a vault, that fairy Hall ! 

As Heaven, low resting on the wave, it spread 
Its floors of hasliing light. 

Its vast and azure di>nie. 

Its fertile gohlen islands 
Floating on a silver sea ; 

Whilst suns their mingling l*eaniings darted 
Through clouds of circuniambio»d darkness. 
And pearly battlements around 
Looked o’er the immense of Heaven. 

The magic car no longer moved. 

The Fairy and the Spirit 
Filtered the Hall of Spells : 

Those golden clout Is 
That rolled in glittering billows 
Beneath the azure canopy. 

With the ethereal footsteps tromliled not ; 

The light and crimson nhsts, 

Floating to strains of thrilling nieh>dy 
Through that unearthly tlwelling. 

Yield '*d to every movement of the will. 

Upon thfir i>ass:vo swell the Spirit leauetl, 
Autl, for the varied bliss that pressed around. 
Used not the glorious privilege 
Of virtue and of wisdom. 

Spirit ! the Fairy said. 

And ])ointed to the gorgeous dome. 

This is a wfjndrous siglit 
And. mocks all human grandeur ; 

But, were it virtue’s only meed, to dwell 
In a celestial palace, all resign cm I 
To lileas arable iinj[>ulaes, immured 
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Within the prison of itself, the will 
Of clian^elesH nature would be unfulfilled. 

Lery-n to make others hapi)y. Spirit, come ! 
This is thiiiti higli i*eward : — Jiie })a«t shall rise ; 
Thou shult behold the ))resent ; I will teaeh 
'I'hc secrets of the future. 

The Vairy and the Spirit 
Aj'])roaehed the overhanjring battlement. — 
Jlelnw l;iy stretched the universe I 
'rher*‘, far a'< tlie reinotc>t line 
That bounds i!naginati«>ii‘s ilight, 

Countless and unemling orbs 
In nia/.y motion intenningled. 

Yet still fulfilled immutably 
Ktcrnal Nature's law. 

Above, below, aro\ind 
The eireling systems formed 
A wihleriu'ss of harmony ; 

Kach with uiideviating aim, 

In eluijnent siloiiee, through the depth.*? of sj'ace 
ihirsued its won<lro\is way. 

There wa? a little light 
That twinkled in the misty distance : 

None but a sjurit’s eye 
IMight ken that rolling orb ; 

None but a s]»irit’.s eye. 

And in no otlier place 
Hut that eel<'stial <lwellin«r, might behold 
Kach action «»f this earth’s iidiabitants. 

Jiut matter, space and time, 

In those aerial mansions cease to act ; 

And all-juan ailing wisdom, when it reaj>s 
d'he harvest of its excellence, o’erhouiuls 
Those obstacles, of ^Yhich an earthly soul 
Fears to attempt the conquest. 

The Fairy jioiiited to the eartli. 

'J’he Spirit's intellectual eye 
Its kiiulred heiiigs recognised. 

The thronging thousand.^, to a j);is.sing view, 
Seemed like an ant-hill’s citizens. 

JIow wonderful ! that even 
The passions, prejudicert. interests, 

That sway the meanest l)||ing the w’cak touch 
That moves th* finest nerve. 

And in (mo human hraiu 
Causes the faintest, thought, becomes a link 
In the great chain of uature. 
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I’oliold, tln^ Fiiiry critMl, 

Pahiiyrii’s ruiiiM |»ulart.*s ! -- 

Ul'KoIi] • whort* ^riiiultuir frowiu}<l 
.Behold ! where ])le:i.sure smiled; 

\Vhtit now reinnins ?■ the ineiino’y 
Of M;nsolrssiu‘ss and shiimc — 

What, is iniiiiortal there ! 

stands tu ti-ll 
A inelaneholy tale, to s^ivc 
An awful warnin'.^; soon 
Oblivion will «ti-al silently 
The roinnaiit <»f its ianie 
Monareh.s an<l eoinjnerors there 
]*roud o’er [>roslra1«‘ Toilli»>ns tn.il 
'I’ho oartlo|nak«v of the hiunan rae<'. 

Jdke them, t'oij^otlen when tlie laiiii 
Tliat mark ‘.'‘ir shock U pa-t. 

Jleshhi the eternal Nile 
'J'he I’yra...! • have risen. 

Kile sliall pursue Ids chan^tdess way ; 

Tho.se ryr:niii<l.s shall fall ; 

V(5!i ! not a stom* shall sta.nd to l».‘ll 
The. spot wher. on Qiev .d.ood ; 

Their very site shall oe lorLjid-ten, 

As is their bull hn-’s name [ 

Behold you sterile .spot : 

Where now the wanderin*^ Arab’s tout 
Vlaps in the ilesert-blast. 

Then; onee old Salem’s hanj^hty fane 
Beared hi^h to heaven its thou-,anil uoldc’i dom. 
And ill the blushini; l:u*e of day 
Eijiosed it." sliaiiicful ^lory. 

Oil! many a niilow. many an orpiian enived 
'riie bnildin*; of I hut f;»m: , and many a father, 
Worn out witli toil and slavery, implore.il 
The p(»or man’s 0o<l to swrej* it from rlio oarth, 
And .spare hi.s ehihlreii the dete.sUd t,a.'^k 
Of oiling stone on stone, and poi-soiiin^ 

'rile clM.>ir(.;."t ilays ol'Uf'i- 
’J’o soothe a d«*tard’s vanity. 

There an inhuman and uneultuieMl race 
IIow!< d li.tieous praise.s to their Domon-Ood ; 
d’hey in.sluai to war, tore from tlie n.oth' i' s womb 
d’ho unborn ehihl. - oldcf^a- .o.id irif.m-y 
Promiscuous p« n."lie<l ; tlmir vieioiioii." arms 
Left not a soul to breathe. Oh ! they were licieK : 
P.ut what wtis he who i:in;;ht them that the God 
Of nature and benevulouce had yiveu 
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A spool al panctioii to the trade of hlood] 

1 1 is name and theirs are fading, an«l the ialos 
(.)f*this btirbariaii nation, wh^eh iin]iostiiro 
Keeitca till terror credits, are jmrsning 
Itself into forget fiilnoKS. 

AVhere Athens, Rome, ami Sparta stsiod, 

'J’liero is a moral <les(‘rt now ; 

Tim mean ami miserahlo Imts, 

0"he yet more wretclieil pala<;es, 

(lontrastod with those ancient fanes, 

Tsow crumbling to oblivion; 

'I’he Jong and lonely colonnades, 

Tlirongb wliicli (lie ghost of Freedom stalks, 
Seem like a well known time, 

• AVhicb in some dearseciu; wc have loved to hear, 
Romeniberc<l m)w iii ^atlness. 

Rnt, oh I how iinich more changed, 
flow gloomier is tluj contrast 
Of lnimaii nature there ! 

AVhere Socrates expire4l, a tyrant’s slave, 

A coward aiul a fool, spreads death aromnl- — 
'fhon, shuddering, meels his own. 

Where (Mcero ami Anttniinns lived, 

A cowled and Iiyp<»ciitical monk 
i’rays, ciuse.'i, and deceivts. 

Spirit ! te’i thou.sand years 
I lave scarcely |».»s^e<[ away, 

Since, in tlu; waste, v\lun*i‘ new th»' savage drink- 
His enemy's blood, ami, aping Europe’s .sons. 
Wakes the unholy .-.ong of war, 

Arosi- a stately <*ity, 

Metro])olis of tin* w'<*stern continent ; 

'rh(‘re, now, tin; moss}- C4diiuin-st<me, 

Indented by Time’s uiirclaxiiig gras[). 

Whit'll oiict^ apj)earotl to brave 
All, sa\e il.s coimlry’s ruin ; 

^riiere the wide fm'est scene, 

Kudo ill tlie uncuUivated loveVuubS 
Of gardens Ifmg rnii w ild. 

Seems, to tlin iiiuvilliiig si>jonrncr, wJio.se .steps 
Cliaiice in tliat desert lias <Jel.iy<'d, 

Tims to have stood since earth was what it is. 

Yet once it was the busiest haunt, 

Al’hitlie?', as to a e<Mnmfti centre, thu-kt'd 
Strangta-.s, am! .shi[).s, ami iiu'rchandi/e : 

Ome peace and frecilom blest 
M’lie eiilti ated plain : 

JV.t wealth, that eur.so of man. 
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tlic Imd of its pvns]>ority : 

Virtue ami wis»lon». truth ami UhL'rt\'. 

Kled, to ivturii not, until man shall know 
Tiiat tlii*y alone caii^f^ive the hliss 
Worthy a soul that 
Its Iviinlroil witli etn-nity. 

There’s not one atom nf von earth 
Hut uiKv, was liviii.LJC man : 

Nor tlie niiiinft'st tlr<i]» of rain, 

Tliat ham^etli in its tliiinM’>t eloml. 

Hut (lowed in human vein.' ; 

Ami from the huriiin^ ]>l.iin.s 
Where Hyhiaii monsters y»“ll, 
h'rom (he nin'i .Li:lo*)my «^l<-ns 
( )f ( ireeiihmd’s snnie.ss elirue. 

To wljore the golden holds 
Of fertih' Li .id spread 
'riieir harvt‘st to the day, 

^J’limi eaust m»t tnul (.me s]H>t 
AVliereou no eity stood. 

lio.v strautce is human pride ! 

T tell tlii'e (hat. those livini' tliinirs, 

'J’u w hom till' iVa'^ile 1 l i'li' of ;;rass, 

That sprin.c^eth in the morn 
Ami ]ieri.slieth i-ro noon, 

I an nnhoumled w’orlil : 

1 tell thee that tho.^e viewless heiny'*, 

"W'hoso nainsion is the sinallesh ^lartiolo 
Of tlie iin]»a.s,sive atmosjdieriN 
Tlii?d\, fei'l, and live like man : 

'^J'liat. their alVeelions and .ant ipathi- -!, 
i-ike his, proiluee the laws 
Hulin.i; tlieir moral state ; 

And the minutest throh 
d’hat thii.n^h th-'ir frame iliirusi' i 
'i’he s.liiditest, faiutiij^t motion, 

Is fixed and indispeusahln 
As the majestie* laws 
''I'liat rule you rolling orb.s. 

^’he I’airy pauseil. 'i'he Stiirit, 

In ecstacy of ailmiration, felt 
All kiio -^h d;;e of the. j»as^ revived; the cvi'iits 
Ot old and woiidij^ms (iiees, 

Wliieh <lim tradition interruj »redly 
Teaelies the credulous vulgar, were unfolded 
In just perspoctivo to the a iew' ; 

Vet dim from their intinilude. 
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TIk! Kocinotl to stand 

on an isolatoil pinnaelo ; 

/riic Hoo<l of af^Ofi coinbatiiii*- bol<)w. 

The depth of tlie iiiibouin^ctl nnivorsi: 

Above, a ml all arouinl 
Xature’s uiiehaiigini^ haniiuny. 

1IT. 

Fatiiy ! the Spirit, said, 

Ainl on the (^hn^en of Sjadls 
Fixed ln‘i* (.-thereal t‘\es, 

7 thank tliee. Tlum bast ;:i\-en 
A 1)0011 Avhieh I will not rcsi;^ii, ami taiiLfbt 
A less<»n not to Ik; nnleanifd. 1 know 
'I'he past, and thmna* I will es'.ay t<» jilea'i 
• A. warning for the future, so that man 
JNIay profit by hi.s errors, and derive 
Kxperienee from liis folly : 
h'or, wImm) the [»ow«‘r of imparting Joy 
I.s e<|U.d to the will, the lniman soul 
Ke^niros no other lieaven. 

M<(b, 'rurn thee*, snrfiju-siiig Sfiirit ! 

IMueh yet reiu.iins uuseamnd. 

'I’lnui knnwest how g)a‘at is nian. 

Tlioii knowest his inibee;"jty : 

Vet learn thou wb.a h** is ; 

Vet learn the loify ile.-iiny 
Which i-estles.'* 'I'iuie prefMiV'j 
For every living ' 0 »d. 

Ik'liold a gorgeous palav-e, th.-tr, ajual 
Von p<)puhius city, rears its thou.-;uul lowei -i 
And seems itself a eit v. iJlooiuy troops 
Of sentinels, in stern and silent ranks, 

Fneompa.ss it around : the dweller t.luuc 
Oanin>t h(‘ free and happy ; hearest thou not 
The curses of tlie fatherlos':, the gr»)aus 
Of those wlio have inj friend i He passes on : 

I’ll o King, tlie wearer of a giMoil chain 

Tl'liat hinds his soul to ahjeidnes.s, the fool 

Wliom Courtiers nieknanu* monaieh, whil.d a slave 

hlveii to the basest appetites — that man 

Heeds not the shriek of ]»ennry ; be smiles 

At the de(;p curses vvbieb the (lentil uto 

IVluttcr ill .“-eere^, aiul a.i^nlb n jov' 

IVrvades his blootlles.'< Iieart when {bou.samls gro.ui 
l*iit for those mon els wli eh In.'s vvantouiie.-.s 
Wastes in mijoyov'. revciry, to save 
All that they love from faiuiuo : .vhen he hears 
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The tale of li<>iTor, to some roafly made face 
Of liypota’itioal assiait he turns, 

Sinutliorini' tlio ^low of sliame, tliat, spite of him. 
Flushes his bloated "^heek. 

Now to the meal 

Of silenee. ^I'iindeiir. and excess, lie <Irags 
Mis palled imwillin;^ appetite. If^old, 

(lleamin!^ around, ainl numerous viands culled 
From every (.‘lime, could h>reo the loathin;^ 

To overi-oim; satiety, if \v<‘altli 

The sjjriii!' it. <lra\vs IV«im pois'Uis not, -or vie(\ 

Unfeeliii'^, stubhoiii vice, eonverteth not 

Its food to dcadlie.st venum ; then that kinjj; 

Is hap]»y ; and tlie )n*asant wIjo fullils 
llis nnforeed task, \\lien ho vel»i; ns at even, 

And by the bla/.iue; f:e.rjp)t meets au;iiin 
Jlei' \vele,ouie lor wliom all his toil is sped, 

Tastes not a swi-c* • meal. 

Ik'liold liiin now 

retolied on the ^tu'^jreons eoneli : bis levered biMiu 
lieeLs di/-/.ily awliili‘ : but all ! too .soon 
’’Tlio slumber of iutem[»eranec subsides, 

AjuI c fii.'’eieuee, that undyiu.:^ siTperd., calls 
Tier venomous brood to tlieir iioeturu.al task. 

Jdsteii ! lie .speaks ! oh ' mark tliat iVen/.ieil eye - 
Oh ! mark that de.elly VJsa^c. 

A7//y. No cessation I 

Oh ! must this la.st ft»r ever ! Awful death, 

I wish yt't fear tt> clasp the»‘ ! Not <.rie n.omeni. 

Of dreandess sbu-p I O dear and blessed peace ’ 
Why do.st tlioii sbroiiil tby ve.stal purity 
In [leniiry ami dnmreon.s ! wberelbni liirkcst 
With danj^er, «leatli, and .solitmh' : 301 . sbunu’.-^'t 
Tim palae.e 1 have built tbee ! S:ii i-e«; ■ eaev* 1 
Oh visit me but onee, and pityin;^ shed 
One drop of balm upon 1113 ' \vitb* i- il sosd, 

Vain man ! that ]‘alaee is the virtuous heart. 

Ami ])eaco delih'tli u<»t her snow 3 ' robes 

Tn such a she 1 as th:ij<*. Jlai k ! 3 'et lie mutteiv ; 

Ills slnmb(‘rs are hut varii'd ai'ouies, 

The 3 '' iU'i'V like .'.eorpi(»im ou t)ie .sia iug.s of life. 
There neeth-tii not the hell that bigot.'t frame 
'fo ]miiish those who err : • irth in itself 
Contains at ou<-e the evil and llie eure; 

Ami all-ftUirK-inp: nature,^, an ^•ha.-llse 
Those wlio t ran^-pp•e.-;s her law, she only knows 
blow jnstl 3 ' pi’oportii.n to the fault 
The punishment it merits. 
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Is it straiif^o 

Tlint tills poor wrotcli should priilo liim in bis woo < 
Tiiko plciisuro in his :il)jcctucss, iind hn^ 

The scoi pioii that eonsiiincs him ? Is it stran.ujo 
^IMiat, ])lac<j(l on a conspicuous tlirone of thorns, 
Oraspiiii^ an irf>n scojiirc, and inimiir(;<l 
AVithin a spltMidid prison, wluisc >tcrn bounds 
Slnit him I'ruin all that’s good or dear on earth, 

His soul ass(!i’ts not its humanity? 

'I’hat man's mild nature ris«‘s not in war 
Against a king's emjiloy ? N*) ’tis not strange, 

H<‘, like tin; vulgar, thinks, feels, aels, aud lives 
Just as his fathi'i* <lid ; the uiicomnicrcd ianvers 
Of preced(‘ut aud custom iuterpo'-t; 

IJetwi'oii a. A’///// aii<l virtue. Strangt'i* yet, 

'I’o tliose who know not nature, uor dediiec 
*The J'uture from the present, it may s»;eni, 

That not oii(‘ slav<.^, uho sulfcrs fnon the crimes 
Of this unnatural being; m>t one wretch, 

Whosi; chihlren fami.^h, and who<e nuptial bed 
Ts earth’s unjiitying bosom, rears an arm 
To dash him from his throne ! 

Those gilded flies 

M’liat, basking in the snnshinc of a e«nirt, 

I^’jitten on its eorruption I- what are they ? 

- -Tln‘ drones of the euinmunity ; they feed 
On the nieehanie’s labour: the starved hind 
I'or tiiem compels t.he stubborn gh'be to yiehl 
Its unsbarod liar\t;st<; ami son scjuali'l form, 

J^e.ijier than lleshless misery, that wastes 
A .‘ 'iriless life in the un\> holes- Mm* mine, 

Jirags . 'it in laJujiir a jii-otraeti d <Ieatli, 

To glut their gramhair ; maii\ faint with toil, 

'J'i.at few may know the eaivs ami woe of sloth. 

AVheneo, tliinkest thon, kings and jmrasites arose I 

Wliem-e that unnatural line «»f drones, who heap 

Toil ami nil vampiishable peiinry 

Oil tlio.sc wh(^ build their jiahu-es, aud ln*ing 

'riieir daily bread ? From viee, lilack, loathsome vi./e 

Krom ra]iiiie, madness, treaelnay', ami wr-ong ; 

Fr<»m all that genders misery, ami maki*s 
Of earth tliis thorny wihleriiess; from lust, 
llovenge, ami murder. — And when reason’s voice, 
Loud as the voiet? of nature, shall have \Nake<l 
The nations; and nian^iml ii<*i*eei\o that viee 
Is discord, war, and misery ; that ^irLuo 
Is jieaet^, and ha]jp!ness, ai- 1 harmony ; 

NVhen man's maturer nature shall ell'll iaiii 
TJie playthings of its eJiihlhooil , -kingly glare 



1C 


QUEKN MAB. 


Will lose its power to dazzle ; its authority 
Will silently pass by; the gorgeous throne 
Shall stand unnoticed in the rcgnl liall, 

Fast falling to deca> ; whilst falsehood’s trade 
Shall be as hateftd iind uni)rolilablo 
As that of truth is now. 

Where is the fame 
Which the vain glorious uiiglity of the earth 
Seek to eternise 1 Oli ! the faintest sound 
From time’s liglit footfall, the minutest wave 
'riiat swells the flood of ages, whelms in nothing 
The nnsiibstaiitial bubble. Ay ! to-(b«y. 

Stern is the tyrant’s mandate, red the gaze 
Tlia,t Hashes desolation, str<jng the a.nn 
That scatters miilLitud<‘s. ^l\)-morr()w comes ! 

hat mandate is a thunder']>eal that died 
In ages past ; that gaze, a transient flash 
On which the luidiiight closed, and on that arm 
Tlie worm lias made his meal. 

''riic virtuous insin 

AVho, great in his humility, as kings 
Are little in their grandeur; ho who leads 
Jnvineihly a life of resolute goo<l, 
iAnd stands amid the' sdent dungeou de]»ths 
!More free ami fearless thin Llie trindding J udge, 
AVho, clothed in venal power, vainly strove 
himl tlie impassive s]>irit; —when he falls, 

His mild eye beams benevolcnee no more : 

AV'ithcred the hand outstretched but to relieve ; 
Sunk reason’s simple eloi|iicncc, tliat rolled 
lJut to a]>[ial the guilty. Yes • the grave 
Hath <jiienclie<l that eye, and <leath's leliTitless fro^t 
AVithere<l that arm : but tbc unfi liiig fei-.e 
AVhieli virtue hangs upon its votar\’.s tomh; 

The deathless memory of that man, whom kings 
(lall to tlieir mind ami treml»l<' ; flu* reinombraiico 
AVitli wliicli the hapfiy spirit eoiitemplates 
Its well .sj)ent pilgrimage on earth, 

Shall never pass away. 

TCaturc rejects the monarch, mit the man ; 

The subject, not t.he i*iti/.en : for kings 
And subjects, mutual foes, for ever ]>lay 
A losing game into each other’s bands, 

Whose stak**s are vice and miserv. 'I'lio man 
Of virtuous soul etmimaiids iior^ iicr obeys. 
l*ower, like a de.solatiiig pi*siilt>m e. 

Pollutes w'liate'er it touches; and obedience, 

Pane of all genius, virtue, freedom, trur.b, 
flakes slaves of men, and of tlie biiman iVamo 
A uiechauized automatuii. 



QTJF.KN MAB. 


17 


When Xoro, 

ITi^h over flnmiu" Home, with savaj^e joy 
Lowered, like a tieiid, <lraiik witli ciirM-pUircd car 
'rho slirieks of agonising tleatIi*)iolu']d 
''J’lio frightful d(‘So]atioii spreatl, and felt 
A uew-c‘reat»"d s<‘use within liis soul 
M’lirill to lh(j sight, and vibrato to the souikI ; 
^Hnukest tho\i iiis gra.udouv had not ovoreoiue 
The foro(; of huuiati kiudiioss i aiul, wlieu Koimo, 

With f>ue stern blow, hurled not the tyrant down, 
Cnislicd not tin; arm, nu! with her dearest bloo<l. 

Had not .submissive alyectiiess destroyed 
Nature's suggestion.s J 

Look on yond(‘r enrtli : 

The golden harvests s]»ring ; lli(» nnlailiug sun 
Hlioils liglit and life; the fruits, the flowers, the trees, 
Arise in <buj siua'ession ; all tilings speak 
Teaee, liarm<iny, ami love. The Universe, 

In naluiv's silent ehMjuenee, »leelares 
^J’liat all fiillil the w'orks of Jove and jf>y, — 

All but the onteast, ]\Ian. He fabricates 
^J’lie sword wliieh stabs liis ]>eaee; In; itberisheth 
The snak('s that gnaw his lieart ; In; raiseth up 
'J'he tyrant, w'lios<; <lelight is in his woe, 

"W'lio.se s])ort is in his agony. Yon sun, 

Lights it the gri'at alone Von silver beams. 

Sleep fliev less sweetly oii the cottage thatch, 

Tliau on tlie dome «if kings ^ Is motlier eartJi 
A stt ]* d;iin<; to her numerous sous, an ho earn 
Iter unslianal gifts with nnr<*mitting toil; 

A moil-cr only to tliose ]»uling hab»;.s 
Wlio, nurse«l in ease and luxnr\, make men 
Th'. ]»laylhing> <»f tlaur bahylmod, and mar, 

Tn self-important ehihlishness, the peace 
Which men alone appreciated 

Spirit of Nature! no ! 

TJio pure rlilfu.siou of thy essence throb.s 
Alike in every luiinan licart. 

'^riion, aye, (‘reetost there 
Thy throne of power nna\>pealal)\e : 

Tbou art the judge beneath whose nod 
Man s brief and frail authority 
Is ])owerlesK as the w’intl 
That passeth idly by. 

Thine the tribunal whieif siirpassetii 
The show of buinan justice, 

As (lod surp;i.s.ses in n. 

S|)irit of Nature ! thou 
Life of iutermi liable multitude^ ; 
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Soul of thoBo S])horcB 

Wliose cliaiiguloss juithstlirongli Ilcavcu’s deep silence lit 
Soul oftliJit smallest being. 

The dwelling of wln)se life 
Ib one faint April sun-gleam; — 

IVlan, like these ]>assive things. 

Thy will uiiccuiftcionsly fullilleth : 

Like tlieirs, his age of caidless ]) 0 €ace, 

Wiich timii is fast maturing, 

Will swil’tly, surely, come ; 

And the iiiibtuinded frame, which thou pervadesl, 

AVill be without a tlaw 
Marring its perfect symmetry. 

IV. 

Jfow’ beautiful this night ! the balmiest sigli. 

Which vernal zejiliyrs hreathe in evaming’s oar, 

Were (liHOiird to IL >,-eaking quietude 

That wrajis this lunvcloss secuo. Ih'aveaiV ebon vaull., 

Sti.(hlo<l with stars uuutlerably bright, 

Througli wliieh tlio moon's unclouded gnnnlour rolls, 

Soems like a canopy which love has spread 

Qh) euitaiii her slei. ping world. Yon gentle hills, 

]b)be<l in a gai’incnl of nnh‘od<len snow ; 

Vcm ilarksonie reeks, wlii'iu-e icicles ihqtond. 

So stainlos tliat tlieir white and glittcrijig spiivs 
Tingii not Iho moon's puie beam ; you castled sleep, 
\\'liost! banner liaiiceth o'tu* tln^ tinie-\\<‘rn towej- 
So idly, that rapt fimcy (hnuncth it 
A iiietaiihor of peace; — all Ibnn a scene 
AYlieiv musing solitude might love to lift. 

Her Si ml above this rspherc; of eai-thliness : 

AVliei’ij silence nudisturbeil miglit uaU'h aJtaic, 

So cold, so bi-lghtj so still. 

The orb of day. 

In southern climes. oVr iicean’s uavele.ss I'ieM 
Sinks sweetly smiling : not tlui f:untt‘st l)rea.tli 
Steals o’er the unruilled «leep ; tlio clouds of cVi.- 
Jvolleet unmoved tht' lingering beam of day; 

And vesper's imago on the wt stern main 
Ts be;i iitifully still. To inornuv comes : 

Cloud upon <'loinl, in dark ami decpiniing mass, 
lioll o'lT the blacktuodi watt-rs ; tht^ deep I’oar 
Of distant thunder nintters au fully ; 

Tenqv'st uufohl^ its pinion e'er the g\i»oui 
'3’hat shrouds tlie boiling smju^ ; ti.o ]>iti!ess tioml. 

With all ids winds and lightiiirg-, tracks Ids piey ; 

The torn deej) y;avji.s,— the YCi>.scl finds a gmvo 
Heiicath its jagged gulf. 

All ! whence y<jn glare 

That liras tho arch of heaven • tliat dark rcil smoko 
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tlio silver moon ? Tlio stars arc quenched. 

Ill darkness, and the }»nro and spangling snow 
Cl learns faintly through the gloom that gathers round. 
Hark t«) that roar, whoso swift anfl deafening peals 
lu etiuiitless echoes through the mountains ring. 
Startling j>alo ini<lnight on her starry tlirone ! 

JVow swells tlie iuteriningling din ; the jar 
Frequent and frightful of tlie bursting bomb; 

The falling beam, the sln-ic'k, the groan, the .shout. 
The eeasehiss clangor, and the rush of meu 
Inebriate with rage:— -loud, and more loud 
The discord grows ; till pale death shuts tlic scene. 
And o’(‘r the coiupioror an<l the compiored draws 
ITis eohl and b1uo<ly shroud. — Of all tho men 
Wlioni flay’s de[>arting }>eam saw blooming thero 
In lyoud and vigoi'ons liealth ; of all the hearts 
That boat with anxious life at snn-set there; 

How few survive, how buv are l»eating now ! 

All is th'o]) sih‘iUM‘, like tlio fearful calm 
That slumbi'i’s iii tho storm's portcutons pause; 

Save wlnm the frantic wail of widowed love 
Comes slnKhlcring on the blast, or the hunt uiojin 
AVitli wliii-h .'tome soul bursts fi'om the frame of clay 
Wj‘apt round its struggling powers. 

The grey morn 

Dawn.s on the mournful scene ; the sulphurous smoko 
Ilclbre tiu' icy wind sh»w rolls away. 

Ami tlie Ix'ams of frosty morning (lanei5 

Along t'lc spangling snow. ’’IMua’c tracks of hIoi>d 
Kven b,' the forest’s depth, and seattei’od arms, 

Ami lifeii'-s wari'ior.s, who.se hai-il liiieamont.s 
Heatili’.s r i'li could change not. mark tlie dreadful path 
Of tlic outsallying victo]-s : far bcliiml, 

Black ashe.^ note uhcre thcii* proud city stood. 

Witiiin you forest is a gloomy glen — 

Facli tna* whicli guards its darklle.'^s from tlic <Iay, 
Waves o’l'.r a warrior’s tomb. 

T see thee sliriuk, 

Surpas.siiig Spirit ! — wort thou human else f 
1 SCO a shade, of doubt and horror Heijt 
Acro.ss tliy r-.tainh’S.s I'e.-itnres : yet fear not; 

This is m> imcoiiuccted misery, 

Nor stamls uiicansed, and irretrievable. 

Man’s evil nature, that apology 

AVliic.b king'-' who rule, and cowards who crouch., ct up 
For tlicir u miuml)»'reil crinu#, sheds not tlie blood 
Wliieli (h'solates the li* jcord-wistcd hind : 

From kings, ami priest-, am* latesmou, waf aronc, 
AVhose safcLy is man’s deep unbettcre<l woe, 

WJioso grandeu' his debasement, bet the axe 
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Strike at tlie root, the i>oi.-?()ii -tree will fall ; 

And whom its vonomed oxluil.-itions sj*i‘oad 
Jtniii, ;nid death, ninl woo, where iiiilJioiis lay 
Quenching the serpent's taniine, aij<l their hones 
Ihcaehiiig nnhurit'd in the ]intri«l blast, 

A garden sliall arise, in loveliness 
tSurjjassiiig liihJed I'aleii. 

Hath Xatiire's soul. 

That fnnneil this woi-ld so heautifnl. tliat sprea<l 
Kartli’s III]' willi })h-iiLy, ami life's snialJt'^t chord 
Strung t<^ nnelrme/tng unison, that ga.ve 
The hapjjy birds their <^lwclliiig in the grove, 

That yiohled to the wanderers ol* the tleep 
The lovt'ly silence of the nnfathonied main, 

And lilh'd tlie meanest worm tliat eiaw'Js in dust 
AN’ith spiril, tlumght, anti love; on IMau alone 
Partial in eau'^i'h ss Tualiro, wantonly 
ireajK'd ruin, vice, and slavery : his soul 
Plasted wilh w it lirring curses ; ])laei;d alar 
^riio im;te«»r lia[i[nness, Ihat shuns his giasp, 
liut serving on tlie frightful gulf to glare, 

Jtent wi<le lieiieatli his footsteps '# 

Natuiv I no ! 

Kings, ])i*iesfs, and sl-itesinen blast the human llower, 

Kveii in its temha* hud ; their iiillu< ne(? dai ts 

Like subtle ]>oison tlifougli the bluodlc'.^ veins 

Of desolai t' soc'iety. The ehil<l, 

klrt^ he can lisp liis inotlu'r’s sa<*retl name. 

Swi lls with tlu* unnatural pritle of crime, ami lifts 
His )».'iby-.sw<;rd even in a hero's mood. 

Tins infant arm lieeonies the bhauliest, seoui-ge 
Of deva-^tated earth; whilst speeiour^ n.uners 
Learnt in solt eliihlhood’s unsnspt eliu'.’: Inajr. 

Serve as the sophiMiis with which nianho<j(i ihnis 
Lright reason’s ray, and .sanetirK> tlie -^woi d 
LpHiised to .'-lied a bi'otlier's inmu'.ent blood. 

T^et priest-led slaves cease to proclaim tliat man 
Tnherits vice and misery, when b>vee 
And falseliood hang even o’m- the emdled l>abe. 
Stilling with rudest gnisj) all natural goo«1. 

Ah ! to tlie stranger-soul, when first it peep.s 
IVoin its new teneim'iit, and looks abroad 
]'nr happi/ic.-s and .>^ymj)atljy, how’^ .sferu 
And desi*late a. tra» l is this wiile worhl ! 

How witheJvd all the bmlA''of Ji.itural good ! 

Xo shaile, no sliclter fr<)iu the sweeping^ ^ioi-ms 
Of pitiless power 1 On its wrctelual fr;une, 

I’oisoneil, j»ereliancc, by the disease and woe 
Heaped on the wi*etcheil x>arciit, wheneo it s 2 )rnng, 



QTTREN MA13. 


'21 


P>3’^ iiiorjils, ];i\v, and cMistoiii, tlic ]>iiiv winds 
Of Iieavon, that I'enovato the iiiscft liihos, 

May broatho not. Tlie nntainiini' li^ht of da\' 

May visit not its longings. It is bouinl 
Kre it has life ; J’cji, all the chains are loj-god 
J.iung ore its being : all liberty ami lo\e 
i\nd peace is toi-n from its dcfenceiessness ; 

Cnrsed from its hirtJi, even from its cnuilo doumcil 
To abjectness and l>oiidago ! 

Throughout this varied and eternal world 
Soul is the nnlv elemeait, the block 
Tliat for uncoimtcrl ages lias niinaincd. 

^rhe lno^ el<^■^s pillar of a mountain's weight 
Is active living spirit. Mvery grain 
Is sentient butli in unitj'^ and part, 

And tlio minutest atom comprehends 
A world of ln\t*s and hatreds; tlieso beget 
Kvil and goisl ; lienee tiaith and falsehood s]iring ; 
Hiaice will, and thought, and aetiiin, all the genus 
Of ])ain or pleasure, sym]>athy^ or hate. 

That variegate the tderiial universe. 

Soul is not more polluted than tin* beams 
Of lieaven's pure orl», eve rouml tluMV jiipid lines 
The taint <»f earth-born atmosplieres arise. 

Man is otsnid and body, fonnf'd fur deeils 
Of high rusidve; on famw's holdcst wing 
^’o suai' unwcaritMl, rearle.-..sl3" to lin n 
^riie ki’encst pangs to peactd'ulness, aiul taste 
'Phe joys which mingled sense and spirit jdeld. 

Or he is i'-'i nied for abjeidness and woe, 

'J’o grtivt'l on iln^ ibingliill of his fears. 

To si. rink at eveiy souinl, to <|ucnch the Ihiine 
Of natural ]o\e in sen.sualisni, to know- 
That hour as blest when on his wortldess days 
The frozen haml <jf ileath shall set its seal. 

Yet fea.r tin' enn^, though hating the <lisease. 

T})c oin* is man that sliall hereafter be; 

The other, man as vice has made liim now. 

AVar is the statesman’s game, the ]>ricst’s delight, 
Tlie lawyer’s jest, the lured a.'- sass in’s tiade. 

And, to those royal in\irderers. whose iiu aii thrones 
Are bought b_y crimes of tiv'acheiw and gore. 

The bread Ibe^^ eat. tin; stall’ oi; whieb tliey lean. 
CJnards, gar’oed in l>lood-j'eiWiver> , surruinul 
^J'heir palaces, partie'. ate the cri un'S 
That foret; defends, and fron. a nation’s rage 
Secure tin; ci’ow'u, which all the 
Tliat famine, beuzy, W'ue and i>cnurv 
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These arc the In’red bravoes wlio defend 
The tyraiit’s throne — the bunies of his fear : 

These ai'e the sinks and channels of worst vice. 

The refuse of .societ3% tlie dre^^s 

Of all that is most vile; their cold hearts blond 

Deceit with .sternness, i/,nior.ince with pride, 

All that i.s mean and villanons, with rage 
Which hopelessness of good, and self-oonteinpt. 

Alone might kiialh' ; are decked in wealth, 

Hoiionr and p(^\\er, then are sent aln’oad 
To do th<‘ir work, ’'fhe pestileiieo that stalks 
In glooiiiN’’ triumph throiigh some Kastern land 
Is less dostro^’ing. 'fhey' cajole with gold, 

And jn’OJiiises of fame, the tlnMightless youth 
Alread3’^ criisho<l with servitude : he knows 
llis wretcheilnes.s too late, and cherishes 
Repentance for his ruin, when his doom 
Is sealed in gold an<l blood ! 

Tho.se too the tyrant .serve, who skilled to .snare 
4 'he feet of justice in the toils of law, 

Stand, rcjul}' to op[)ros.s tlie weaker still ; 

And, right or WT‘oiig, will vindicate for gold, 

Snoci'ing at public viiliu*, which lu'ni'atii 
Their pitile.ss tr<‘a<l ii(‘.; ttn*n ami trampled, whi've 
Honour sits smiling at the sale of Lrutl). 

Then grave and hoary-heade<l hypocrite-!, 

Withoiit a ho[>e, a [Mission, <>r a love, 

Who, thr«)Ugh a life of luxuiy ami lit'.s, 

Have crept b}’^ tlatbny to the seats of power. 

Support the SN .stcm wlicncti their honours flow — 

They liav(! three word.s ; well t3M-auts know llieir u.se. 
Well pa\’ them for the loan, with usiu*3' 

Torn from a hloiMliug w<»rl(l ! — (lod, llell, and Heaven. 
A vengidiil, jdtile.ss, and almighty liciid. 

Whose iiierey is a nick-name h»r t he rage 
Of tameless tigers hungering for blood. 

Hell, a red gulf of everlasting fire, 

AVlnn c! ptiisoiKJiis and nnd3'iug worms prolong 
Hteriial mi.sciy to tlioso lia]»Ie.s.s s/a\cs 
Whose life has been a penance for its erime.s. 

Ami Heaven, a meed for tho.'JO who dare htdie 
Their hnmau nature, tpiake, believe, and cringii 
IJefore the mockeries of earthls' power. 

I’hcso tools the tyrant temijcrs to his work. 

Wields ill his wrath, aml*/i.s In; wills, destroys, 
Omnipotent in wicked m;.>.s : the while 
Youth sjiriug.s, age immlders, iiiaiihoo<l tamely <locs 
His bidding, bribed ly short-lived joys to lend 
Force to the weakness of his trembling arm. 
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Tliey rise, they fall ; one pfenerati<ni cojues 
Yieltling its liarvest to flcstruclion’s soy the. 

It fades, aiiotlicr blossoms : yet behold ! 

lied glows the tyrant’s staiiii>-inark i»u its bloom, 

AV'iihoring aii<l f'ankeriiig deep its passive prime. 

He lets inv(aited I3 ing words and iiiotles, 

]^mj>t3' and vain as liia own eoj-ele.ss heart; 

Kvasivc meanings, nothings of nuieli sound. 

To lure the heotlless victim to the toils 
S])rcad round the valley of its paradi.so. 

TiOok to thyself, priest, eoinpioror, or j)rinc(j ! 
Whether thy trade is falseliood, and tliy lusts 
Deep wallow' in the earnings of the poor. 

With whom tliy master w'as: — or thou dolight'st 
Jn numbering o'er the inyriails of thy slain, 
Alkinisory weighing notliing in the scale 
Against thy short-livc<l fame ; or thou dost load 
AV’ith cow'ar<liee and crime the groaning laml, 

A i)omp-fed king. ljo«»k to thy wrotehc<l self! 
Aye, art thou not the vori(‘st slave that eVr 
Uvaw'led on the loathing earth f Arc not thy days 
Days of unsatisfying listlessness.^ 

Dost thoii Jiot ery, ere night’s long I'aek is o’la*, 
AVhen will the morning come t Is iu»t thy yoidli 
A vain ajid feverish droain of sensualism / 

'I’hy manhood bligided with unripe ilisease ? 

Arc not thy view's of unregretted dt'ath 
Dicar, iamifortless, and liorrible ' 'fliy iniinl, 

Is it ij‘>t morbid as Iby nerveless frame, 
incfi]iab1e of jiidgmout, liope, or love/ 

And dost iliou wisli tlio errui 'j to Mirvivo 
'J’hat bar tlua*. from all syinpatblcs t)f goo<l, 

Aft( r tlu* miserable inU'rest 

Thou hold’st in their protraction { t^'hen the grav 
il n.s swallowed up thy memory and thvself. 

Dost thou desire the bane that poisons eartli 
To twine its roots around thy colliiiod elay, 

Spring from thy boni'S, and blossom on tliy tomb, 
That of its fruit th^^ babes may eat and dio i 


Titus do the generations of the earth 
t>o to the grave, and issue from the w'oiul>, 
Surviving still tlu^ imperishable change 
Tliat renovates tin' wi>rhl; evtai as tlio leavi's 
Wliieh the keen irost w'iin#of the waning y< :ir 
lias seatteretl on th" forest soil, ami hea])e»l 
h\n‘ many seasons there, tl- >ngh long tliey choke, 
Loading w'itli loatli. ome rottenness tlic land, 

All germs of promise. Vet w'hcu the tall trees 



21 


(2UEi:X MAIJ. 


From thoy foil, sliorii of tlioir lovoly shapes, 

Lio level witli the earth to iiiouhlor then;, 

They fertilise the land they loii^i: detornu'd, 

Till from the breatldr.^ lawn a forest ."priiigs 

Oi’ youth, integrity, and lov«,‘linf*s.s, 

lake tliat whieli icavt; it life, tt> sj>riiig and ilie. 

suicidal scllishness, that blights 
The fairest feelings of the opening lii'arf. 

Is di'stined to <leeay. whilst frouj tlie soil 
SJiall spring all virtue, all di‘Iigiit, all love. 

And jiidgniont ct'asi* t«> wage unnatural war 
M^itli ])assiou's uusul)diial)le arj*ay. 

Twin-sister of religion, si^llishnoss 1 
llival in eriiue and falsehood, aping all 
I'lie wanton iiorrors of her hloody play ; 

"\'et fro/on, nninipa.s>ion« d, spiritless. 

Shunning tin* light, and owning not its n:ue,o : 
ComjielU'd, I'Y ns tieforinity, 1o sertam 
With iliinsy veil of jnstie<‘ and of right, 

Its nnattiaetivi* liiu‘anionts, that seai'e 
All, sa.ve the brood <»f iguorunee : at one(i 
The cause and the ell’eot of tyranny ; 

I 'iiblushing, lundeiied, sensual, and vile; 

J)ea«l to all love but of its abjeetne'^s, 

Witli heart impassive by more noble powt rs 
^’lnm nnshared plea'^otv, s<u'ditl gain, or fame : 
.Despising its own miserablt* being, 

Wluoh still it lungs, yi;t fears, to i!i>ent hr.dl. 

Ifeneo eoimnerce sj.rings, the venal interebange 
Of all that Ininian ait or nature yi»-ld ; 

Whieh weall h sbouid pureliase not. but w’ant deman 
And natural kindiuj-s hasten to s ipjij / 

From the le.ll fountain of its bonialles.'s lov-;. 

For ever stilled, drained, and tainted now. 
(’oiiinjeree ! beneath wln>se fioisori biealhiiig sliado 
iS'o solitai-y virtiii; dares to see ing; 

]5nt poverty and wealth with ecpiai band 
Scatter their witliej-iiig curses, and unfold 
'J'h(; doors of prematun* and violent deatii. 

To j*'ning faniiiu* and liill ferl di>eas(‘, 

^'o all ibat shares the, lot of human life, 

AVhieli jjoisojiod body' and soul, M-aree drag.-s the eba 
Tiiat lenglheiis as it goes ainl elanks behiui.l, 

Oommei'ec has set tin* mark^of .'elfl.sliiie.-s^ 

The signet of its all enslaving [lower, 

Up<m :i shilling ore, and called it gold; 
llefore wJiose image how the vulgar gi'e-at. 

The vainly rich, tiic miserable proud. 
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The* niob of i)0;isjints, iioblos, pi’icvsts, uml 
And with blind iodines rovertJiicc Uu* poW(;r 
That j^riiuLs them to tlic dust of iiu<orv. 

]>ut in tbo toini)lc of Lboir hirolin» lioniis 
fi'old is :i. living; .^od, and lailos in sooi n 
Ml Oiirtldy tilings but virtin;. 

Since tyrants, by tlui sale of Imniaii life. 

Heap luxuries to their sensualism, and fame 
''J^> tlieir wide wasting ainl insatiati; pI■id(^. 

Success lias sanetioiu'd to a iav<bilous world 
The ruin, the disgraci*, tlie woe of war. 

His hosts of blind an<l unresisting dupes 
Tlie despot nunibors; from liis cabinet 
Tliest' pn])pet,s of liis seliemcs he moves at will, 
l!lven as the slaves b^' fon-c or famine driven 
Hon^'ath a \ nlgar ina.stcr, to perform 
A task of cold ami brutal tlrudgcry ; - 
Ha.i’dem'd to hope, insmisihlo to fear. 

Sear<.*e living |>uUcys of a <lead maehim*. 

Mere wheels of work and artich'S of trade. 

That grace the proud and noisy pomp of wealth ! 

'I’lu' lijii’mony and hatijnucss of man 

Yield to tlie wealth of nations : that whieh lifts 

His nature to the heaven of its priile, 

Is bariere<l for the ]>oisou of Ids soul ; 

Trie wei'diL Oiat drags to ear<i» lii-- tow» ring hopi' 
liligliting all jirospeet but of selti'h •'•ain, 

Witln rhig all passion but t*f slavish f<?ai*, 

I’^x! iiigei^hing all free and generous lo\c 
U 1 rpi'^'i; and dariuir, i 5 ven the pul. a 
That f.iiiey id.ii'lles in tlio l)ealing la‘;n l, 

To noiigle with .scnsatimi. it de.-troys, - 
liCaves uotlung but the sordid lu.'^t of self. 

The grovel 'iug hope of iutiu-e.st and gold, 

I hnjnalilied, iin mingled, niiredoemcil 
Hveii by liypoeri.'.y. 

And statesmeti lioasi 

Of wealtli f The wordy clotpienee that li\(. 

After tlie ruin of their heart.s, craii gild 
The bitter poison of a nation's woe, 
t'au turn the worship! t»\* t\\e serv\\»; mo\> 

To their conaqit ami glaring idol. Kune, 

Fj'om >'ii tiic, trampled In its iron tread. 
Although its dazzling pedestal be raiseil 
Aini<l the h(/i‘r(»i's <>f a limlsj^iew n held, 

AVith dosolate<l dwell ngs smoking I’oniid. 

The man of tia,se, who, by his warm tire-suh*. 

To deeds of ebaritabl- intercour.se 
And bare fulhl. leiit of the coniniou law. 
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Of (loccncy and projndice, confines 
The struj^gliiig nsiiure of his Imuiiui heart, 

Is dupeil by their cold sophistiy ; he sheds 
A pjissin*' tear perclihnce upon the vvreck 
Of earthly ])eace, when near his dwelliiif^'s door 
The frightful waves are driven, — when liis son 
Is nnirdered by the tyrant, or religion 
l^rives his wife raving mad. liiiL the poor man, 
AVhosc life is iniseiy, and feai’, and tMre ; 

"VVlnnn the moi'ii wakens Inifc t<> fruitless ; 
Who ever Iieais his famislied o/rs])nng’s scream, 
AA'hoin tJieir pale mother’s nnconiplaining ga/e 
For over meets, and the jn-ond rich man's ej^o 
Flaslnng command, and tlie iicart-breaking scene 
Of tlionsands like liimsclf; he little liecals 
The rlieUn ic of tyranny. Ins hate 
Is qiienehlc *--5 as his wrongs, lie laughs to sc«n’n 
The vain ami hitter moekery of wort Is, 

Feeling the horror of the tyrant’s tleetls, 

Ami nil rest raimal but by the arm ol‘ power. 

That knows and drca<ls bis enmity. 

The iron ro<l of ]iemiry slill eompels 

}Iei' wretclied slave to bow llie kmu: to wealth, 

Ami jioison, with im]iroritable tt»il, 

A life too voi<l of s**’, ice to confii’in 

Tin' very chains tliat bind him to Jiis do«n:i. 

Nature, impartial in iiniiiilicence, 

Ifas giftial man wnth all-snbdning will : 

Matter, wdth all its transitory shaiics, 

Lies snbjeete<l and plastic at his lect, 

That, weak from bondage, trcinblii as they tread. 
How many a rustic 3 IiIlon has passed hv. 

Stilling the s])ei*ehIoss longings of his lu'ai’t, 

111 iiin ernitiing drudgery ami care ! 

How many a vulgar Cato has compelled 
His em*rgii.!S, no longm* tanudess tlien. 

To mould a. j»in, or faliricate a nail ! 

How many a Newton, to w'hose passive ken 
I’liose migldy splieres that gem infinity 
Were only specks of tinsel, fixed in heavim 
To light the Jiiiilnights of his native town ! 

Vet every lieart contains perfection’s germ : 

The w’i.'-est «»f the sages of the earth. 

That ever frmii the stores*'^if reason <lrew 
Science and trutli, and vii'tne's dreadle-s tone, 
Were but a weak ami inexperieiieed boy, 

Proud, sensual, nnimpassiimcd, niiimbued 
With tnire desiro ami universal love. 
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Coinpcirecl to that high heing, of cloudloas hraiii, 
Uiitaintod pawsion, elevated will. 

Which death (who even wouhl linger long in awe 
Within hia nohlo ])re.sence, and Itencath 
Ilia changeless t‘ye-hcam), might alone subdue. 
Him, every slave now dragging through, the lilth 
Of some corrupted city his sad life, 

Pining with famine, swoln with luxury, 

I’lmiting the keenness of his spiritual sense 
Willi narrow sehemings ami unworthy cares. 

Or madly rushing through all violent crime, 

To move the deep stagnation of his soul,— - 
Might imitate and equal. 

Ihit moan lust 

Has bound its chains so tight about the earth, 
Tl\i)t all within it but the virtmms man 
Is venal; gold or fame will surely reach 
The price [n*efL\od hy selfislmess, to all 
IJiit him of rc.'^ohito and lumlianging will ; 

Whom, nor thi; [ilamlits <if a servile crow<l, 

Kor the vile joys of taiiiHng luxury. 

Can hrilxj to yiidd his elc.vated soul 

tyranny or falseliood, tlniugh they wield 
With blo<.td-red Iiaml the sceptre tiftlio, wt>ild. 

-A II things arc .sold : the veiy light -d’ h<‘aven 
Is MMja) ; caj’tlTs nnsp.-iring gifts of love, 
d’h'* .-wo.dlc.st and iiiovt dcs[)icablc lldngs 
'J’hii.t Ituk in tl»e abysses of tin,* deep, 

All <»bj«^Lts (ifoui* life, even lifo it'^elf. 

Ami tin; I'oor jiittanc-e which th«j law.-^ allow 
Of liberty, the fellowship <»f man. 

Tlu;-o didii'S uhieh his heart of human love 
Should iij'ge him to 2 >erforin instinctively. 

Are bought and sold as in a ]nil)]ie mtirt 
Of undisguising soHishiiess, tliat sets 
On each its price, the stauqi-uv.vvk. of her reign, 
Mven love is sold ; the solace t>f all woo 
Is turned to deadliest agony, old ago 
Shivers in seliish beauty’s loathing arms, 

And youth’s <*orniptetl impulses pr<*pare 
A life of horrt)!’ from the blighting bane 
Of commmve : wliilst the pestileneo that springs 
Frcnn unenjoyhig seTisiialisni, has filled 
All liumau life v.illi hyilra-he:uled woes. 

• 

Falsehood deniamP ’>ut gold to pay the pangs 
Of outraged conscience ; tb the slavish pi le.- 1 
Sets no great value on his liin-ling faith : 

A little pas.si .g pomp, some servile souls. 
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Whom oo^va^^l'u•^; ifcscjlf might jsafi'ly chain. 

Or tlit3 sjiiiri) mho of* avaj'ici! could ln ihc 
'J'u deck the trinmjdi ol’tlicii- Lmmiid zeal. 

Can iJiake him minislv*r to tyranny. 

More tlaring criiiK? rcijuircs a. lofl icj- mrcil : 
WiMi()nt a sitiiddor the shu e .-jililie.- leinis 
His arm to mur<lorous dcc«U, and si eels his hearf, 
AVlioii tJie divad cIoi(iicm*e of dying iiieTi, 

Low mingling i>n the Itnudy tii;ld oi' fame. 

Assails that nature, wliose applause he sells 
For the gross hU'Ssings <»f the patriot mobj 
J'^n■ tijo vile gratitude of lu'^artiess kings, 

And lor a cohl world's good w*or«l,-- vder ."till ! 

There is a nobha* glory w’hieh sni'vivcs 
Unlil (Uir being fades, aiul, solaeing 
AH hnmaii earc*, accompanies its <‘hange ; 

Desevt.s not \ ivt >, in the d\ingeon's glooiu, 

And, in tin' ]‘reeinets of tin* ]>alaei'. guides 
Its fo<)t."t<*ps ilirongli lliat lab\rinth «d’erime; 
Tmlmvs Ills liueanieuts with <lanMtle."sne,'-s. 

J’jven when, iVom ] a 'AVer’s avenging hand, he takes 
Jts sweet e."t. la d. and noblest title -death; 

— '^Jdie eonseionsne-ss of good, wliieh neif hei* gold . 

soivlid I'ann*, nor hopo «(f heavi'tdy bii-s. 

Cati pui'chasc ; Ind. a lib? of i-esolute got>d, 
Unaltc'ralth* w'ill, <|nenohless ♦le.-ire. 

(.ff univcr."al haj»piue."S, the. heart 
'Idiat b('ats whli it in imison, the luain. 

Whose eviT-wakeful wi.sdojn toils to ehange 
Keason's rich st<n'cs for its t'tffiaial weal. 

This c‘*uin!ii*rc*e of siiu*eie>i. virtiui in‘eils 
Xo mediati\e. signs of seltishne<s. 

No jealous intere*oursc of wreteln*.! gain, 

Tso balancings of prinhan'e, cold ami long; 

Injnst ainl * <[nal measure all is w\*ig)K*d, 

One ,seah' eoiita.ins th«* sum of hiiiuaii weal, 

And one, the good man's Jn'an., 

Mow' v.iinlv seek 

The sclfi.'.li for ll'.at happine."S denied 

^J’o ••Might but virtue.' liliiid and hardened, they 

W'lio hope for peair'* a.mid the storms <»lb*.ire, 

Wln» et>\ et powt r tln*\ kin»w not ho'W to use*, 

And sigh foi ]deasure tlu^^ re.fime to give;--- 
Mailly they Crnstrate still tlieir own designs; 

And, AvheJ-o they hoj>e t liaUipiiel to enj.)y 
AVhicli virtiu! ]d(;tnre.", bitterm'"S of soul. 

Pining regi-et.s, and vain i*ot)entanees. 

Hisease, disgust, and la.ssitude, pcrvuile 
Tlieir valueless and miserable livi*.". 
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nut lll’>ary-^^e!l<^^'<l sclfisliiK's.-i lias f<*lt 

Its (loillli-blow, aiul is tt>t to tin; ^vavi* ; 

A ]))-iglitt;r mom awaits tho Iniinmi (lay. 

When ovory tnmsfoi* of* oai*th’s iiafitral fijifts 
Sliail 1)0 a 1 ‘ommoTvo of^ooil Avor<ls ami Avorks ; 
Wlic'U povorty aii<l woalfch, tin* thirst of* tamo, 

Tlio foar of* iiirauiy, <list‘aso ami \\a) 0 . 

War with its million luirrca's. and fio-mc lu;!!, 

Sliall livo hut in tlio momory ortiiuo, 

Wlio, likoa |i(mil(mt liluu-tiiio, sliall slai*f. 

Look hack, and shudder at his youn.i^or years. 

\ (. 

Af.r, hinidi. :dl eye, all ear. 

The Spirit felt the. Fairy’s Inirniiu^ sjx'oeh. 

^<.)'or the thin textnrt' of its fr.'ime. 

The \aryin;^ pciriods ])aint(;d, eliangi^ig glows ; 

A.« on a Huniiner (‘ven, 

'When soul-enfolding nmsie lloals arouml, 

'I'ho stainless mirror of the lake 
Ih'-imagos the eastern gloom, 

Vringling eoiiMilsively its jairple hiu'.s 
I>’ith siin.'Ot’s hurnisln'd golil. 

Then thus the Si)irit spoke ; 

It s a wild and mi.serahle. work! ! 

'I’horny, and fuh of e.ii*o, 

Which <'\ec-y (iend can niaki' his |ii’(‘y at will. 

O Fairy 1 in Ihe la]^^o of years, 
tlioro no hojie iji store ! 

Will yon vast suns roll on 
Tntei'miiiahly. still illuming 
'!’!io night of so many wiadelied souls, 

And see no hope fur them ^ 

Will not the nnivi'i-sal .spirit e'er 
llovivify tills withered limh of Heaven ? 

The k^'niry ealmly smiled 
Fn comfort, and a kindling gleam of hoXie 
SulVu.sed tlnj Spirit's Vineameiits. 

Oh! rest thee Iraihjuil ; chase tlio.si' h?arful donhis, 
Wliieli ne’er eonld r.-iek an evi'rlast ing soul, 

'J’hat sees the chains whi;*h hind it to its doom. 
Yes! Clime and misery are in yonder earth, 
l'’;dsehood, mistake, and lust; 

I>ut the i-.ternal wo#hl 
Contains at once the i \ il and the cure. 

Some eminent in virtue .shah start np, 

Fven in ]»ei ersest time: 

Tlie truths of liieii' jniro lips, that m'vcr die, 
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Shixll bind tlio scorpion f;ilsebc)od witli a wroatb 
Of ever-living Ihiine, 

Until the monster sting itself to death. 


I Tow sweet a scene will earth beeonio ! 

Of i)nrcst spirits, a pure dwell ing-placi*, 
Syni])houioiis with the planetary spheres; 

Mdien man, witli changeless nature coalescing. 
Will nmlertalvo regemn'at ion’s work, 

AYlieu its ung<'nial p»)les nt> longer j»oint 
'fo the red ainl balefnl snn 
Tliat faintly twinl les there. 

S[)irit, on 3nnnh‘r e.arth, ^ | 

Fal.s<‘hno(l now triumphs; dead! 3*^ power 
lias 1ixe<l its si‘al up<»n the li[» i»f truth ! 

IM ulncss and iniserv are there ! 

Tlio hap])iesl i- a.ost wretelied ! Yt t confide 
Until pure heaUh-«lrops, fj-om tlu^ en]> of jo3% 

Fall like a tlew <»r halm ii|)on the world. 

Now, to tin' scene 1 show*, in silemat turn, 

And rca<l the })h»od-stained eharter of all woo. 
Which natiii"C .-'oon, with re-creating haiid, 

AVill hh»t In mcrev from the hook of caifli. 

Ibnv hold the Might <*f passiem’s wand- ring v\ln,g, 
Ilow’ .swift the step of reason’s lirnicr tread. 

How <*.'i.lrn and sweet tin' vietorie:-. f)f lif*-. 

How terrorh'ss the triumph of the crave ! 

How powc'i lc.ss u’ere the niichti(!>L nionarcl/.s ai in. 
\'ain ids lond threat, and im])otcnt his IVown ! 
Hr>w Indicrons tlie priest’s dogniatie roar! 

Tlie weight of his »*xterniinating cur.-e 
How light! and his utlcct.ed eharhv. 

T(» s\ut the jn-essnre <*f the cii.\!iging iinn -s, 

AN’hat pali>ahle dt;ccit ! -}»ut for tl^v aid, 

Ih'ligion ! bid. for llice, prolific ricinl. 

Who pcopK-.-t earth with demons, hell with men, 
And heaven with sl;i\e.s ! 


Thou taintest all thou look'st upon ! — tlie .stars, 
AA’liij'h (»n thy cradle hoanu^d so brightU'^ sweet, 
Wer(! gods 1 m the distenipercil pla3 ruliic.s.s 
Of tli3' mdutiired infainy : the trees, 

The gra.-s, the clouds, the iiiountain.s, and the 
M\ li\ ingthiiig.s tliat walk, swim, creep, or tl3', 
AYere gods : tlie snn laid hoiuag<\ and t.he moon 
Her worship] Ji'i*. ’J’licn Llmi 1 beemnest a lioy, 
]\Iore daring in tliy fren/ies : eveiy shape, 
Monstrf>ns or vast-, or bi'aiitifnll3' wild, 

AVhieh from Si’iist'iiion’s relies, t;ine3" culls; 

The spirits of the air, the shuddering ghost. 
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Tbo f^oTiii of the el(?incnt,s, tlio ^owors 
TliJit s^ivo a sliaiHi to juitiiro's varital works, 

Hjid life ami place in tlio coiTUpt belief 
Of tliy blind lieart : yet still tliy youthful hmnls 
W« ‘re I lin o of linnian blood. Tlicn inanhood j^mvo 
T bs stiTiij^tli and ardour to tliy fronzioil lirain; 

'idiinc eai^cr j^azo scanned tlie stu])ond<jns scene, 

Whose wonders mocked the knowlodt'c of thy pride . 
Their everliistinj' and unchanging laws 
Ke]n'o;iclieil tliine ignorance. Awhile thou stood.st 
Ikillled anil gloomy; then thou didst sum up 
The elemiMits of all that thou didst kiji>w ; 

The clningiiig seasons, winter’s leafless reign. 

The hndding of the heaven-hrea thing trees, 

The t't.erual orhs that beautify the night, 

Tlie snu-rise. and the setting of the moon, 

Kjortniiiakes and wars, and poisons an<l disease, 

And all tlieii' causes, to an ahstraet point 
Convergin'r, llnai didst heml, and e-allM it Clod ! 

The solt-.-^Miriciiig, the omnipotent, 

Tlni merciful, and the avenging (lod ! 

Who, j'rolotv [)0 of human misrule, sits 
High in licMvcn’s realm, upon a golden thr<tnc. 

Hveii lil<t> ail earthly king; ami whose dread work, 

Hidl, gajios foi* ever for the nuha[»py slaves 
Of I it(', V. bom lu' created in his s]>ort 
To hiii'a|)l) in their tormeiils Vvlicn they bdl ! 
l*]aj‘rli ii ird Ihe name; iiartli lremlile<l, as tim smoke 
<>r bis KM Uge ascemlcil up to heaven. 

Blotting tlie i-on-'tollations ; ami the cries 

Of mi 11’.' a,:.; laitclu;red in swia t eoniideiioe 

And un ^u.•«pcclilIg pi'act', e\en wh* ’*. tlie bonds 

Of sat' ‘y aerti eonlirnuMl by wordy oaths 

Sworn if' bis dreailful name, rung throngb tbc laml ; 

AVh.ilst iom -.-cut babes writhed on thy stubborn spear, 

Aiul tboii ilnht laugh to hear the mother’s shriek 

Of maniac gladness as t-hn sacred steel 

Felt cold in her torn eiitniils ! 

Religion ! ihou wert f.heii in manhood’s ])rime: 

But agt', civ]it on ; one (b)d wuild not sutlicc 
For senile puerility ; lliou franuMlst 
A tale (m .suit thy dotage, and to glut 
Thy mir-(‘r\ -f hij-sting soul, that the ma,d fiend 
Tby wiclvcdiies.s had ])ictured, might all’ord 
A plea fur sating the unnain^ifil thirst 
For mui«h;r, rapiiili, v'-denee, nml crime, 

That still consumed thy being, even when 

Tlioii hiardst the ste] <>f fate; — tliat flames niiglit light 

Tliy funeral sct.'ie, and the shrill Lorveiit sbi ieks 
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Of parents dyin.j>- oji tlic pile that burned 
To light their (children to tliy ]>:it.hs, tluj roar 
Of the eiicircUug Haines, the exulting erics 
Of tliiiic .‘ipostles, loiTkl <*oininingling there, 

IVright sate thy hungry ear 
JO veil on the bed of ilcatli ! 

But now coutein])t is inoeking thy grey hairs ; 
Thou art «h's<*en(ling to the dnrksinno grave, 

I ■iihoTiniiriMl and iiti|iiti(‘d, hut }»y those 
AVlios*; |>i-i«l(* is ]i:is^iiig liy likii tliine. tind slieds, 
Jjike tliine, a glare that fades before the sun 
Of truth, aiul shines tnit in tlie dreadful night 
Tliat long has lowered above the ruined \v«n-ld. 

Throughout these iiitiiiiie orbs of mingling light, 
Of whieli yon earth is one, is wide ditliisial 
A s[»irit of aetivity and life, 

'J'liat kiKiws no lerm, <*e'S.it ii>n, or deeay ; 

’’J’hat fadi!S not when the lamp ofc'arthly life, 
K\tinguisho<l in tlio ilam}>ness of the grave, 

Awliilo there shimhers, inon* than when the bahe 
fn the dim newness of its being tei ls 
The inundsi's of sublunary things, 

And all is w<iTid(‘r to uiipraet ise*d seii'^e : 

But, active, .-tedf st, and eternal, .-till 
Ouiiles the tiei’ia* whirlwind, in the timijM st n -ii-s, 
(Miens in the day, breathes in the balmy giove-, 
Streuglheiis in heaUli, and iioisons in i.liseuse ; 

And ill tbe storm of eliauge, that ceaselessly 
bolls round the eternal niiiverse. and shakes 
Its umleeaying batl lenient. ])resides, 

ApportiMiiiiig with irri'.^istibl*’ Imv 

^J'iie place nieh spring of its inacdiiiu; sfiali fill ; 

that, wlmn waves oji vvavt:s tumultuous liea]i 
(.,N)ufii.si(tii to the cloiub’, and liereely driven 
Heaven’s lightnings seor<*h the ujiroottMl ocean ford 
Whilst, to the iwe of shipwrecked mariner, 

Jjone sitting on the bare and shuddering rook. 

All seems nnlinkn? eontingnufy ;iijd ehance : 

No atom of this tllrbuleIle(^ fill Ills 
A vague aiul unneeessit ated task, 

Or acts but as it must and ought to act. 

Hvni the ininute-.'-L molecule of light. 

That in an Aj»ril sunbeam’s lleetiug gh)W 
Fulfils its destin«*<!, tlioiigh ihivisible work, 

M’he universal Spirit guides ; nor less* 

Whni mereilcss ambition, or mad zeal, 

Has letl tw'O hosts of <hipes to battle field, 

That, blind, they there may dig each other’s graves 
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Aiid Cfill tho sad work glory, does it rule 
All ] missions : not a thought, a will, an act, 

"No working of the tyrant's luoodv mind, 
one misgiving of tho slaves wTio boast 
'riieir servitude, to hide tho shame tlioy feci, 

NTor the events enchaining every will, 

'riirit from the depths of unrecorded time 
flare drawn all-in lUiencing virtue, pass 
Unrocogniseil or unforeseen by thee, 
of the Universe ! eternal spring 
or life and death, <if ha[>piness and woe. 

Of all that chequers the ]>hatitasmiil scone 
That floats before our eyes in wavering light, 

Wbieh gleams but on tbo ilarknoss of our prison, 
Wlujse cliains and massy walls 
, Wo feel but cannot see. 

Si'irit of Waturo ! id 1 -sufficing Power. 

!Ncecssity ! ibou mother of the world ! 

IJn'ike llio Gu<l of humau error, thou 
lle< purest no prayers or praises; the caprice 
Of man’s weak will Ijelongs no more to thee 
'riiiiii <lo tlio changeful jiassiuiis iif liis breast 
To lliy unvarying harmony : the slave, 

Whoso horrible l«ista spread misery o’er the world, 
A'.'d tho good man, who lifts, \\ith virtuous jiride, 
His b(Mng, ill the siglit of hapjiiness, 

That spiings from his own w»)rks ; tho ]>oison-troc, 
Jiciieatli whose siiadi* all life is withojcd up. 

And the fair oak, whose leafy ilonie alf-'rds 
A tcnqile NvIuM’c the vows cif liajjpy love 
Are rogist<‘.i*'d, are e<pial in thy sight : 

Ivo I' ve, no hate thou chcrishest ; revenge 
And favouritism, and worst desire of fame, 

Thou knowest not : all tliat the wide world contains 
Are but thy ])assive instruments, and thou 
Jlegardest them all with an impartial eyo 
AV hose joy or ])aiii thy nature ciiunot feel, 

Jjecause thou liast not human sense. 

Because thou art not human mind. 

Yes ! wlien the sweeping storm of time 
Has sung its death-dirge t>'cr the ruined fanes 
And broken altai S of tho almighty liend 
AVliose nail',' usurps iliy luuiours, au<l the hlotnl 
Through centuries clotted tlli^ro, lues tloated thovn 
The tainted Hood of a^ m, sha’ thou live 
Uneliangeablc ! A shrine is .-aised to thee, 

Which, nor the tempest breath of time. 

Nor tho iiitei luiiiablo Hood, 

D 
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Over earth’s slight pageant j’olliiig, 

Availeth to destroy, — 

The sensitive extension of the world. 

That wondrous ainl eteinal fane. 

Where pain and pletisure, good aiul evil join. 

To do the will of strong necessity. 

And life in multitudinous sha})es. 

Still pressing forward where no term can be, 

Like Jiungry and unresting IJaine 
Curls round the etoruid eoluuins of its strength. 

VII. 

Spirit. I WAS an infant wlieii my mother went 
To see an atheist burned. She took me tlu‘re : 

The dark-robed priests were met around the pile ; 
The multitude was gazing silently; 

And as the . nlprit jiassed with dauntless mien. 
Tempered disdain in his unaltering eye, 

Mixetl witli a <piiet smile, shone calmly forth : 

The thirsty lire crept roiiml his manly limbs ; 

His resolute e^’es were seorchctl to blinduess soon ; 
His death-pang rent my heart ! the iiisousato mob 
Uttered a erv of triumjih, and T w'ept. 

Weep not, ehihl ! cried my mother, for that man 
Has said, There is no God. 

Fairy. Thc*rc is no Gtxl ! 

Nature confirms the faith his death-groan seal’d ; 
liCt heaven and earth, let man’s rtjvolving race, 

His ceaseless generations, tell tlieir tale; 

]jet every ])art ilepmiding on tlic chain 
That links it to the whole, point to the haml 
That grasps its term ! J^et every seed that falls, 

111 silent ehapieiice unfold its store 
Of argument : infinity within. 

Infinity without, belie creation ; 

The oxterininablo spirit it contains 
Is nature’s only God ; but human pride 
Is skilful to invent most serious naiiie.s 
To hide its iguoi’ancc. 

The name of God 
Has fenced about all crime with holiness, 

Hinibclf the creature of his worshippers. 

Whose names and attributes and passions change, 
Seeva, JJnddJi, Fob, Jehovah, God, or JjOr<l, 

JKveu with the hniiiaii ilnjf.Vis who build his shrines. 
Still serving o’er the war-polluted world 
For desolation’s watch- word ; whether hosts 
Stain his death-blushing cliariot wlioids, as on 
Triumphantlj^ they roll, whilst IJrahmins ralso 
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A aacrcd hymn to iniiiglo with the groans ; 

Or countless partners of his power divide 
His tyranny to weakness; or the gmoke 
Of burning towns, the cries of female holplessncss, 
I'narnied old ag^, and youth, and infancy, 

Horribly iiia>s;u:rcd, ascend to lioavcn 
111 honour of liis name ; or, last and worst, 

Kavth groans beneath religion’s iron age, 

And priests dare babble of a Ood of pence, 
f'heu whilst tlicir liands are red with guiltless blood, 
]M ordering the while, u]*rootiiig every germ 
Of truth, exteriniiiatintc, s-poiling all. 

Making the eai th a slaughter-house I 

O Spirit ! through the Fense 
lly jvhicli thy inner nature w;is apprised 

Of outward shows vague dreams have roll’d. 

And variiid roiiiiiiisceiices have waked 
'I'abU ts that never fa<le; 

All things have been imju'intcd there, 

The stars, the sea, tlio earth, the sky, 

Even I he uii shapeliest lineaments 
(>f wild and lleoting visions 
Have left a record there 
To testify of earth. 

These are luy oin])ire, for to me is given 
The woinlers of the huniati worhl to keep, 

And fancy’s thin creat ions to endow 
With n-nrniur, being, and ri'ality ; 

']’heref()j-<j a womlroiis phantom, fnun the dreams 
Of human ei n>r’s dt-iise ainl puj-blind faith, 

1 will ovokt*, to meet thy <piestioning. 

Ahasuerus, rise ! 

A strange and w'oc-w’orn wight 
Arose beside tlio hattlcineut. 

And sfo»»d iiiinioviiig there. 

ITis inessential ilgiiro c*ast no shade 
I 'poll the g<ddcn floor; 

His port anti iinen lioie mark tif many years, 

A I id chi’oiiieU’s of untold ancientness 
Were legible witliiii bis beamless eye : 

Yet bis cheek bore the mark of j’oiith ; 
Kroshness a.al vigour knit liis manly frame ; 

The wisdom of oiil age .vas Singled there 
With youtli’s prinueval d .uutlcasiiess ; 

A lid inoxpres" iblc w oe. 

Chasten’d by fearless rosigiiat ion, gave 
An awful grace to Lis all-speaking brow. . 
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Spirit, Is there a God 1 

Ahasuei'tis. Is therp a God ! — «iy, an almighty Gorl, 
And vengeful as Jilmiglity ! Once liis voico 
Was hear<l on earth : earth shuddered at the sound; 
The ficry-visaged firiiiameiit expressed 
Abhorrence, and the grave of nature yawned 
To swallow all the dauntless and the good 
That darc<l to hurl defiance at his throne?, 

Girt as it was with y»owcr. None but slaves 

Survived, — cold blooded slaves, who did the work 

Of tyrannous omnipotence; whose souls 

No lionest indignation over urged 

To elevated daring, to one det;d 

Which gross and sensual self diil not pollute. 

These slaves built temples for the oinnipoteut fiend, 
Gorgeous and vast : the costly’' altars smoked 
With human blood, and hideous ]»poans rung 
Tlirough all the long-drawn aisles. A murderer heard 
His voice in Hgypt, one who^e gifts and arts 
Had raised him to his eminence in power, 

Accomplice of omnipotence in crime. 

And confidant of the all-knowing one. 

These were Jehovah’s words. 

From an eternity of idleness 

I, God, awoke ; in seven days^ toil made «'artli 

hVom nothing ; rested, and created man ; 

I placed him in a paradise, and tliore 
Planted the tree of evil, so that ho 
Might eat .and perish, and iny soul I'-rocure 
Wherewith to sate its malice, and to turn, 

Even like a heartless coinpieror of the earth, 

All misery to my fame. The race of men 
Chosen to my honour, with inijninity 
May sate the lusts I planted in tlieir licart. 

Here I command tlieo hence to lead them on, 

Until, with hardeiiM feet, their conquering troops 
Wade on tlie promised soil through woman's blood, 
And make my name be <lreadcd through the land. 

Yet ever- burning flame and ceaseless woo 
Bball be the doom of their eternal souls. 

With every soul on this ungi*ateful earth, 

Virtuous or vicious, weak or strong, — even all 
Shall 2 >crisli, to fulfil the ^iiid revenge 
(Which you, to men, call justice) of their God, 

The murderer’s brow 
Quiver’d with horror. 
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Go<l omnipotent, 

la there no mercy 1 must our punishment 
Be endless 'I will long ages roll aw^y, 

And see no term ? (Jli ! wherefore hast thou made 
Til mockery and wratli this evirearthi 
Mercy becomes the powerful — be but just : 

0 God ! repent and save. 

One way remains : 

1 will beget a son, and he shall bcjir 
'J’he sins of all the world ; he shall arise 
In an unnoticed corner of the earth, 

And there shall <lie upon a cross, and purge 
The univej’sal (irime ; so tliat the few 
Ou whom my gi*ace (le.sceml'^, those who are mark’d 
As vessels to the liouoiir of tlieir God, 

Majfc credit this strange sacrifice, ami save 
Their souls alive : niillions shall live and die, 

AVho ne’er shall call uj»ou their Saviour’s name, 

But, unredoeinctl, go to the gaf)iiig grave. 

Tliousands shall (Icom it an ohl woman’s tale, 

Such as the nnivos frighten babes withal : 

Those in a gulf of anguish and of llamo 
Shall cuive thoir reprobation endlessly, 

Vet tenfold pairjs shall force them to avow, 

Even on their bods of tonnont, where they howl, 

My lionoiir, ami the justice of tljoir doom. 

What thou avail their virtuous deeds, their thoughts 
Of purity, with radiant genius bright, 

Or lit with Iniinnii ivason'.s earthly rayl 
Many arc called, but few will I elect. 
iJo thou my bidding, i^To.scs. 

Even tlie murderer’s cheek 
Was bhuiched with horror, and his <piivering lips 
Scarce faintly uttoreil — O almighty one, 

I tremble and obey ! 

O Spirit ! ceuLiirics have set their seal 

On this heart of many wounds, .-md loaded brain, 

Since the Incarnate came : humbly he came, 

Veiling his horrilile Godheail iii the shape 
Of man, scorned by tiie world, his name unheard, 

Save by the rabble of liis native towji, 

Kven as a parisli duiiiagoguo. He led 

The crowd ; he taught them justice, truth, and jicaco. 

In semblanc<'‘ ; but he lit within their souls 

The quenchless liam»' - of zoiff. and l)l 0 '*t the sword 

Ho brought on earth lO satin e with the blood 

Of truth and freodon^ his malignaut soul. 

At length his ^ aortal frame was led to death. 
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I stood beside him : on the torturing cross 
No pain assailed his uiiter res trial sense ; 

And yet he groaned. Indignantly I summed 
The massacres and miseries which his name 
Had sanctioned in my country, and I cried, 

Go I go ! in mockery. 

A smile of godlike malice reillumcd 
His fading lineaments. — I go, he cried, 

Hut thou shalt wander o’er the uiKpiiet earth 

Internally. The dampness of the grave 

Bathed my imperishable front. I fell. 

And long lay tranced upon the cliarmcd soil. 

When I awoke hell burned within m3' brain, 

Which staggered on its scat ; for all around 
The mouldering relics ofmy kindi*ed lay, 

!|Sven as the Almighty’s ire aiTested them. 

And in their various attitudes of death 
My murdered children’s mute and e3'eless sculls 
Glared ghastly upon me. 

But my soul, 

From sight and sense of the polluting woo 
Of tyranny, had long lcarne<l to prefer 
Hell’s freedom to the servitude of heaven. 
Therefore I rose, and dauutlcKsl3’^ began 
My lonely and unending pilgrimage. 

Resolved to Wcage unweariablo war 
AVitli my almight3’^ tyrant, and to hurl 
Defiance at his impotence to harm 
Beyond the curse I bore. The veiy hand 
That barred my passage to the peaceful grave 
Has crushed the earth to miser3^, and given 
Its empire to the chosen of his slaves. 

These have 1 seen, even from the earliest dawn 
Of weak, unstable, and precarious penver ; 

Then preaching peace, as now tlio3’^ practise war, 

So, when tlie3’^ turned but from the massacre 
Of unoffending infidels, to quench 
Their thirst for ruin in the very blood 
Tlicat flowed in their own veins, and pitiless zeal 
Froze every human feeling, as the wile 
{Sheathed in her husband’s heart the sacred steel. 
Even whilst its hopes were dreaming of her love ; 
And friends to friends, brothers to brothers stood 
Opposo<l in bloodiest battle-field, and war. 

Scarce satiable by fate’s last death-draught waged, 
Drunk from tho wine-x»i*Cffc of the Almighty’s wrath 
Whilst the red cross, in mockery of peace. 

Pointed to victory ! When the fniy was done. 

No remnant of tho exterminated fiith 
Survived to tell its ruin, but the flesh, 
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With putrid smoke poisoning the atmosphere, 

That rotted on the half-extinguished pile. 

Yea ! I have seen God’s worshippers unsheatli 
The sword of his revenge, when grace descended, 
(yonfiriuing all unnatural impulses. 

To sanctify their desolating deeds ; 

And frantic priests waved the ill-omened cross 
O’er the unhappy earth : then shone t)»o sun 
On showers of gore from the upflashing steel 
Of safe assassination, and all crime 
Made stinglcss by the spirits of the Lord, 

And blood-rc<l rainbows canopied the laud. 

Spirit ! no year of my eventful being 

pnssed unstained by crime and misery. 

Which Hows from God’s own faitli. I’ve marked his slave=«, 
With tongues whose lies are venomous, beguile 
'i''lie insensate mob, and, whilst one hand was red 
With murder, feign to stretch the other out 
For hrotliorhood and peace ; and, that they now 
]3abi)Ie of love and mercy, whilst their deeds 
Are marked with all the narrowness and crime 
That freedom’s young arm dares not yet chastise, 

Ib ason may claim our gratitude, who now, 

.Kstablisliing the imperishable throne 
Of truth, an<l stubborn virtue, maketh vain 
The iinprevailing malice of my foe, 

Whose bootless rage heaps torments for the brave. 

Adds impotent eternities to p;iin, 

AVhilst keenest disap X)ointmcnt racks his breast 
To see the smiles of i)eace around them play. 

To Irustrate or to sanctify their doom. 

Thus have I stood, — tlirough a wild waste of years 
Struggling with whirlwinds of mad agony. 

Yet peaceful, and serene, and self- cash riiiod, 

Mocking my powerless tyrant’s horrible curse 
With stubborn and unalterable will, 

Kveii as a giant oak, which heaven’s fierce llamo 
Had scathed in the wilderness, to stand 
A monument of fadeless ruin there ; 

Yet peacefully and movelessly it braves 
The midnight conflict of the wintry storm. 

As in the sun-liglit’s c<alm it sprcarls 
Its worn and withered ai^is on higli 
To meet the quiet oi a sumiuer’s noon. 

The Fairy waved her wand : ^ 

AhasueruB fled 
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Fast as the shapes of mingled shade and mist, 
That lurk in tlic glens of a twilight grove, 

Flee from the morning beam : 

The matter of which <lreams are made 
Not more endowed with actual life 
Tiian this phuritimuml portraiture 
Of wandering human thought. 

VIII. 

The present and the past thou hast beheld : 

It was a desolate sight. Now Spirit, learn, 

The secrets of the future. — Time ! 

Unfold the broo<lirig pinion of thy gloom, 

Render thou up thy half-devoured babes. 

And from the eradlc*.s of eternity, 

Where millions lie lulled to their portioned sleep 
By the deep murmuring stream of passing things. 
Tear thou that gloomy shroud. — Spirit, behold 
Thy glorious destiny I 

Joy to the Spirit came. 

Through the wide rent in Time’s eternal veil, 
Hope was seen beaTuing through the mists of fear 
Earth was no longer hell ; 

Love, IVecdom, health, had given 
Their ripeness to the manhood of its prime. 

And all its pulses beat 
Symphonious to the planetary spheres : 

Then dulcet mu'.ie swelled 
Concordant with the life strings of the soul; 

It throbbed in sweet .and languid beatings there. 
Catching new life from transitory death. — 

Like tlic vague sighiugs of a wind at oven, 

That wakes the wavelets of the slumbering sea. 
And dies on the creation of its breath. 

And sinks and rises, fails ami swells by fits : 

Was the pure stream of feeling 
That sprang from these sweet notes, 

And o’er the Spirit’s huiiiaii sympathies 
With mild and gentle motion calmly flowed. 

Joy to the Spirit cainc, — 

Such joy as when a lover sees 
The chosen of his soul in happiness, 

And witnesses her peace 
Whoso woo to liiiii were bitterer than death ; 
Sees her unfaded, chock 
low mantling in first luxury of liealtli, 

Tlirills with her lovely eyes. 

Which like two stars amid the heaving main 
L Sfmrkle through liquid bliss. 
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Then in her triumph spoke the Fairy Queen : 

I will not call the ghost of ages gone 
To unfold the frightful secrets of its lore ; 

The present now is past,* 

And those events that desolate the earth 
Have laded from the memory of Time, 

Who dares not give reality to that 
Whose being I annul. To me is given 
Tlic wonders of the human world to keep, 

Si)ace, matt<jr, time, and mind. Futurity 
hlxposcs now its treasure; let the sight 
llencw and strengthen all thy failing hope. 

() human Spirit ! spur thee to the goal 
AVhere virtue fixes universal peace. 

And, ’midst tlic ebb and flow of human things, 

Slio^v somewhat stable, somewhat certain still, 

A light-house o’er the wild of dreary weaves. 

The habitable earth is full of bliss ; 

U’hosc wastes of frozen billows that were hurled 
Jiy everlasting snow-storms round the poles, 

Where matter dared in)t vegetate iior live, 

T>ut ceaseless frost round the vjist solitude 
Hound its broad zone of stillness, arc unloosed ; 

And fragrant zepliyrs there from spicy isles 
Ibillle the placid ocean-deep, l.ljat rolls 
Its broad, bi'ight surges to the sloping sand, 

Whose J’oar is wakened into cchoings sweet 
To murmur through the heaven-breathing groves. 
And inolodise with man’s blest nature there. 

Tliose desei ts of immeasurable sand. 

Who- e iig<;-collocted fervours scarce allowed 
A bird to live, a blaile of grass to spring, 

Where the shrill chirp of the green lizard’s love 
P»roke on the sultry silentness alone, 

How teem witli eouiitles.s rills and sliady woods, 
Corn-fields and j>astures and white cottages; 

And where the startled wilderness beheld 
A savage coiupieror stained in kindred blood, 

A tigress sating with ^he tlesh of lambs 
The unnatural faniiiu. of her toothless eubs, 

AVhile shouts and bowlings through the desert rang ; 
Sloping aTid sme^oth the daisy-apaiigled lawn, 

Ofleriiig sv'.' ct ine«nsc to the sun-rise, smiles 
To sec a babe before his mother’s door. 

Sharing li morn' ig’s meal 
With the green and g jlden basilisk 
That comes to lick his feet. 

Those trackless deeps, where many a weary sail 
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Moniing on night, and night on morning rise, 
Whilst still no laud Jo greet the wanderer spread 
Its shadowy inoiiiitjuns on the sun-briglit sea. 

Where the loud roarings of the tcinpest-waves 
So long have mingled with the gusty wind 
In melancholy loneliness, and swejjt 
The desert of those ocean solitudes, 

But vocal to the sca-binl’s harrowing shriek. 

The bellowing monster, and the rushing storm ; 
Now to the sweet and many mingling sounds 
Of kindliest human impulses resj)ond. 

Those lonely I’ealms bright garden-isles begem, 
With lightsome clouds and sliining seas between. 
And fertile valleys, resonant with hliss, 

Whilst green woods ovcrcauopy the wave. 

Which like a toil-worn labourer leaps to shore, v 
To meet the kisses of the Uowrets tliero. 

All things are recreated, and the flame 
Of consentaneous lovo inspires all life : 

The fertile bosom of tho earth gives suck 
To myriads, who still grow beneath lier care, 
Rewarding her with their pure perfectness : 

The balmy breatlnugs of the wind inhale 
Her virtues, and diffuse them all abroad : 

Health floats amid the goiitle atmosphevo. 

Glows ill the fruits, and mantles on tlie stream : 

No stoiins deform the beaming brow of heaven. 
Nor .scatter in the freshness of its pride 
Tho fliliagc of the cver-verdant trees ; 

But fruits ai’c ever ripe, ttowei’S ever fair. 

And autumn proudly bears her matron grace. 
Kindling a flush on the fair cheek of spring, 

Whose virgin bloom beneath the rud«ly fruit 
Reflects its tint, and bluslics into love. 

The lion now forgets to thirst for blood : 

There might you see him sporting in tlie sun 
Beside the drcadless kid ; liis claws arc sheathed. 
His teeth are harmless, custom’s force has made 
His nature as the nature of a lamb. 

Like pa.s.sion’s fruit, tho nightshade’s tempting haiio 
Poisons no more the pleasure it bestows : 

All bitterness is past; the cup of joy 
Unrningled mantles to thef' goblet’s brim. 

And courts tho thirsty lips it fled before. 

But chief, ambiguous man, he that can know 
More miseiy, and dream more joy than all ; 
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Whoso keen sensations thrill within his breast 
To mingle with a loftier iiistiuct there, 
liCnding their power to pleasure and to pain. 

Yet raising, sharpening, and refining each ; 

AVlio stands amid the ever-varying world, 

Tlie burthen or the glory of the caHh ; 

ITo chief perceives the change ; his being notes 

The gradual renovation, and <lefiucs 

Each movement of its progress on his mind. 

Man, where the gloom of the long polar night 
JiOwers o’er the snow-clad rocks and frozen soil, 
AYhere scarce the hardiest herb that braves the frost 
Basks in the moonlight’s ineffectual glow, 

Shrank with the plants, and darkened with the night ; 
Histfhillcd and narrow energies, his heart, 

InseijBiblo to courage, trutli, or love. 

His stunted stature and imbecile frame, 

Marked liini for some abortion of the earth, 

Eit compeer of the bears that roamed around, 

Whoso habits and enjoyments were his own : 

His life a feverish dream of stagnant woo, 

Whose meagre wants, but scantily fulfilled, 

A]iprised him ever of the joyless length 

Which his short being’s wretch (*<lncss had reached ; 

ITis death a pang which famine, cold, and toil, 

Long on the mind, whilst yet the vital spark 
Clung to the body stubboriily, had brought: 

All was inflicted Ijcre that earth’s revenge 
Coiilfl wi't ak on tlie infringciB of her law ; 

One curse alone was spared — the name of God. 

Nor, where the tropics bound the realms of day 
With a broad belt of mingling cloud and flame. 

Where blue mists through the iiiimoviiig atmosphere 
Scattered the seeds of iiestilciice, and fed 
Unnatural vegetation, where the land 
Teemed with all eartlupiake, tempest, and disease. 
Was man a nobler being; slavery 

Had crushed him to his couiitiy’s blood-stained dust; 
Or ho was bartered f<»r the flunc of ])ower, 

Which, all internal impulses dcstr(>yiug, 

Makes human will an article of trade ; 

Or lie wfis changed with Christians for their gohl, 

And dragged to disiaiit isles, where to the soiiiul 
Of the flesh-mangling cour^. he does tlio work 
Of all-polluting luxury and ^\-^lth. 

Which doubly visits ca the tyrants* heads 
The long-pro tr.'oted fulness of their woe; 

Or he was led to legal butcheiy. 
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To turn to worms beneath tliat buniing sun 
Where kings first leagued against the rights of men, 
And priests first traded with the name of God. 

Kven where the milder zone afforded man 
A seeming shelter, yet contagion there. 

Blighting his being with unnumbered ills, 

Spread like a quenchless fire ; nor truth till late 
Availed to arrest its ])rogi*ess, or create 
That peace which first in bloodless victory waved 
Her snowy standard o’er this favoured clime : 

There man was loiig the train bearer of slaves. 

The mimic of suiToiindiiig misery, 

Tlie jackal of ambition’s lion-rage. 

The bloodhound of religion’s hungry zeal. 

I 

Here now the human being stands adorning 
This loveliest earth witli taintless body and mind ; 
Blest from his birth with all bland impulses, 

Which gently in his noble bosom wake 
All kindly passions and all })ure desires. 

Him (still fi*om hope to hope the bliss pursuing, 
Which from the exhatistless store of* hnujan weal 
Draws on the virtuous mind) tlie thouglits that rise 
In time-destroying infiniteiioss, gift 
With self-onshriiied eternity, that mocks 
Tlio unprovailing lioarincsa of age, 

And man, once fit‘etiiig o’er the ti'ansient scene 
Swift as an uiiremembere<l vision, stands 
Immortal ui)oii eartli: no longer now 
He slays the lamb that hH>ks him in the face. 

And horribly <lcvours his mangli'd flesli, 

Which, still avenging nature’s broken law, 

Kindled all ])utrid hunioui-s in his frame. 

All evil j)€assioiis, and all vain belief, 

Hatred, despair, and loathing in his mind. 

The germs of miseiy, death, disease, and crime. 

No longer now the wdiiged habitants. 

That in the woods their sweet lives sing away, 

Flee from the form of mail ; but gather round, 

And prune their sniiiiy featiiors on the hands 
AVliich little children stretch in fi iendly sport 
Towards these dreadless partners of their play. 

All things are void of terror ; man has lost 

His terrible 2)rerogative, and stands 

An equal amidst ecpials : ^lapjnness 

And science dawn, tliough late, uiion the earth ; 

Peace cheers the mind, liealili renovates the frame ; 

Disease and i>le!isuro cease to mingle here, 

lioason and passion cease to combat there ; 
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Whilst each unfettered o’er the earth extends 
Its all-subduing energies, and wields 
The sceptre of a vast dominion there ; 

WJjilsfc every shape a?id mode of irftitter lends 
Its force to the omnipotence of mind, 

Wliich fi’om its dark mine <lrags the gem of truth 
To decorate its paradise of j>eace. 


IX. 

O iTAiTY Earth! reality of Heaven! 

To which those restless souls that ccnselcssly 
Throng through the human universe, aspire ; 

Thou consummation of all mortal hope! 

Thou glorious ])rize of bliudly-\voi*king will! 

Whose rays, ditfuse<l throughout all space and time, 
Vcrtjc to one point and blend for ever there : 

Of imresb spirits thou pure dwelling-place! 

Where care aud sorrow, iiii]>otoucu ami crime, 

Languor, disease, aud iguorauco, dare not come : 

O happy Earth, reality of Heaven! 

(lenius has seen thee in her passionate dreams; 

And dim forebodings of thy loveliness. 

Haunting the human heart, liavo there entwined 
Those ro«)ted hopes of some swret place of bliss, 

W'here friends and lovers meet to f)art no more. 

Thou art the cud of all desire and will, 

T.ho product of all {xctiou ; and tlie souls 
Tliat by the paths of an aspiring change 
Have reached thy haven of pcri>otual peace. 

There rest IVuiri the eternity of toil 
That 1‘vamcd the fabric of thy i)erfeetucs3. 

Even Time, the compieror, fled thee in bis fear ; 

That hoary giant, who, in lonely pride. 

So long bad ruled the world, that nations fell 
lleneatli his silent footstep. Pyramids, 

That for inilleimiums had withstood the tide 
Of human things, Ids storm- breath drove in sand 
Across that <le-Acrt whore, tlieir st<mos s\irvLvcd 
The name of him who<ii pride had heaped them there. 
Yon monarch, in his solitary pomp. 

Was but the niusliroom of a summer day. 

That his light-wing.*.! footstep pres.sed to dust : 

Time wiis tlic king i.t oartli : all things gave way 
Before him, but the fiv.*dan4 vii-tuous will. 

The sacred .sym]>athies of sou' and sense, 

That mocked his fury \nd prepared his fall. 

Yet slow and gradual dawned the uioru of love ; 
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Long lay tlio clouds of darkness o’er tlic scene, 

Till from its native heaven they rolled away : 

First, crime triumphant o’er all hope careered 
Unblushing, undisguising, bold and strong ; 

Whilst falsehood, tricked in virtue’s attributes, 

Long sanctified all deeds of vice and woe. 

Till, done by her own venomous sting to death, 

She left the moral world without a law. 

No longer fettering passion’s fearless wing. 

Then steadily thes lia])py ferment worked ; 

Keason was free ; and wild though passion w’ent 
Through tangled glens and wood-einbosoincd luerids. 
Gathering a garland of the stnnigcst flowers. 

Yet, like the bee returning to her queen, 

She bound the sweetest on her sisters brow. 

Who riicck and sober, kissed the sportive child, 

No longer trembling at the broken rod. 

Mihl was the slow necessity of death : 

The tranquil Spirit failed beneath its grasp. 

Without a groan, almost without a fear, 

Calm as a voyager to some <listaiit land, 

And full of wonder, full of hope as ho. 

The deadly germs of languor and disease 
Died in the human frame, and purity 
Blessed with all gifts her earthly worsliippers. 

How vigorous then the athletic form of age! 

How clear its open and uiiwrinklcd brow! 

Where neither avarice, cunning, pride, nor care. 

Had stamped the seal of grey deformity 
On all the mingling lineaments of time. 

How lovely the intrepid front of youth! 

Which ineck-cyed courage decked with freshest grace 
Courage of soul, that dreaded not a name, 

And elevated will, that journeyed on 
Through life's phantasmal scone in feai’lessness, 

With virtue, love, and pleasure, hand in hand. 

Then, that sweet bondage which is fj-eedom’s self, 
And rivets with sensation’s softest tie 
The kindred sympathies of human souls. 

Needed no fetters of tyrannic law. 

Those delicate and timid impulses 
In nature’s primal modesty arose. 

And with undoubting confidence disclosed 
The growing longings of its dawning love. 

Unchecked by dull and saltish chastity, 

That virtue of the cheaply virtuous. 

Who pride themselves in senselessness and frost. 

No longer prostitution’s vonomed bane 
Poisoned the spiings of happiness and life ; 
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Womau and man, in confidenco and love, 

Equal and free and pure, together trod 

The mountain-paths of virtue, which no more 

'Were stained with blood from maity a pilgrim’s feet. 

'rhon, where, through distant ages, long in pride 
Tlio palace of the monarch-slave had mocked 
Famine’s faint groan, and penury’s silent tear, 

A heap of crumbling ruins stood, and throw 
Year after year their stones upon the field, 

Wakening a lonely echo ; and the leaves 
Of the old thorn, that on the topmost tower 
Usurped the royal ensign’s grandeur, shook 
In the stern storm that swayed the toiunost tower. 
And whispered strange talcs in the whirlwind’s eai‘. 
IjOW’ through the lone cathedral’s roofless aisles 
The melancholy winds a death-dirge sung : 

It were a sight of aw fulness to see 
Tlie works of faith and slavery, so vast, 

So sumi)tuoua, yet so perishing withal ! 

Even as the corpse that rests beneath its wall. 

A thousand mourners docked the pomp of death 
To-<hiy, the breathing marble glows above 
To decorate its memory, and tongues 
Are busy of its life : to-morrow, worms 
111 silence and in darkness seize their prey. 

Within the massy prison’s mouldering coin*ts, 

Fearless and free the ruddy cliildren played, 

Weaving gay chaplets for their innocent brows 
With the green ivy and the retl wail -flower, 

That mock the dungeon’s unavailing gloom ; 

The ponderous chains, anti gratings of strong iron. 
There nisteil amid heaps of broken stone, 

That miiiglod slowly with their native earth : 

There the broad beam of day, which feebly once 
Lighted the cheek of lean captivity 
With a pale and sickly glare, then freely shone 
On the pure smiles of infant playfulness : 

No more the shuddering voice of hoarse dcs])air 
Pealed through the echoing vaults, but sootliing notes 
Of ivy-fingered winds and gladsome birds 
And merriment wore resonant around. 

These ruins soon Icfi not a w’reek behind : 

Their elements, wide scattered o'er the globe. 

To happier shapes wer* moQ^d^'d, and becaiiio 
Ministrant to all blissful impu ses : 

Thus human things wc. e perfected, and earth. 

Even as a child l encath its mother’s love. 

Was strengthened in all excellence, and gi’ow 
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Fairor and nobler with each passing year. 

Now Time his dusky pennons o’er the sccno 
Closes in steadfast <larkncss, and the past 
Fades from our cliafmed sight. My task is done : 
Thy lore is loarne<l. Fartli’s wonders are thine own, 
AVith all the fear and all the ho^je they bring. 

My spells are past : the present now recurs. 

Ah me! a pathless wilderness remains 
Yet unsubdued by man’s reclaiming hand. 

Yet, human Spirit ! bravely hold thy course, 

Let vii*tue teach thee firmly to pursue 
The gradual paths of an Jisjuring chaTigc: 

For birth ami life ami death, and that strange state 
Before the naked soul luis found its home. 

All tend to perfect happiness, and urge 
The restless wheels of being on their waj’-, 

Whose flashing spokes, instinct with infinite life. 
Bicker and burn to gain their destined goal. 

For birth but wakes the spirit to the senso 
Of outward shows, whoso unexperienced shaj^o 
New modes of passion to its frame may Icml ; 

Life is its state of action, and the store 
Of all events is aggrogatetl there 
That variegate the eternal universo ; 

Death is a gate of dreariness and gloom, 

That leads to azure isles and beaming skies. 

And happy regions of etonnl hope. 

Therefore, O Spirit ! fearlessly bear on : 

Though storms may break the primrose on its stalk. 
Though I'rosts may blight the freshness of its bloom. 
Yet spring’s awakening breath will woo the earth. 

To feed with kindliest dews its favourite flower. 

That blooms in mossy banks and darksome glens, 
Lighting the greenwood with its sunny smile. 

Fear not then. Spirit, death’s disrobing hand ; 

So welcome wlieii the tyrant is awake. 

So wehjoTiic when the bigot’s hell-torch burns; 

*Tis but the voyage of a clarksoino hour. 

The transient gulf-dream of a startling sleep. 

Death is no foe to virtue : earth lias seen 
Love’s brightest roses on the scaffold bloom. 
Mingling with fivedom’s fadeless laurels there. 

And presaging the truth of visioned bliss. 

Are there not hopes withH thee, which this scene 
Of linked and gradual being has confirmed ? 

Whose stingiiigs bade tliy heart look further still. 
When to the moonlight walk, by Henry led, 

Sweetly and sadly thou didst talk of death 't 
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And wilt thoii mdely tear tliem from tliy breast, 
Liateniiif? supinely to a bif'ot’s creed. 

Or tamely croucliing to the tyrant's rod, 

'Whose iron tlion^^s «are red Avitli liiftnaii gore ? 

Xever : but bravely bearing on, thy will 
Is destined an eternal war to wage 
AVith tyranny and fiilsohood, and uj)root 
The germs of misery from the human licart. 

Thine is the hand whose piety would soothe 
The thorny ijillow of unhai>py crime, 

AVhose impotence an easy pardon gains, 

Watching its wanderings as a friend’s disease: 

Thine is the brow whose mildness would defy 
Its liercest rjigo, ami brave its sternest will, 

AVlien fenced by power and master of the "world. 
Tlmii art sincere and good; of resolute mind, 
Free*froui lu'art- withering custom’s cold contnd, 

Of ] mission li»fty, pure and unsnbduetl. 

Earth’s pjule and meanness could not vanquish thee, 
.And therefore art thou worthy of the boon 
Which thou bast now receivc«l : virtue shall keep 
Tliy footsteps in the patlitbat thou hast trod, 

And many days of beaming hoi>e shall bless 
Thy spotless life of sweet and sacred love. 

Oo, hap]»y one ! and give that bosom joy, 

\Vhos.' .'Iceph'ss spirit waits to catch 
Light, lil'e and rapture from thy smile. 

The hi dry waves her wand of charm. 

Si)eecld(*ss witli bliss the Spirit mounts tb.o car, 

That rolliid beside tlic battlejneJiL 
llendiiK^ liei* beamy eyes in tluinkfidncss. 

Again the enchanted steeds were yoked, 

Again the ’ourniiig wheels inll.arno 
The steep descent of heaven’s untrodden way. 

Fast ami far the chariot flew : 

The vast and fiery globes that rolled 
Around tlio Fairy’s palace-gate 
Lessened by slow degrees, ami soon appeared 
Such tiny twinklcrs as the xdanet orbs 
That there attendant on bbe solar power 
With borrowed light pursued their narrower way. 

Earth floated then below : 

Tbo chariot paused a moment there ; 

The {Spirit then dc. . <'ndtd 
The restless coui’sers pawed tl- iingcnial soil. 
Snuffed tlie gross air, and then, their errand done. 
Unfurled their pinions to the "winds of heaven. 
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The Body and the Soul united then ; 

A gentle start convulsed lanthe’s frame ; 

Her veiny eyelids quietly unclosed; 

Aloveless awhile thoMark blue orbs remained : 
She looked around in wonder, and beheld 
Henry, who kneeled in silence by her coiicli, 
Watching her sleep with looks of si)cechless love, 
An<i the bi'ight beaming stars 
That through the casement shone. 


ALASTOE; Olt, TITE SPIRIT OF SOLITUDE. 


Nomluin niiuibuiii, ct aiiuire umabaui, cpiirrebiiiu cixiUl ainaroiu 
amans amarc. Confess. St. Ani/ust. 


VUEFACK. 

The poem entitled Alastor,” may be considered as allegorical 
of one of the most interesting situations of the Inunan mind. It 
represents a youth of uncorriqited helings and adventurous 
genius, led forth by an imagination intliimed and purified 
through familiarity with all that is excellent and majestic, to 
tlio contemplation of the universe. He drinks deep of the 
fountains of knowledge, and is still insatiate. The magnificoneo 
and beauty of the external world sinks profoundly into the 
frame of his conceptions, an<l affords to their modifications a 
variety not to be exhausted. So long as it is ])Ossible for his 
desires to point to wan Is objects thus infinite and unmeasured, 
ho is joyous, and tranquil, and self-possessed. But the period 
arrives when these objects ce;isc to suffice. Hi.s mind is at 
length suddenly awakened, and thirsts for intercourse with an 
intelligence similar to itself. He imag€JS to himself the Being 
whom he loves. Conversant with .s])cculafcions of the sublimest 
and most perfect natures, the vision in which ho embodies his 
own iniagiuntions, unites all of wonderful, or wise, or beautiful, 
which the poet, the philosopher, or the jover, could depicture. 
The intelleclual faculties, the iiiiagi nation, the functions of 
sense, have their resp<;ctivc requisitions on the sympathy of 
corresjKmding powers in other human beings. Tlie Poet is 
represented as imitiiig these rr-qui.sitioiis, and attaching tlicm to 
a single imago. He seeks in vain for a prototype of his con- 
ception. Blasted by his disapj>oiutment, ho descends to an 
untimely grave. 

The picture is not barren of Instruction to actual men. The 



ALASTOR ; OR, THE SPIRIT OF SOLITUDE. 


51 


Poet’s self-centred seclusion was avenged by the furies of an 
irresistible passion pursuing him to speedy ruin. But that 
Power which strikes the luminaries of the world with sudden 
darkness and extinction, by awakening* them to too excpiisite a 
perception of its iniluences, dooms to a slow and poisonous 
decay those meaner spirits that dare to abjure its dominion. 
Their destiny is more abject and inglorious, as their delinquency 
is more contemptible and pernicious. They who, deluded by 
no generous error, instigate<l by no sacred thirst of doubtful 
knowledge, duped by no illustrious superstition, loving nothing 
on this earth, and clierishing no hopes beyond, yet keep aloof 
from sympathies with their kind, rejoicing neither in human 
joy nor luourning with human grief; these, and such as they, 
have their aiqjovtioned curse. Tliey lauguisli, because none feel 
wdth them their common nature. They are morally dead. They 
are neither friends, nor lovers, nor fathers, nor citizens of the 
world, ilbr henohictors of their country. Among those who 
attempt to exist vvithout liuinau sympathy, tlie pure and tender- 
hearted perish through the intensity and passion of their search 
after its •.'omniunities, when tlie vacancy of their spirit suddenly 
makes itself felt. All olsc, selfish, bliinl, and torpiil, are those 
unforescoing multitudes who constitute, together with their 
own, the Insiiiig niisei’y and loneliness of the world. Those who 
love not their fdlow-bcings, live unfruitful HvckS, and prepare 
for their old age a Qiiscrahic grave. 

The (lie first. 

And those whoso hearts arc dry as summer's dust 

Burn to Uic socket! 

Dercmher 11, ISl "). 


Earth, ocean, air, beloved brotherhood ! 

1 f our gl oat mother have imbued my soul 
■\Vitli anglit of natiiml piety to feel 
Your love, and recompense the boon with mine; 
If dewy morn, an<l odorous noon, and even. 

With sunso.t and its gorgeous ministers, 

And solemn midnight’s tingling silentness; 

If autumn’s hollow sighs in the sere wo()d, 

And wintijr robing with pure snow and crowns 
Of starry ice the grey grass and bare boughs ; 

If spring’s voluptuous paiitings when slio breathes 
Her first sweet kisses, have been dear to me ; 

If no bright bird, inscct,fpr gentle boast 
T consciously have injured, but still loved 
And chorisliod these iny kindred ; — then forgive 
This boast, Ijcloved brethren, and witlidraw 
Ko portion of your wonted lavoiir now ! 

E 2 
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Mother of this unfathomable world ! 

Favour my solemu song, for I have loved 
Thee over, and thee only ; I have watched 
Thy shadow, and the* darkness of thy steps, 

And my heart ever gazes on tlio depth 
Of thy deep mysteries. 1 have made my bed 
In chai’nels and on coffins, where black death 
Koe])S record of the trophies won from thee, 

Hoping to sf.ill those o]).stinatc questionings 
Of thee and tfiinc, by forcing some lone ghost, 

Thy messenger, to render iq> the tale 
Of what we arc. In lone and silent iiours, 

Wl\eu night makes a weird sound of its own stillness, 
Like an inspired and desperate alchymist 
Staking his ver}’^ life on some dark hope, 

Ifavc I mixed awful talk and asking looks 
With iiiy most innocent love, until sti'ango tears. 
Uniting with those breathless kisses, made 
Such magic as compels the charmed night 
To render up thy charge : and, though ne’er yet 
Thou hast imvcilod thy inmost sanc;Wiry ; 

Knongh from incommuuicahle dream, 

And twilight phantasnjs, and deep noonday thought. 
Has shone within me, that serenely now 
And moveless, as a long-forgotten lyre 
Suspended in the .solitary dome 
Of some mysteriou.s ainl deserted fane, 

I wait thy breath. Great Parent, that my strain 
May modulate with murmurs of the air, 

And motions of the forests and the sea, 

And voice of living hoiiigs, and woven hymns 
Of night ami day, and the deej) heart of man. 

There was a Poet whose untimely tomb 
No human hands with pious rovcronco reared. 

But the chai-ined eddies of autumnal winds 
Built o’er his mouldering bones a pyramid 
Of mouldering leaves in the wtiste wilderness ; 

A lovely youth, — no inournhig maiden decked 
With wcei)ing flowers, or votive cypress wreath. 

The lone couch of his everlasting sleep: 

Gentle, and brave, and genurou.s, no lorn bard 
Breathed o’er Jiis tlark fate one melodious sigh : 

He lived, he died, he sang in solitude. 

Strangers have wept to hear his pa.ssionatc notes, 
And virgins, as unknown ])asscd, have pined 
And wasted for fond love of his wild eyes. 

The fire of those soft orbs lias ceased to burn, 

And Silence too, enamoured of that voice. 

Locks its muto music in her rugged cell. 
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By solemn, vision and bright silver dream, 

ITis infancy was nurtured. Every sight 
And sound from the vjist cai’th an^l ambient air 
Sent to his licart its clioicest impulses. 

The fountains of divine philosophy 
Fled not liis thirsting lii^s : and all of great. 

Or good, or lovely, which the sacro<l past 
In truth or fable consecrates, he felt 
And knew. When early youth had past, he loft 
His cold fireside and alienated home. 

To seek strange truths in undiscovered lands. 

Many a wido waste and tangled wilderness 
Iliis luroil his fearless steps ; and he has bought 
With his sweet voice and eyes, from savage men. 
His rest and food. Nature’s most secret steps 
JTcjilike her shadow has pursued, where’er 
The rod volcano ovcrt;.iiiopics 
Its fields of snow and pinnacles of icc 
With burning smoko : or whore bitumen lakes, 

On black ]>aro pointc<l islets ever beat 
Wit!) sluggish surge, or w'here the s(‘oret caves. 
Hugged and (.lai’k, w'inding among the springs. 

Of fire and poison, inaccessible 
To avarice or pride, their starry domes 
Of diar'K/nd mid of gohl expand above 
Numlxsi'less mid inimeasurable halls, 

FrcqiK jit witli crystal column, and clear shrines 
Of pearl, and thrones nidiant with chrysolite. 

Nor had tii.it scene of ampler majesty 
Than gems of g<»ld, the varying roof i>f heaven 
And the gvocn earth, lost in his heart its chiims 
To love and wonder; he w’^ould linger long 
In lonesome vales making the wild liis home, 

Until tlu' (.loves and squirrels w’ould partake 
From his innocuous hand his bloodless food. 

Lured bj*^ the gentle meaning of his looks, 

And the wild antelope, that starts whene’er 
The dry leaf rustics in tlie brake, susiieiid 
Her timid sbqis, to gaze upon a form 
More graceful tliaii lier own. 

His wandering step. 
Obedient to higli thoughts has visited 
The awful mins of the days of old : 

Athens, and Tyre, and Jialbcc,, and the w'asto 
Whei’o stood Jerusalem, tlo^ fallen towers 
Of Babylon, the eternal pyifimids, 

Memphis and Thebes, and whatsoe’er of strange 
Sculptured on alabaster obelisk. 

Or jasper tomb, or mutilated spliynx, 

Bark Ethiopia on her desert hills 
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Conceals. Among the ruined temples there, 

Stupendous columns, and wild images 

Of more than man, where marble demons watch 

The Zodiac’s Ijrazen mystery, and dead nieii 

Hang their mute though Is on the mute walls around. 

He lingered, poring on memorials 

Of the woi ld's youth, through the long burning day 

Gazed on those speechless slinpes, nor, when the moon 

Filled the mysterious halls with floating shades 

Suspended he that task, but ever gazed 

And gazed, till meaning on his vacant mind 

Flashed like strong inspiration, and he saw 

The tlirilling secrets of the birth of time. 

Meanwhile an ^ rab maiden brought his food, 

Her daily jxjrtion, from her father’s tent, 

And spread her matting for his couch, and stole 
From duties aiul repose to tend his steps : 

Enamoured, yet not daring for deep awe 
To speak her love : — and watched his nightly sleep, 
Sleepless lu'rsclf, to ga/.c upon his lips 
Parted in slumber, whence the regular breath 
Of innocent dreams arose: then, when red morn 
Ma<lo paler the pale u.oon, to her cold hoi]ie, 

Wildcrc'd, and wan, and panting, she returned. 

The Poet wandering on, through Arabic 
And Persia, and the wild Carmanian waste, 

And o’er the aerial mountains whicli pour down 
Indus and Oxus from their icy eaves. 

In joy and exultation held his way ; 

Till in the vale of Oachmire, far within 

Its loneliest dell, where odorous plants entwine 

Ileneath tlie hollow rocks a natnnil bower. 

Beside a sparkling rivulet lie stretched 
His hiiiguid limbs. A vision on his sleep 
There came, a dream of hoyies that never yet 
Had tluslie<l his cheek. He dreamed a vi'ilcd maid 
8ato near him, talking in low solemn tones. 

Her voice wjis like tJio voice of his own soul 
Heard in the calm of thought ; its music long, 

Like wov(;n sounds of .streams and breezes, held 
His inmost scn.se suspended in its web 
Of many-coloured woof and shifting hues. 

Knowledge and trutli and virtue were her theme. 

And lofty hopes of divine •liberty. 

Thoughts the most dear to him, and poesy, 

Himself a poet. Soon the solemn mood 
Of her pjire mind kindled thrcmgli all her frame 
A permeating fire ; wild numbers then 
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She raised, with voice stifled in tremulous sobs 
Subdued by its owu pathos : her fair hands 
Were bare alone, sweeping from some strange harp 
Strange sympliony, and in their bi'ftnchiiig veins 
The eloquent blood told an iiielTable tale. 

The beating of her heart was heard to fill 
The pauses of her music, and her breath 
Tumultuously accorded with those fits 
Of iiitiTinitted song. Sudden she rose, 

As if her heart impatiently endured 

Its bursting burthen : at the sound he turned, 

And saw by the warm light of their own life 
Her glowing limbs beneath the sinuous veil 
Of woven wind ; her outspread arms now bare, 

Her dark locks floating in the breath of night, 

Hei^ beamy bending eyes, her parted lips 
Outstretched, ati<l pale, and quivering eagerly. 

His strong hoiirt sank and sickened with excess 
Of love. Ho reared his shuddci‘ing limbs, and quelled 
His gasping breath, and spread his arms to meet 
Her panting bosom : — she drew back awhile, 

Then, yielding to the irresistible joy, 

With frantic gestui'O and short breathless cry 
Folded his frame in her dissolving arms. 

Now blackness veile<l Jiis dizzy eyes, aiul night 
Involved ami swallowed up the vision ; slee]», 

Like a <lark Hood suspended in its course, 

J tolled back its impulse on bLs vacant brain. 

Roused by the si jock, he started from liis trance — 

The eold whitt' light ijf morning, the blue moon 
Jiow ill the west, the clear and garish hills, 

The distinct valley and the vacant woods, 

Sjjread round him where he stood. Whither have fled 
The Imcs of heaven that cano]*ied liis hower 
Of yesternight f 'I'he s(miids that soothed his sleep, 

The mystery and the majesty of Karth, 

The joy, the exultation? His wan eyes 
(bize on the empty scene as vacantly 
As oi'can’s moon looks on the moon in heaven. 

The spirit of sweet human love has sent 
A vision to the sleep of him who spurned 
Her ehoic(^f,t gifts, if*' eagerly ])ursucs 
Beyond the re;ilms of dream that fleeting shade ; 

He ovi;rleaps the bounds. Alas ! alas ! 

Wore limbs and breath an^ being intertwined 
Thus treacherously ? Losti, lost, for ever lost 
In the wide pathless desert of dim sleep, 

That beautiful shape ! Does the <hirk g.ite of death 
Conduct to thy mysterious paradise, 
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0 Sleep? Does the blight arch of rainbow clouds, 
And pendent mountains seen in the calm lake, 

Lead only to a black and watery dejith, 

While death’s blue vault with loathliest vaiiours hung, 
Where every shade which the foul grave exhales 
Hides its dead eye from the detesled day, 

Conduct, O Sleep, to thy delightful realms ? 

This doubt with sudden tide flowed on his heart. 

The insatiate ho])o which it awakened, stung 
Ilis brain even like dosxiair. 

While daylight held 

The sky, the I’oct ke])t mute conferenco 
With his still soul. At night the passion came, 

Like the fierce fiend of adistem])cretl dream, 

And shook him from liis rest, and led him forth 
Into the darkness. — As an eagle graspcil 
III fohls of the green serpent, h‘els her breast 
iJurii with the poison, and x»roeij)itates 
Through uiglit and day, tem]>cst, and calm and cloud, 
Frantic with dij^zying nngiiisli, her blind Hi-lib 
O’er the wide aery w'ilderness ; Uius driven 
By the hriglit shallow of tliat loviOy di’ijam, 

Beneath the cold glare of tin* desolate night, 

Tlirougli tangled swamps and deep precipitous dolls, 
Startling with careless stox> the moonlight snaki*, 

He fled. Bed morning <lawned u[>om liis H'glit, 
Shedding the mockery of its vital liiif*s 
Upon his cheek of death. JIo wandered on, 

Till vast Aornoa, seen from J^d,ra's steep, 

Hung o’er tlie low horizon like a cloud; 

Through balk, and where the desolati'd tombs 
Of Parthian kings scatter to every wiml 
Their wasting dust, wihlly he wandered on, 

Day after day, a iveary waste of hours. 

Bearing within his life the brooding care 
That ever fed on its dccajung flame. 

And now his limbs \vere lean ; his scattered hair 
Scred by the iiutumn of strange su tiering, 

Sung ilirges in tlic wuiul ; his listless hand 
Hung like dead hone Avithhi its withered skin ; 

Life, and the lustre that consumed it, shone 
As ill a furnace burning secretly 
From bis dark eyeis alone. The cottagers, 
miiiistoreil with human charity 
His human wants, beheld with wondering awe 
Their fleetiJig visitiint. Tl^«) mountainci*!*, 
Kneountering on some dizzy precipice 
That spectral form, deome»l that the Spirit of iviiid 
With lightning eyes, and eager breath, and feet 
Disturbing not the dx’ifted snow, had jiaused 
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In liis career ; the infant would conceal 
Hi.s troubled visage in liis mother’s robo 
In teiTor at tlie glare of those wild oj-cs, 

To reineinbcr tJieir strange light iii^niany a dream 
Of after times ; but youthful maidens, taught 
By nature, would interpret half the woo 
That wasted him, would call him with false names 
Brother, and friend, would press his pallid hfind 
At parting, and watch, dim through tears, the path 
Of his depai’turo from their father’s door. 

At length upon the lone Chorasmian shore 
lie paused, a wide and inolaiicholy waste 
Of putrid marshes. A strong impulse iirgcHl 
His stej^s to the sea-shore. A swan was there, 

Bcsi(^ a sluggish stream among the reeds. 

It rose as he approaeluMl, and with strong wijigs 
Scaling the u[)\vard sky, bent its bright course 
High over the immeasurable main. 

His eyes ])ursuod its ilight : --“Tbou hast a home, 
Beautiful bird ! thou voyagest to thine home, 

Wliere thy sweet mate will twine her downy neek 
AVith thine, and wehioino thy return vvitli eyes 
Bright in tiui lustre of their own fond joy. 

And whnti am I that I shoidd linger liere, 

With voiee far sweeter than thy dying notes, 

Spirit more vast than thine, frame more attmu d 
To beauty, wasting these surpassing powers 
Tu the (leaf air, to the blind earth, and heaven 
That echo(‘s not my thoughts ? ” A gloomy smile 
Of desperab; Inept" wrinkhul his (jnivering lips. 

For sle(,‘p, he knew, k(Ji>t most releutleSfely 
Its ju’ftcious charge, and silent death exposed, 
Faithless i>erliaps as sku'p, a shadowy lurt',, 

With doubtful smile mocking its own strange charms. 

Startled by his own thoughts, he looked around : 
There was no fair fiend near him, not a sight 
Or sound of awe btit in his own dei^p mind. 

A little shallop fh^ating near the shore 
Caught the impatient wandering of his gaze. 

It had been long abandoned, for its sides 
(laped wide with many a rift, and its frail joints 
Swayed with the iindulathuis of the tide. 

A restless impulse urged him to embark 

And meet lone Heath on the <#ear o-.caii’s waste ; 

For well he knew that mighty Shadow loyes 
The slimy caverns of the jioimlous deep. 

The day wiis fair and sunny ; sea and sky 
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Drank its inspiring r.atliance, Jind the wind 

Swept strongly from tlie shore, blackening the waves. 

Following his eager sonl, the wanderer 

Leapt in the boat, 'he spread his cloak aloft 

On the bare mast, and took his lonely seat, 

And felt the boat speed o’er the tranquil sea 
Like a torn cloud before the hurriwine. 

As one that in a silver vision floats 
Obedient to the swetip of odorous winds 
Upon resplendent clouds, so ra]>idly 
Along the dark and rutiled waters fled 
The straining boat. A whirlwind swept it on, 

With fierce gusts and prccii)itating force, 

Tbrongli the white ridges of the chafed soa. 

The waves arose. Higher and higher still 

Their fierce necks writhed honeatli tluj tempest’s scourge 

Like serpents struggling in a vulture’s grasp. 

Calm and rejoicing in the fearful war 
Of wave running on wave, and blast on blast 
Descending, an<l black flood on wbirlptiol driven 
With dark obliterating course, ho sate : 

As if their genii were the ministers 
Appointed to conduct him to the liglit 
Of tliose beloved eyes, the Poet sate 
Holding the steady helm. Fvcniug came on, 

The beams of sunset hung their raiuh«>w hues 
High ’mid the sliiftiiig domes of sheeted spray 
That canopied his path o’er the waste (hjcp ; 

Twilight, ascending slowly from the cast, 

Fiitwined in duskier wreaths her braided locks 
O’er the fair front an»l radiant C} es of day ; 

Night followed, clad with stars. On every side 
More horribly the multitudinous streams 
Of ocean’s mountainous waste to imitual war 
Jlusli’d ill (hark tumult tliuudering. as to nuxrk 
The calm and spangled sky. The little lioat 
Still fled before the storm ; still fled, like foam 
Down the steep cataract of a wintry river ; 

Now pausing on the edge of the riven wave ; 

Now leaviug far behind the bursting mass 
Tlnat fell, convulsing ocean. Safely fled — 

As if that frail ami wasted huiiia.il form 
Had been an elemental god. 

At midnight 

The moon arose : and lip ! the ethei’cal cliffs 
Of Caucasus, whoso icy summits shone 
Among the stars like sunlight, and around 
Whose caverned base the whirlpools and the waves, 
Bursting and eddying irresistibly, 
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Rage and resound for ever. — Wio shall save 1 — 

The boat fled on, — the boiling torrent drove, — 

Tho crags closed round with black and jagged arms, 
The shattered inoiiiitiiiu overhung the sea. 

And faster still, beyond all human speed, 

Suspended on the sweep of the smooth wave. 

The little boat was driven. A cavern there 
Yawned, and amid its slant and winding depths 
Ingulphed the rushing sea. Tho boat flcl t>ii 
With unreliixing speed. “Vision and Love !” 

Q’he Poet cried aloud, “ I have beheld 
The path of thy departure. Sleep and death 
Shall not <livide us long.” 

Tho boat pursued 
The windings of the cavern. Day-light shone 
At Iciigtli upon that gloomy rivers flow : 

Wow, wliorc the iicreest war among the W'avos 

Is calm, on the unfathomahle stream 

The boat moved slowly. Where the mountain, riven, 

Exposed those black depths to the azure sky. 

Ere yet the flood’s enormous volume fell 
Even to the base of Caucasus, with sound 
That shook the cvorl.osting rocks, the mass 
Filled with one wliirlpool all that ample chasm; 

Stair abcv( stair the c<l<lyiug "waters rose, 

Ciivling imme.MMirably fast, and laved 
With altcriiatiug dash the gnarled roots 
Of mighty trees, that stretched their giant arms 
In darkness ovci- it. P the midst was left, 

Refleetiijg, yet distorting every cloud, 

A pool of trojiohorous and tremendous calm. 

Seized by tlio sway of the ascending stream, 

With diz/y swiftness, round, aud rouml, and round, 
Ridge after ri<lge the straining boat arose. 

Till on tlui verge of the extreinest eiirvo. 

Where, tln-oiiglj an opening of the rocky hank, 

The waters overflow, and a smooth spot 

Of glassy (juict ’mid those battling tides 

Is left, the boat paused shuddering. Shall it sink 

Down the abyss ? Shall tin; reverting stress 

Of that resistless gulf embosom it 

Now shall it fall] A wandering stream of wind, 

Rreathcd fi’om the west, has caught the expanded sail, 

And, lo ! willi geiitiu motion between banks 

Of mossy .slope, and on a placid stream, 

Beneath a woven grove, it .saift, and. hark I 
The ghastly torrent mingles its far roar. 

With the breeze murmuring in the musical woods. 
Where the oinboweriiig trees recede, and leave 
A little space of green expanse, the oovo 
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Is closed by meeting banks, whose yellow flowers 
For ever gazo on their own drooping eyes. 

Reflected in the ciystal c.alni. The wave 
Of tlie boat’s motion marred tlieir pensive task, 

Which nought but vagrant bird, or wanton wind. 

Or falling spear-grass, or theii* own decay 
ITad e’er disturbed befon\ The Poet longed 
To deck with their briglit hues his withered hair, 

But on his heart its solitude returned. 

And he forbore. Not the sti'o ng impulse hid 

In those flushed clieeks, bent eyes, and shadowy frame 

Had yet performed its ministry : it hung 

Upon his life, as lightning in a cloud 

Gleams, hovering ere it vanish, ere the floods 

Of night close ^ver it. 

The noonday sun 

Now shone upon the forest, one vast mass 
Of mingling sliade, whose brown magiiilicence 
A narrow vale embosoms. 'J’hGre, huge cavijs, 

Sct.'t)p(xl in the dark biise of those aery rocks 
MockiTig its moans, res[)Oud and roar for ever. 

The mooting Imughs and implicated leaves 
Wove twilight o’er the Poet’s path, as led 
By love, or dream, » r goil, or mightier J.)catli, 

He souglit in Nature's dearest haunt, soiiie hank. 

Her cradle, and his sepulchre. More dark 
And dark tlie shades accumulate — the oak, 

ICxpanding its immense and knotty arms, 

Embraces the light beech. Tlie pyramids 
Of the tall (.'edar overarching, frame 
Most solemn domes within, and far below. 

Like clouds suspended in an emerald sky. 

The ash and the acacia floating hang 

Tremulous and ])alo. Like restless serpents, dlothcd 

In rainbow and in lire, the paiiusitcs, 

Starr’d with ten thousand blossoms, flow around 
The grey trunks, and, as game.somo infants’ eyes. 

With g(;ntle meanings, and most innocent wiles, 

Fold their beams nmiid the hearts of those that love. 
These twine tlieir tendrils with the weddetl boughs 
Uniting their close union ; the woven leaves 
Make net-work of the dark hlue light of day, 

And the night’s noontide clearness, mntahle 
As shapes in the weinl clouds. Soft mossy lawns 
Beneath these canopies extend their swells, 

Fragrant with perfumcil herbs, and eyed with blooms 

Minute, yet beautiful. One darkest glen 

Sends from its woods of musk-rose, twined with jasmine, 

A soul-dissolving odour, to invite 

To some more lovely mystery. Through tho dell, 
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Silence and Twiliglit hero, twin-sisters, keep 
Their noonday watch, and sail among the shades, 

Like \af)orous slitipcs half-seen; beyond, a well, 

Dark, gleaming, and of most transluaent wave, 

Images all tlie woven boughs above. 

And each depending leaf, and every speck 
Of azure sky, darting between their chasms ; 

Nor aught else in the liquid mirror laves 
Its porta’aiturc, but some inconstant star 
Between <n>o foliaged lattice twinkling fair. 

Or painted bird, sleeping beneath the moon, 

Or gorgeous insect, floating motionless, 

Unconscious of the day, ere yet his wings 
Have spread tlieir glories to the gaze of noon. 

Hither the Poet came. His eyes beheld 
Their ^wn wan light through the reflected lines 
Of his thin hair, distinct in the <lark dejith 
Of tliat still fountain ; as the liuman heart. 

Gazing in dreams over the gloomy grave, 

Sees its own tr('aclierous likeness there. Ho hoard 
The motion of the leaves, the grass that sprung 
Slartled and gljinced and trembled even to feel 
All luiiicciis+onied presence, and the sound 
Of the s^^cet; brook that from the secret springs 
Of that dark fountain rose. A Spirit seemed 
To stand beside him — clothed in ik> bright robes 
Of shadowy silver or enshrining light, 

Borrow’d from aught the visible world aflbrds 
Of grace, or majesty, or mystery ; — 

But umlulatiiig woods, ami silent -well. 

And rip])liiig rivulet, and evening gloom 

Now deepening the dark shades, for speech assuming 

Held commune with him, as if he and it 

Were all that was, — only — when his regard 

Was raised by intense pensiveness, — two eyes, 

OVo starry eyes, hung in the gloom of thought. 

And seemed wdtli their serene and azure smiles 
To beckon him. 

Obedient to the light 

That shone wnthin his soul, he went, pursuing 
The wint lings of the dell.- — The rivulet 
Wanton and wild, through many a green ravine 
Beneath tlni forest flowed. »Sometimes it fell 
Among the luo'^s, with hollow harmony 
Dark and profound. Now on the polished stones 
It danced ; like childhood laugtiiwg 'w it went : 

Then, througli the plain in tranquil wandciiugs crept, 
Rofleeting every herb ami drooping bud 
That overhung its quietness. — stream 1 
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Whose source is inaccessibly profound, 

Whither do thy mysterious waters tend ? 

Thou iinagcst iny life. Thy darksome stillness, 

Thy dazzling wsivfis, thy loud and hollow gulfs, 

Thy search loss fountain, and invisible course 
Have each their typo in me : And the wide sky. 

And measureless ocean may declare as soon 

What oozy cavoi'ii or what wandering cloud 

Contains thy waters, as tlie iinivorso 

Tell where these living thoughts reside, when stretched 

Upon thy flowers my bloodless limbs shall waste 

I’ tlic passing wind ! ’* 

Heside the grassy shore 
Of the small stream lie went ; he did impress 
On the green moss his tremulous step, tliat caught 
Strong slmddeiiiig from his bnriimg limbs. As one 
Roust'd by some joyous madness from the couch' 

Of fever, he did move ; yet, not like him, 

Rorgetful of the grave, where, when the llaino 
Of his frail exultation shall be spent, 

He must dcscoinl. With rajiid steps ho went 
Renoatli llie slaule of trees, beside the How 
Of the wild babbling rivulet; and now 
The forest’s solemn cano])ie3 were cluinged 
For the uniform and lightsome evening sky. 

Orey rocks di<i ])eo]) froni the spare moss, and stemmed 
The struggling brook : tall spires of wimllcstrae 
Threw their tliin sliadows down the rugguil slope. 

And nonglit but gnarled roots of ancient pines 
Bran(;hless and blasted, elenclied Avith grasping roots 
The unwilling soil. A gr.idual cbaiige was here. 

Yet ghastly. For, as fast yeai-s flow away, 

The smooth brow gathers, and the hair grows thin 
And whit(? ; and where irrailiate dewy eyes 
Had shone, gleam stony orbs : so from liis steps 
Briglit flowers doi»artcd, and the beautiful shade 
Of the green groves, Avith all their odorous Aviuds 
And musical motions. Cairn, be still pursued 
Tlie stream, that Avitli a larger A'olumo now 
Rolled tlirougli the labyrinthine dell ; and there 
Fretted a jiatli through its descending curves 
With its Aviiitry speed. On e\"ery side Jiow rose 
Rocks, Avhicli, in uiiim.aginable forms. 

Lifted tlieir black ami barren pinnacles 
In the light of evening, and its preci[)ice 
Obscuring the ravine, disclosed above, 

*Mid topplingstones, black gulfs, and yawning caves, 
AVhoso Avindings gave ten thousand A'arious tougxies 
To the loud stream. Lo ! Avherc the pass expands 
Its stony jaAVS, tho abrupt mountain breaks, 
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And scorns, with its accumulated crags. 

To overhang the world : for wide expand 
lleucafch the wan stars and descending moon 
Jslaudcd seas, blue mountains, mighty streams. 

Dim tracks and vast, robed in the lu>trous gloom 
Of leaden-coloured even, and fiery hills 
Mingling their flames with twilight, on the verge 
Of the remote horixon. The near scene, 

111 naked and severe simplicity. 

Made contrast with the univei*se. A pinij, 

Kfick-rootc< 3 , stretched athwart the vacancy 
Its swinging boughs, to each inconstant blast 
Yielding one only response, at each pause, 

111 most familiar cjuience, with the howl 
The thuinlt^r and the hiss of homeless streams 
Mingling its solemn song, whilst the broad river, 
lAiaiiiTng and hurrying o’er its nigged path. 

Fell into that immeasurable void. 

Scattering its w^aters to the passing winds. 

Yet the grey precipice, and solemn pine 
And tf rr<Mit, were ii(*t ail; - one silent nook 
AVas there. Mvmi on the edge of that viist mountain, 
Upheld by knotty roots and fallen rocks, 

It ovorlo'diod in its serenity 

Tlic dark <*arth, and the bonding vault of stars. 

It was a tirtia[iiil spot, iliat seomo<l to smile 
Kv»‘n in the la[) of horror. Ivy chisped 
The lissined stones with its entwining arms. 

And did eiiihowor with leavc.s forever gr<'i n, 

And heiTies dark, the smooth and oven space 

Of its inviolated floor, and hero 

The children of tluj autumnal whirlwind bore, 

111 wanton sport, those bright leaves, whoso decay, 

Hod, yellow, or ethereally pale, 

Jiival the pri<le of summer. ’Tis the liaimt 
Of every gentle wind, who.se breath can teach 
The wilds to love tramj[uilUty. One step, 

Olio human st<']> alone, has ever br«>ken 
The stillness of its solitude : -one voice 
Alone inspired its echoes , — even that voice 
Which hither came, fioatiiig among the winds, 

And led the loveliest among human forms 
To make their wiM hauiit.-^ tlio depository 
Of all the grace and beauty th.’t endued 
Its motions, render up its ia..^sty, 

Scatter its iiiusie on tho unfeeling sLorni, 

And to tlie damp loav<?s and uluo cavern mouhl, 

Nurses of rainbow flowers and biiinehing ic.'.ss. 

Commit the colours of that varyi ig elicek, 

That snowy breast, those dark and drooping eyes. 
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The dim and horned moon hung low, and poured 
A sea of lustre on the horizon’s verge 
That overflowed its mountains. Yellow mist 
Filled tlie unbounded atiuosphere, and drank 
Wan moonlight even to fulness : not a star 
Shone, not a sound was heard ; tlic very winds. 
Banger’s g)‘im j>l ay mates, on that precipice 
Slept, claspeil in his embrace.-— O, storm of death ! 
Whose siglitlcHs spoe<l dividc.s this sullen night : 

And tho\i, colossal Skeleton, that, still 
Guiding its irresistible career 
In thy devastating onmipotenee. 

Art king of this frail world, from the red field 
Of slaughter, from the reeking hospital, 

The patriot’s couch, the snowy bed 

Of innocence, the scalfold and the throne, 

A mighty voice invokes thee. Ituin calls 
His brother Death. A rare and regal prey 
lie hath prepared, prowling around the world ; 
Glutted with which thou may’st repose, and men 
Go to their graves like flowers or ereepiiig woi*ms, 
Nor ever more offer at thy dark shrine 
The unheeded tribute of a broken heart. 

AVhon on the threshold of the green I’ecess 
Tlio wanderer’s footsteps fell, he know Uiat death 
Was on him. Yet a little, ere it lle<l. 

Did he resign his liigh and holy soul 
To images of the majestic past, 

That iniuscd within his passive being now. 

Like winds that bear sweet music, wlieii they breathe 
Through some dim latticed chamber. Ho did place 
His pale lean hand upon the rugged trunk 
Of the old i)ine. Upon an ivied stone 
lieclin(?d his languid head, his limbs di<l rest, 

DifTiised and motionless, on tlio smooth brink 
Oftliat obscurest chasm ; — and thus be lay, 
Surrendering to their final impulses 
The hovering powers of life, Ho])0 and despair, 

Tlie torturers, slept : no mortal ])aiii or fear 
Marred bis reijose, tbe infliixcs of sense. 

And liis own being unalloyed by pain, 

Yet feebler and more feeble, ealinly fed 
The stream of tliougbt, till he lay breathing there 
At peace, and fixintly smiling: — his last sight 
Was the great moon, which o’er the western line 
Of the wide world her mighty liorn suspended. 

With wliose dun beams inwoven darkness seemed 
To mingle. Now upon the jagged hills 
It rests, and still as the divided frame 
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Of the vast meteor sunk, the Poet’s blood, 

That ever beat in mystic sympathy 

With nature’s ebb and flow, grew feebler still : 

And when two lessening points of light alone 
Gleamed through the darkness, the alternate gasp 
Of his faint respiration scarce did stir 
The stagnate night: — till the minutest ray 
AVas <pienchi;d, tlie ])ulsc yet lingere<l in his heart. 

It iiaused — it fluttered. 15ut when heaven remained 
Utterly black, the murky shades involved 
An linage, silent, cold, and motionless. 

As their own voieoles.s eartli and vacant air. 

Kven as a vapour fed with golden beams 
•JMiat mlnistcrod on sunlight, ere the west 
Eclipses it, was now that wondrous frame — 

N<i s^nse, no motion, no divinity — 

A fi'agile. lute, on whoso harmonious strings 

'riie hreath of lieavcn did W'ander — a bright stream 

Once fcil with many-voiced waves — a dream 

Of youth, which night and time have (quenched for ever, 

Still, dark, and dry, and unrcmcinbcrod now. 

O, for Afodea’s wondrou-s alchymy, 

AVhich wlieresoc’er it fell made the earth gleam 
AVilh bright Ihovers, and the wintry bonglis exhale 
Eroni venial blooms fresh fnigrai ice ! O, tliat God, 
Prolii ic of poisens, would concede the chalice 
AVhicl Init one living man has drained, who now, 

Vess/ 1 of <lcai;hloss wrath, a slave that feels 
JVo proud exemption in the blighting cm so 
hoars, .)vor the world wanders for ever, 

Lone as incarnate death ! O, that the dream 
Of flark magician in his visioned cave, 

Eaking the cinders of a crucible 

Kor lilo and power, even wbeii his feeble band 

Shakos in its last decay, were the ti ue law 

Of this so lovely \vorld ! But thou art fled 

Like some frail exhalation, which the dawn 

Hobos in its golden beams, — ah ! tliou hast fled ! 

The brave, the gentle, and the beautirul, 

The child of grace and genius. Heartless things 
Arc done and said i’ the world, and many worms 
And beasts and men live on, and mighty Earth 
From sea. lUvd mountain, city and wilderness. 

In vesprr low or joyous orLs«*u, 

Lifts still its solemn voice : — #ut the a art fled — 

Thou canst no longer know r love the sliajics 
Of this pliantasmal sc ne, who have to thee 
Been purest ministers, who aix), alas ! 

Now thou art not. Upon these pallid lii's 
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So sweet oven in their silence, on those eyes 

Tlnit imaf:;e sleep in death, upon that form 

Yet safe from the worm’s outrage, let no tear 

lie shed — not oven^in thought. Nor, when those hues 

Are gone, and tliose divinest lineaments. 

Worn b}’ the senseless wind, shall live alone 
In tlm frail pauses of this simple straiji, 

Let not high verse, mouniing tho memory 
Of tliat which is no more, or painting’s woe 
Or sculpture, speak in feeble imagery 
Tlnni’ own cold powers. Art and clotpience, 

And all the sIioavs o’ the world, are frail and vain 
To weep a loss that turns their light to shado. 

It is a woo “too deep for toai-s,” when .all 
Is reft at once, ..h„n sojiie surpassing Spirit. 

AVIh )so light adorned the world aronml it, loaves 
Those who remain behind nor sobs nor groans. 

The passionate tiimnlt of a clinging hope; 

But pale despair and cold irainpiillity, 

X.anire’s \ nst fnnne, llio weh of humsin things. 

Birth and tho grave, that arc not as they were. 


THE REVOLT OF ISLAM. 

A I’OKir IX TWKTiV'f: CAXTOS. 


Off-acif / 3 »«tow tOvo^ a.y'kaia.i^ x^voutfrOa 
llfcaivu j(r*taT«y 
lIXoov’ vavo") h* ovTt luv civ 

*Ks VTl^^oeiuv ocyaivot Occvfjcciroiv ohov. 

lliv^. TluO.y:. 

rHEFACE. 

The Bociu which I now present to tho world, is ;in attempt 
from which T scarcely dare to expect success, !uid in wdiich a 
writer of established fame might hiil wdthout disgrace. It is an 
experiment on the temper of tlio public mind, ;is to how far ft 
thirst for a happier condition of moral and pe 'tical society sur- 
vives, among the eiilighteiie*! and refined, . tempests which 
have shaken the age in which wc live, d have sought to 
enlist the harmony of metrical language, thv Icherial combina- 
tions of tJie fancy, tlie rapid and .subtle ^ nsitions of hunma 
passion, .all those elements w'hicli cssenL ,iy compose a l*oeni. 
in the cause of a liberal and eomi)reheu8ivc morality; and in 
the view of kindling within the bosoms of my readers, a virtuous 
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enthusiasm for those doctrines of li])erty and jii.sticc, tliat faith 
and hopi‘, in somethin" good, which neither viohmee, nor niis- 
representation, nor prcijudicc can ever t(^ally extinguish iinioug 
mankind. 

For this imrpose, I have chosen a story of human j')assion in 
its most univer.sal character, diversified witli moving and 
romantic adx enture.s, ami a]>pealing, in contempt of all artificial 
opinions institutions, to the common Rynii)atliio.s of every 
human hi’oast. 1 have made no attem])t to recommend the 
motives winch 1 would substitute for those at present govern- 
ing mankin<l, by methodical and sy.sternatic argument. 1 would 
only awaken tlio feelings so that the reader shoiil<l see the 
hca.ut\' of true virtue, ami be incited to those inquiries which 
have led to my moral and political creed, and that of .some of the 
sublime.st intellects in the world. The I*oem, therefore, (with 
the cxce]>Uon of the first Canto, which is purely inlroductoiy,) 
is narrative, not didactic. Tt is a sm-cession of pictures illus- 
trating tin* growth and progress of individual in hid aspiring 
after excellence, and devoted to the love of mankind ; it.s influ- 
ence ill refining and making pure the mo.st daring and uncommon 
impul.ses of tin- imagination, the understanding, and the senses; 
its impationee at ‘‘all the oinu'cssioiis which a)*e done nmlor the 
sun; ” its temleney to awaken public hope and to enlighten and 
improve mankiiid ; the rapid effects of the a])plIeation of that 
tendency,* tie* awakening of an immon.^e nation from their 
slavi'iy and (legradation to a true sense of moral dignity and 
freedom, the blo<ji He.ss dethronement of their ()ppre.ssors, and 
the uu\*.iling of tlio religious fraud.s by which they had been 
deluded into submission : the ti'anquillity f>f snccc.-sful xiatriot- 
ism, and tlie universal tolci’atiou ami benovi'h nee of true phi- 
lanthroiy : the treaeliory and bai-barity of hired soldiers; vice 
not the object (4' [miJishmeiit and hatred, but kindiies.s and 
pity ; tiie faithlessness r.f tyrants ; the confcdoiMcy of the Uiilcrs 
of the World, ami tlio restoration of the exi^ellcd l)yua.sty by 
foreign ai’in.s : the. ma.s.'^aerc and extermination of the Patriots, 

' and the victory of established power; the coiise(|nence.s of legiti- 
mate des[)otisni, civil war, famine, ])lague, sujairstition, and an 
■utter oxtinetioii of the domestic affections ; the judicial murder 
of the advoi-ate.s of laherty; the f enqxorary trium])h of o])pres- 
Bion, th.it sivurc eanio.st of its linal and inevitahlo fall; the 
transient nature of ignorance and error, and the eternity of 
genius and virtue Such is the series of doliucatious of whieh 
the Poem con.«is And if the lofty ]ais.sious with which it has 
1)0011 my scope t<jiv ‘iiigiti.sli this story, shall not excite in tho 
Reader a geiiercio’ .iiiiudse, an ard.*!it thie.st for oxeellciice, an 
interest profound '^d strong, suoft as 1 Mongs to no meaner 
jdesircs — let not tli ailure bo innmted to a natiiml unfitness 
;for human syiux»nthy in th so sublime ami anim.iting themes, 
■t is tho busine.«s of the Poet to communicate to others tho 
ilcasure and the enthusiasm arising out of tho.-^e images and 

r 2 
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feelings, in the vivid presence of which Avithin his own mind, 
consists cat once his inspiration and his rowai-d. 

The panic whicli, lil^ an epidemic transport, seized upon all 
classes of men during tlic excesses consequent upon the French 
Revolution, is gradually giving place to sanity. It has ceased 
to 1)0 believed, that whole generations of mankind ought to 
consign themselves to a hopeless inheritance of ignorance and 
misery, because a nation of men who had been dupes and slaves 
for centuries, were incapable ot conducting themselves with the 
Avisdom and tranquillitj’^ of freeineii so soon as some of their 
fetters were partially loosened. That their conduct could not 
have been markial by any other characters than fiaocity and 
thoughtlessness, is the historical fac.t from which lilxu’ty derives 
all its recommendations, and falsehood tlie worst features of its 
deformity. There is .a r- ‘lex in tlie tide of human things which 
bears tlie shipwrecked hopes of men into a seenro li;ivon, after 
the storms are past. Alethinks, those who now live have sur- 
vived an age of desj^air. 

The Frcncli Revolution may bo considered as one of those 
manifestations of a general state of feeling among civilised man- 
kind, produced hy a defect of correspondenec between the 
knowledge existing in sociedy ami the improvement or gradual 
abolition of political institutions. The year 1788 may be assumed 
aa the e])0cli of one of the most important crises ])rodueed hy 
this feeling. The sympatliies connected with that event 
extended to every bosom. ‘I’lio most generous and amiablo 
natures werelhoso which participat'^d the most extensively in 
these sympathies. Ihit such a degree of uiuningletl good was 
expected, as it was impossible to r<‘alis:o. If the Revolution had 
been in every respect jirosperoiis, then misrule and superstition 
•wmuld lose lialf tlu'ir claims to our ahhorreiiee, as fed-ters w'hich 
the captive can unlock with the slightest motion of his lingers, 
and which do not eat with poisonous rust into the soul. Tho 
revulsion oeeasioned by the ati*oeitie.H of tho demagogues and 
the re-ostablisliment of .successive tyrannies in France Avas 
terrible, and felt in the remotest corner of the civilised world. 
Could they listen to the plea of reason avIio liad groaned under 
the cahiiJiitics of a social state, according to tlie provisions of 
whicli, one man riots in luxury whilst another famishes for want 
of bread ? Can be avIio tho day before Avas a trampled slave, 
suddenly become liberal-minded, forbearing, and independent ] 
This is the consc<iuence of the habits of a state of society to bo 
produced by resolute iioiseverancc and indefatigable hope, and 
loiig'.suff’ering and long-believing courage, JUid the systematic 
efforts of generations of men of intellect and virtue. Such is 
the lesson wliich experien#e toadies iioav. But on the first 
reverses of hope in the progress of French liberty, tlio sanguine 
eagerness for good ovcrleapt tlio solution of these questions, 
and for a time extinguisheti itself in the uncx))cctcdncss of their 
result. Thus many of the most ardent and tender-hearted of 
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tho worshippers of public pood have been morally mined, ])y 
wliat ;i partial glim])se of the events they deplored, ap])eared to 
show as tlie iiiehincholy desolation of all their cherislied liopes. 
Hence gloom and luisanthrop^’^ have become the charaoteriptics 
of the ago in wliieh we live, tlie solace of a disappointment 
that unconsciously finds relief only in the wilful exaggeration 
of its own de.s])air. Tliis inflnence has tainteil the literature of 
the ago with the hopelessness of the iniiids from which it Hows. 
Metaphysics,* ami inquiries into moral and political science, 
have become little else tlian A-aiii attempts to revive exploded 
superstitions, or sophisms like those f of Mr. Malthus, calculated 
to lull the 0})i»ressors of mankind into a security of everlasting 
triuin])h. (.)ur works of fiction and poetry liave been over- 
shadowed by tho same infectious gloom. But mankind appear 
to me to be emerging from their trance. I am aware, methinks, 
of a slow, gra<lnal, silent change. In that belief I have composed 
the following Poem. 

I do not ]‘rosnine to enter into competition with our greatest 
,contenip''rary Toots. Yet 1 am unwilling to tread in the 
footsteps of any who have jireceded me. I liave sought to 
avoid tho imilatiou of any style of language or vcrsiticjitiou 
pccuh'ar to the original inimls of which it is the character, 
designing that even if what 1 have produced be worthless, it 
Bhould still Ik 3 properly my own. Nor have T ]>ermitfced any 
system relating to more words, to divert tho attention of tho 
reader from wharever interest f may have suece(‘dod in creating, 
to my own ingoimity in <;ontriving to disgust them according to 
the rules of criticism. 1 have simi>ly clothed my thoughts in 
what aji[)ear('<l to me tho most obvious and ai)propriato 
language. A ])ors(jn familiar with nature, and with tlie most 
celebratoil productions of the human mind, can scarcely err in 
following the instinct, with respect to selection of language, 
produced by that lamiliarity. 

There is an education peeuliavly fitted for a Toot, without 
W’hich genius and sensibility can liardl) fill tho circle of their 
capacities. No ediicaticm, indeed, ean entitle to this appellation 
a dull and unobservant mind, or one, though neither dull uor 
unobservant, in which tho channels of communication between 
tlionght and ex]>rossiou liavc beoM obstructed or closed. How 
far ic is my fortune to belong to either of the latter classes, I 
cannot know, f aspire to be something hetti'r. The eircum- 
Btances of my accidental education have been favourable to this 

* I ouglit to c.\cc])t Sir W. Hnimii. 'mI’s " .\ f.vloniioal Qucslions ; a 
Vohm)e (>f very acute and pinvcrfiil nici.jihysica criiicisin. 

It H is roinarkal>lc, as a syinjdoni rt. • ival ol’ i>iil)lio tliafc 

pr. MaJtJuis has assigncij, in (lu‘ later » ditioiis of his \v<'rlc, an iinU'linite 
Wniinion moj-.il restraint cr tlio \)rincii*lo of iM|Uilat,ion. This 
^Cfssloii answers all the inr-'**i-uci-s fiMm his doctrine nnlavonrahle to 
■junan innirovonicnt. and reduces the “ !'.■«« w on I’nin ua-Tion,” to a 
^niiieutary illustrative of the uuauswcr.illoness of “ Pojutical Justice.” 
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ambition. I have been familiar from boyhood with mountains 
and lakes, and the sea, and the solitude of forests : Danger, 
which sports upon thotbrink of precipices, has been iny play- 
mate. I have trodden the glaciers of the and lived under 

the eye of Mont lilane. I have been a wanderer among distant 
fields. I have sailed down mighty rivers, and seen the sun rise 
ami set, and the stars come forth, whilst 1 have sailed night and 
day down a i‘a])id stream among mountains. [ have seen 
l)0]nilons cities, and have watched tlie jiassions which rise and 
spread, and sink and change, amongsc assembled multitudes of 
men. I have seen the theatre of the more visiVile ravages of 
tyranny and wai*, cities and villages reduced to sealiered groups 
of black and rootless houses, ami the naked inliahitants sitting 
lixuiished upon their dcsolato<l tlircsholds. I liavc conversed 
with living men of genius. The poi'try of ancient Clreecc and 
Rome, and modern Italy, and our own country, has to mo 
like external nature, a passion and an enjoyment. Such arc 
the Koiirc(;s from which the materials for tlie imagi'ry of my 
l‘oein have been drawn. I have considere<l Roctry in its most 
compreheii'^ivc' sense, and h.avo ri*a(l the Poets, and the His- 
torians, and the Mi^tajiliysicians whoso writings have been 
acct's^ihle to mo, ami Iiave looked upon tlie beautiful and 
majestic scenery of the e.irth as common sources of those 
elements which it is the province of the Poet to (Miihody and 
combine. Yet tlio experience and the h'dings to whiih J refer, 
do not in themselves constitute men Poets, hut only pn*par0 
them to he the auditcu'S of those who are. How far J >liall ho 
found to possc.ss that more essential attribute of Poetry, the 
pi>wer of awakening in others sensations like those which 
animate iny own bosom, is that \\hi<*li, to six'ak sincerely, I 
know not; ami whii-h, with an aecpiieseent ami eoiiteiited spirit, 
I cx])ecL to he taught by the clfecl which i shall proilucc upon 
those whom I now address. 

I have avoided, as I have saivl before, the imitation of any 
contemj)orary style. Rut there must he a resemhlauoe, which 
docs not dciKind upon their own will, hetweeii all the writci*s 
of any iiarticnlar ago. They cannot escape from subjection to 
a common inllneiiee which arises out of sm inrmite comhination 
of cireiimst.inecs belonging to the limes in whieli they live, 
tluuigli each i.'. in a degree the author of the viuy iiilluence by 
whieJj his being is thus jiervaded. 'J’lius, the tragic I’oets of tho 
age of Jkriclcs : the Italian revivers of ancient lenrijing ; those 
mighty intellei-ts of our own country that suceeedod tliC 
Reformation, the translators of tlio Rihle, Sliakspeare, Sjienser, 
tho Dramatists of the riiigii of Kli/aheth, and l.ord Paeon ; f 
the colder si>irits of the interval that succeeded; — all resemhlo 

hi tills sonso tlnTiJ may Im* micIj ;i Uiiiig as [M rli rliliilily in works of 
fiction, notwitlisUuMling tlio oonci-ssioM oftoii inailo by I lio "advoratis of 
Innnau iniprovcnn ijr-, rhar porfootihilil.y is :i torm .‘ipiilicahlo only to 
science. t Miltoii stands alone in the age which he iJluniined. 
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each other, and differ from every other in their several classes. 
In this view of things, Ford can no move be called the imilator 
of Sliahspearo, than SliakKi)eare tlic iii)itator of Ford. There 
were perJiaps few other points of reseinblaiieo between these 
two nn'n, than that which the universal and inevitable iutluencc 
of their age produced. And this is an inJlnciicc which neither 
the meanest scribbler, nor the sublimest genius of any era, can 
escape; and wliich 1 liave not atteni[)ted to escape. 

I have adopted the stanza of SiJcnscr (a measure inexpressibly 
beautiful), not because I consider it a liner model of poetical 
harmony than the blank vei*sc of Sbakspeare an<l Alilton, but 
because in the latter there is no shelter for incdioci’iLy ; you must 
either succeed or fail. Tliis ]»erha]»s an as})iriug spirit should 
desire. Jlut I was enticed, also, by^ the brilliancy and magnificence 
of sound which a mind that has been nourished upon musical 
tlioughts^eaii produce hy a just and liarmonious arraiigemeiit of 
the pauses r)f this inejisuro. Vet there will be fouinl some 
iiistaiioos wliero 1 have completely failed in this attempt, and one, 
which I here rc(pu;st the reader to consider as an erratum, where 
there is left most inadvertently an alexandrine in the middle of 
a stanza. 

but ill lliis, as in every other respect, T have written fearlessly. 
It is the misfortune of this age, that its Writers, too thouglitlcss 
of immortality, are exquisitely sensible to tem]a)iary ])raiso or 
blame, 'fluy write with the fear of lleviews before, their eyes. 
Tliis s^^stein of u itl<;ism sprang nj* in that torpid iutorval when 
Poetry was not. I’ootry. ami the art which professes to regulate 
and limit its powers, cannot subsist togetlici’. I .onginus could 
not have been the eoiitemporaiy of Jlojuo’', u<»r Huileau of 
Horace. Yet this s])eeies of criticism never [uvsumed to assert 
an uuilerstaiuliu:' of its own: it has always, unlike true sciene(‘, 
folh>wcd, not preceded, the 0[)inion of numkind, and W'ould even 
now bribe wfitli worthies.^ adulation some of our greatest Poets 
to impose gratuitous futtei-s on their own imaginations, and 
become nucoii.scious accomplices in the daily murder of all 
genius either not so aspiring or not so fortunate as their own. 
I have sought therefore to write, as I believe that Homer, 
Shakspeave, and ^lilton wrote, in utter disregard of anonymous 
censure. J aiii certain that ealuirmy and inisrcpivscutatiou, 
tho:.gh it may move me to cuinpas.sioii, cannot dl'^turb my 
peace. I sliall understand the expressive silence of those 
sagacious enemies who dare not tru.st tlu'mselves to speak. 
J shall endeavour to f'xiract from the midst of insult, and 
contomj)t, a.nd male<lictions, those admonitions wliich may tend 
to correct whatever imjicrfcetions such c iisiiiors may discover 
in this iny first serious appeal to ^lo Public. If certain Critics 
were as clear-sighted as they are malignant, how p*eat would be 
the benefit to be dorive»l from tlicir viriih'iit wriiiiigs! As it is, 
I fear I shall bo malicious enough to be auuisr.d wuth their 
IJaltry tricks and lame invectives. Should the public judge 
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that my composition is worthless, I shall indeed how before the 
tribunal from which Milton received his crown of immortality, 
and shall seek to gather, if I live, strength from tliat defeat, 
which may nerve me to some now enterprise of thought which 
may not be worthless. I cannot conceive that Lucretius, when 
he meditated that poem wh«>se doctrines aro yet the basis of 
our metaphysical knowledge, and whose elocpiencc has been the 
wonder of mankind, wrote in awe of such censure as the l\ircd 
sophists of the impiii*e and superstitious noblemen of Ivonie 
might affix to what he should in-odm-c. It was at flio period 
wlien Greece w.aa led captive, and Asia made ti'ibutary to the 
Republic, fast verging itself to slavery and hiiii, that a multitude 
of Syrian captives, bigoted to the worship of tlieir obscene 
Ashtaroth, and the unworthy successors of Socrates and Ze?io, 
found there a i)reearious subsistence by administering, under 
the name of freedme* +o the vices and vanities of tjie great. 
Those wretched men were skilled to plead, witli a superficial but 
plau'ible set of sophisms, in favour of that contempt for virtue 
which is the portion of slaves, and that faith in pm-tents, the 
most fatal substitute for benevolence in tlie imaginations of 
men, which, arising from the enslaved eoimnnnities of the East, 
then first began to ov(‘rwlio)m the western nations in its 
stream. AVere tliosi' the kind of men who^o disapprobation 
the wise and lofty-minded Lucretius should have n>gar<led 
with a salutary awe? Tii.- latest and ]>45rha.ps the meanest of 
those who f /How in his footsteps, would disdain to liold life on 
such conditions. 

Tlie Loeni now presented to the Public occupied little more 
than six months in tlie composition. "I’hat ]>eriod lias been 
devotetl to the task with unremitting ardour and enthusiasm. 1 
have exercised a watchful and earmst criticism on rny work us 
it grew umler my hands. 1 wouhl wHliugl> have scut it forth 
to the world witli that perfection whicli huig labour and i-evisiou 
is said to bestow, I3ut I Ibuiid that if I should gain something 
in exactness by this method, 1 might lose much of tlie newness 
and energy of imagery and language as it Iloweil fresh from my 
mind. And altliougJi the mere e»>mposition occupied no more 
than six months, the thoughts thus arrangevl were slowly 
gathered in as many years. 

I trust tliatthe reader will carefully distiuguisli between tlioso 
opinions wliich liave a dr.imatic propritity in referenee to the 
characters which tJiey are designed to elucidate, and such as aro 
properly my own. The erroneous and ilograding idea which 
rnoii liavo eonccivi'd of a Supreme Hoing, for instance, is sj)okeii 
against, but not the Supreme P.eiiig itself. The belief w'hieli 
some superstitious persons wl^tim I have brought upon tlie stage 
entertain of the Deity, as injurious to the character of liis 
benevolence, is widely difFereut from my own. Tn ivcommendiug 
also a great and iruporbiut ehaiigo in the spirit whieli animates 
t he social institutions of mankind, I have avoided all llattery to 
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those violent and malignant passions of om* nature, which are 
ever on the watch to mingle with and to alloy the most beneficial 
innovations. There is no quarter given ^o Kevenge, or Envy, or 
Prcjudicti. Love is celebrated everywhere as the sole law which 
should govern the moral world. 

1817. 


DEDfCATION^. 


There is no diinger to a Man, that knows 
M’liat life and death is : tlierc’s not any law 
Exceeds his knowledi,*-*; : neither is it lawful 
That he should btoop to any other law. 

Cll Al'MAN. 

TO MAHV . 


{So now my snminor-task i.s ended, Mary, 

And I return to thee, mint) own heart’s liomo; 

As to Ins (^)uoi'ii some victor Ivnight of Faery, 

Earning Li igiit s]>oils for her enchanted dome ; 

Kor tlnm bsdain, that ere iny lame b< conic 
A star among tlie stars of mortal night, 

If it indeed nuu’ cleave its natal gloom, 

Tis doubtful pioiiiise thus 1 wouhl unite 
Witli thy beloved naJiie, thou Child of lovo and light. 

ir. 

The toil whi<;li stole from tln'e so manj’’ an hour 
Ls ended — an 1 the fruit is at thy feet ! 

No longer where tlio woo<ls to frame a hower 
With interlaced brandies mix and meet, 

• Or where with sound like many voiee.s sweet, 

Water-falls leap among wild islands green. 

Which framed for niy hme boat a lone retreat 
Of moss-grown tree.s and weeds, .shall 1 be seen : 

Hut beside thee, where stdl my heart has ever been. 

.1 

Thoughts of gi'cat dodls were mine, dear Friend, when fiist 
Tlio elouds whidi wrap Mils world from youth did pu^s. 

I do renuunbor well tlio hr ur whi( h burst 
My spirit’s slcop : a fresh M.iy-dawn it was. 

When I walked fortli upon th. j^Utteviug grass, 

And wept, I knew’ not wh^'^ ; until th> re rose 
.From the near school room, v« ices, tliat, alas! 

Were but one echo fron- a world of w«>es — 

The harsh and grating strife of tyrants and of foe.'^. 
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And tlien I clasped my luinds and looked around. 

But none was near to. mock my streaming 03'e.s, 

"Wliicli poured their warm drojis on tlie sunny ground — 
So witliout wliame, I spake : — “ I will ho wise, 

And just, and free, and mild, if in me lies 
Such power, for I grow weary to behold 
The selfish and the strong still tyrannise 
Witliout reiiroaeh or cheek.” I then controlled , 

My tears, my heart grew calm, and I was meek aiHl bold. 

V. 

And from that hour did. I with earnest tluaight 
Hea]) knowledge from forbidden ndnes of lore. 

Yet nothing that 1113’ t^’rants knew or taught 
I cared to learn, but from that secret store 
Wrought linked as . nr for 1113' soul, before 
It might walk forth to war among maiikiinl ; 

['ower and hope were strengtliein'd mure and more 
Within me, till there c.one upon my mind 
A sense of loneliness, a thirst with which 1 pined. 

\ I. 

.Vlas, that lovi* should be a blight and snare 
To those who sei'k all 'ymputhies in one I — 

Sueh once I suuglit in vain ; then black de^paii’, 

The shadow of a starle.'.' night, was ihrtiwn 
Over the .vor]<l in which I move<l alone - 
Yet never found I <inc not falst; lo Jiie, 

Hard hearts, and cohl, like weights of icy -tone 
Which crushed and withered mine, that could not be 
Aught but a lifeless clog, until revivevl b3' tliee. 

VII. 

Thou Friend, whose preseneo on m3' w'iutiy lieart 
Fell, like bright Spring upon some borblcSrt pl.iiii, 
llo>v lieautiful and calm and frc(‘ iiioii wi-rt 
In th3' 3’ouiig wi.sdom, when the mortal chain 
, Of Custom thon didst burst and reinl in twain, 

7\nd walked as free as light the eloud anu.iig. 

Which many an envious slave Llien breallied in vaiu 
Frojii his dim dungeon, ami 1113' .spint .sjfj ung 
To meet ihee i'rom tlie woes which had b'girt it long. 

viir. 

more alone through the world’s Wilderness, 
Althougli ! trnd the path.s of high inteiit, 

I journe3'ed now : 110 more c'-'inpanionli .-is, 

WJicro solitude is like despair, I went. - 
There is the w'isdom of a sWj-ii content 
When Poverty can blight the just and good, 

When Infam3’' dares mock the innocent. 

And cherished friends turn with the multitmle 
To trample : this was ours, and we unshaken stood 1 
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IX. 

Now lias descended a serciicr hour, 

And with inconstant fortune, friends return ; 

Though sunforing leaves the knowledge and the power 
Which says : — Let scorn be not ropahl with scorn. 

And from thy side two gentle babes are born 
To hll our home with smiles, and thus are we 
Most fortunate beneath life's beaming morn : 

And tl o'HO delights, and thou, have been to me 
The parents of the Hong I consecrate to thee. 

X. 

Is it, that now my inexperienced fingers 
T>ut strike tlm ]»r(.;lude of a loftier f-train? 

Or, must the lyre ou which my spirit lingers 
Soon i^ause in silence, ne’er to airain, 

Though it might shake the Aiiareh Custom's roigii. 

And cliarm tlie mimls <if men Truth's own sway, 
Holier than was Amjdiioii's ! f would fain 
Kopiy in !iope -but J am worn away, 

And Death ami Love are yet coiitontling for their prey. 

XI. 

And wliat art tljou ? T know, but dare not speak : 

M’hnc may irtevpret to his silent years. 

Vet in tile paleness of ihy llioughtfnl cheek, 

And in ti.c light thim.‘ ample forolioa i woai*s, 

And in thy sw-a'tc.si smiles, ami in thy Lears, 

And in ihy gentle speech, a prophoiw 
fs '.ddspereil, to su’ndue my iuudest feai’s : 

Ami through tldne eyes, even in thy '^oul i see 
A lamp of veotal (iro Inirning interiialiy. 

xn. 

They ,«ay th:.., thou wort lovely fnmi tliy birth, 

Of glorious? pan nts thou aspiring Child : 

I w'onder m^t -for One thou left this earth 
Whose life was like a setting ]»hinet inihl, 

Whieh clothed thee in the radiaiXM- iiiuleliled 
Of its departiiig ghu-y ; still her fame 
Shines on thee, thi-oiigh the tempests dark and wild 
Wliieh shakt! these lat.b.*r days ; and thou eaiist claim 
The shelter, from thy Sire, of a" immortal name. 

XIIT. 

One voice eamc forth from many a luiglity spirit, 
AVbich was the echo of thn c thousand years ; 

And the tumultuous world . tood mute to hear it, 

As some lone man who in a d» '-rt hea'*s 
The music of his home imwi«ited f ars 
Fell oil the pale o[)pressors of ‘ ur raci*, 

Ami Faith, and (Aistom, -md low-thoughtcd 4’aros, 

Tiike tbumler-stric,keu dragtms, for a s))aco 
Left the torn human heart, their food and dwelliiig place. 
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XIV. 

Truth’s deathless voice pauses among mankind ! 

If there must be no response to my rry — 

If men must rise and stamp with fury blind 
On his pure name who loves them, — tlnm and I, 

Sweet Friend ! can look from our tranipiillity 
Like lamps into the world’s toii 4 >estuoiis night, — 

Two tranquil stars, wdiile clouds are passing by 
AVhich wrap them from the foundering seaman’s sight, 
That burn from year to year with unextinguished light. 


CANTO 1. 


AA’ite:; the last hope of trampled France had failed 
Like a brief dream of unremaiuing gloiy, 

From visions <if ilespair I r<»se, and scaled 
The peak of an aerial ]>romontory, 

AVhoso eavcriiod base v, ^th the vexed surge was hoary ; 

And saw the golden dawn break forth, and waken 
Each cloud, and every w’avc : — but iransitory 
The calm : for sudden, the firm earth was shaken. 

As if by the last wreck its frame were overtaken. 

ir. 

So as I stood, one blast of mutterii'g tbunder 
Burst in fiir peals along tbo waveless <lcep, 

AVlien, gathering fast, arouiul, above, and under. 

Long trains of tremulous mist organ ti) ereep, 

Until tlieir conqdicatlug liiu;s did steep 
The orient sun in .shadow : — imt a suund 
AVa.s lieard ; one horrible repose ilitl keep 
The forests and tlie Hoods, ami all aromiil 
DarkiiCwS more dread than night was poured upon the gniiind. 

JIT. 

Hark ! ’tis the rushing of a wind that sweeps 
Earth and the ocean. Sec ! the lightnings yawn 
Deluging ifeavi n with tire, and the la.shed deeps 
Glitter aiul boil bi’iioath : it r.igvs on. 

One mighty stream, whirl wbid and waves upthrowii, 
Taghtnirig, ami hail, and ilarKiuss eddying b}”, 

Tln-re is a pause - the sea birds, that wei-e gone 
Int<> tlieir caves to shriek, come forth to spy 
AVhat calm has fall’n on earth, whai light is in the sky. 



TKE REYOT/r OF ISLAM. 


77 


For, where the irresistible storm had cloven 
That fearful darkness, the blue sky was seen 
Fretti'd with many a fair cloud iiiterw^oven 
Mo^t delicately, and the ocean green, 

Beneath tluit opening spot of blue serene, 

Quivered like burning eincrabl : calm was spread 
On all below ; but far on high, between 
Earth and the ii])per air, the vast clouds fled, 

Couutli'ss and swift as leaves on autumn’s tempest shed. 

V. 

For ever as the ^\.ir became more fierce 
Between the whirlwinds ami the rack on high, 

Tliat spot grew more serene ; blue light did pierce 
The woof of those wliiie clouds, which seemed to lie 
Far, deep, and motionless; while through the sky 
Tlie piilliil siuiiicirclc of the moon 
Bast on, in slow and moving majesty ; 

Its upjier ho]-n arraye<l in mists, which soon 
But slo' ly lied, like dew beneath the beams of noon. 

vr. 

I could not choose Imt gaze ; a fascination 

Dwelt ill that nmoii, ami sky, and clouds, which drew 

My fancy thither, ami in expectation 

Of whal i km \ not, I remained: — I he hue 

Of the wliilc iiKnui, amitl that heaven so blue 

Smidculj stiiiuo*! with shadow did a}>poar; 

A 'poek, a cloud, a shape, aiiproachiug grew. 

Like a gr< at in the suifs sinking spliere 
Beheld afar at si'n, and swift it canio ancar • 

Vll. 

F.ven like a oark, which from a chasm of mountains, 

Dark, vast, and overhanging, on a river 
AVliich there collects the strength of all its fonntaiiis, 
Comes forth, whilst with the spectl its frame doth 4 uivcr, 
S.ii!s, oars, ami stream, tending to oi.c endeavour; 

»So, from that chasm of light a wingetl Form 
On all the wimls <»^hcaven approaching ever 
Floated, dilating as it came; the storm 
Biusued it with tierce blasts, aufl lightnings swift and warm, 
vui. 

A course precipitous, of dizzy speed, 

Suspending thouglit amt b^’^ath; a monstrous sight ! 

For in tlie air do 1 behold indeed 

An Eagle and a Serpent wreatliod in fight . — 

And now, relaxing its iinpetucv^ ' 

Before the aerial rock o»i whicli I stood, 

The Eagle, lioveriiig, wl'colod to left and right, 

And hung with lingering wings over the flood. 

And startled with its yells the wide jir’s solitude. 



78 


THE KEVOT.T OF ISLAM. 


12L. 

A shaft of light upon its wings desceruh^fl, 

And every golden fet^fchor glesiined therein — 

Feather and scale inextrioaldy blended. 

The Serpent’s mailed and many-colonred skin 
Shone through the jihimes ; its coils were twined within 
By many a swollen and knotted fohl, and higli 
And far, the iu;ek reectling lithe ami thin, 

Sustained a crested head, which warily 
Shifted ami glanced before the I'iagle’.: steadfast eye. 

X. 

Around, around, in ceaseless circles wheeling 
With clang of wings ami scream, tlio Iv.igh' sailed 
Incessantly — sometirm^s (»n high eoiiccaling 
Its lessening oi hs, sometimes as if it failed, 

Drooped tlirongh i.uo air; and still it siiriokcd and wailed, 
And casting hack its «'ager lu'ad, with beak 
And talon unv(‘niitt.inglv assailed 
The wreathed Serpent, win) <lid over seek 
Upon his enemy’s heart a mortal wound to wreak. 

XI. 

Wliat life, what pnwer, was kindh'd and ai*o. o 
Within tho sphere of appalling fray ! 

For, from tho cneounter of tliose wondi'ous foes, 

A vapour like the sea’s siispcnided s]'ray 
Hung gathered : in the void air, far away, 

Floated tho shaltcri'd plumes; bright scaies did leap, 
Where’er tlie Jvjgh/s talons made their way, 

Like sparks into the darkness; — as they swec)», 

Blood stains the sm)wy foam of tho tumultuous deep. 

xrr. 

Swift chances in that comhat — many a cheek. 

And many a change, a dark and wihl turmoil ; 

Sometimes the .Snake .around hi'^ neck 

Locke«l in stiff rings his adaiuantine cil. 

Until the Kagle, faint with pain ami toil, 
lieiiiittod liis strong lliglit, and near llm .'■ra 
Languidly fluttered, hopeless .so to foil* 

His a<lver.sary. who then re;ii*cd on high 
Hi.s red and hurning cre.-t, lauliant with victiO’y. 

xnr. 

Tlieii on the wdiite edge of the bursting surge, 

Where they lunl sunk together, Avimld the SnaivC 
Kolax hi.s suflbcaling graMj), and vconrge 
The wind with hi.s wild writhings; foi' to biaaik 
That chain of torment, tlie c,i.st bird wonhl .shako 
That .strength of his ni)c«.nfpioral)le w’ings 
As in despair, and witli hi.s sinevs’y neck 
Di.ssolved in .smhhm shock tliose linked ring.s, 
n’boii .soar — aa swift as .smoke from a volcano springs. 
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Wile bafllcfl wile, and strongUi encountered strength, 
Thus long, hut unprev'ailing : — the event 
Of thsh, pin-tcntous figlit a|)]>earcd at length : 

Until tlie lam]) of dny was almost spent 
It bail endured, when lifeless, stark, and rent. 

Hung high that iniglity Serpent, and at last 
Fell to the sea, tvhilo o’er the ta)ntinent. 

With elaTig of wings and scream the J'lagle past, 
Heavily borne awa}' on the exhausted blast. 

XV. 

And with it fled tho tempest, so that ocean 
And earth ami sky shone ilirongh the* atiiiosjihere - 
Only, it was strange to see the rod eoniniotion 
Of waves like mountains o’er the sinking .>p!iero 
Of snnset swei*]), and tiieir fierce roar to hear 
Amid tfie calm : down the stot*]) path 1 wtjund 
To the. sea sh<»re - the evening was most eleai’ 

And Ixwititnl, and there tho sea I found 
Calm as a eradled (diild in tlreamlo.s.s slumber bound. 

x\ I. 

There was a, woman, beautiful as morniiig, 

Sitting beneath the rocks uixui tho sajid 
Of tliG wa^tc S(\'i — fair as one llower a(h»niin ; 

All icy wiMevnc.'S- ea<-h delicate hand 
Lay crossed u]>*»n lier bosom, ami tbc band 
Of her dark liair had fallen, and so she sati^ 

Lot'kiiig iip<u) the waves ; on the bare strand 
Upon the .-ea-nirn'k a small boat di<l wait, 

Fcair as ber,seir, like l.eve by Hope left desolate. 

xvir. 

It seemed tliah this fair Sb.a])o had lookoil upon 

That unimaginable fight, and now 

That her sweet oyes were weary of the sun, 

As brigh.tly it illustrated her woti ; 

For m tlie tears whieh silently to ilow 
Panso«l not, its liistn* liung; .she watching aye 
The foam-wreaths wjiich tho faint ti<lo wove below 
Upon the spangled sands, groaned heavily. 

And after cNcry groan lookc’d np «-ver the sea. 

will. 

And wlien she saw the wounded Serpent make 
His path between the wa\cs her lip.s grew pale. 
Farted and ipiivored . the ti ars coasc<l tu break 
From her immovable eyes; m» voice of waii 
Kseaped her ; but she rose, am%oii tlu gale 
Loosening hf'r star-brigbt robe • iid shadowy hair. 
Poured forth her voiee : the caverns of the vah* 
That opened to the ocean, caught it there. 

And filled with silver soum^ the ovonio\\'iug air. 
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XIX. 

Slio apako in langiia^o whose strange melody 
Might not belong to earth. I heanl, alone, 

What made its iniisic more melodious be, 

The pity and the love of cjvcry tone ; 

But to tlie sn.'iko those accents sweet were known, 

His native tongue and hers ; nor did he beat 
The hoar spray idly then, but winding on 
Through the green sliadows of (In* Avaves (hat meet 
Xcar to the shore, did pause I'o.'^iae licr snowy feet. 

XX. 

Then on the sands the Woman sate again, 

And Avept ami clasped her hands, aiul all between, 

lleneAA'ed tin; unintelligible strain 

Other ineh^. lions \miee and elo<[uent mien ; 

And she unveiled lier bosom, and the gi’eeu 
And glancing sluulows of the sea did plii^’^ 

O'er its mariinu'eal depth one moment seen, 

For ere the nex(, the Serpent <li<l obey 
Her voice, and, coiled in rest, in her emln*acc it lay. 

XXI. 

Then she arose, and .smiletl on me Avith eyes 
Serene jet sorrowing, like that planet fair, 

WJiilc yet the day**’ght lingcrcth in fl'e skies 
Which cleaves a\ ith arrowy lH‘;ims the dark red air, 
And said : To grieve i.s Avise, hut tin's despiiir 
Was weak and vain which led thee iiere from sleep : 
This shalt thou know, and more, if thou dost dare 
With me and Avith this Serpent, o'er the dee]», 

A voyage divine and strange, eompaiiiunsliip to keep. 

XXII. 

Hci- A’oice Avas like the Avilde>.t, saddt'st tone. 

Yet sweet, of some loveil A^oice heard long ago. 

I Avept. Shall tlii> fair AATiman all alone 
Oa’oi* the sea Avitli that fierce Serpent go ? 

His head i.s on lier heart, and Avlio c;i.n know 

JIoAV soon he may devour his feeble prey 1 

Sucli AA’erc my tliouglits, Avheii the tide 'gan to flow ; 

A lid that sti'jiiige boat, like tlie moon's sliade did .sway 
Amid reflected star.s that in the Avater.M lay. 

XXIII. 

A boat of rare device, wliieh had no sail 
But lU oAvn curved prow of thin moonstone. 

Wrought like a web of texture fine ami frail, 

To cateli theisc gentlest winds whicli are imt kiiOAvn 
To breatlic, but by the steady s])eed almio 
W'ith whicli it cleaves the sjiarkling sea ; and now 
Wc are emhfirkeil, tlie iiiountains hang and frown 
Over the starry deep that gh>amH below 
A va-st and dim expanse, as o’er the waves wo go. 
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XXIV. 

Ana as we sailed, a strange and awful tale 
That Woman told, like such mysterious- dream 
As makes the slumberer’s cheek with -v/ouder pale ! 

^Twas midnight, and around, a shoreless stream, 

Wide ocean rolled, when that majestic theme 
Shrined in her heart found utterance, mid she bent 
Her looks oil mine; those eyes a kindling beam 
Of love divine into my spirit sent, 

And, ere her lips could move, made the air cloquent- 

XXV. 

Speak not to me, but hear ! much shalt thou learn, 

Miieh must remain unthoiight, and more untold, 

Jn the dark h'uture’s ever-flowing nrii : 

Know then, that from the depth of ages old 
Two Powers o’er mortal things dominion hold, 
lluling tTiO wm-ld with a divided lot, 

Immoi-t‘.d, all-])ervading, manifold. 

Twin (iomi, equal Gods — when life and thought 
Sprang forth, they burst the womb of inessential Nought. 

XX vr. 

The car! lost dweller of the world alone 
Stood on the verge of chaos ; Lo ! afar 
O’er the wide wild abyss two meteors ^iione, 

Sprung fr<iai t)ie deptli of its tenifiesfciious jar ; 

A l>l(ajd-re«l and the Morning Star 

Mingling tlieir bv^ams in combat- jih be stood 
Ail thoiigliN within his mind waged mutual war 
In dreadful sympathy — when to the flood 
That fail* star fell, ho turned and shed his brother’s blood, 

XXV II. 

Thus evil triiim})hed, and the Spirit of Evil, 

One Power of many shapes which none may know, 

One Shape of many names; the bdoml did revel 
In vietory, reigning o’er a world of wo'\ 

For i-he new race of man went to and fro, 

Famished and homeless, loathed and loathing, wild, 

Ami hating good — for his immortal foo 

H(' changed from starry shape, beauteous and mild, 

To a dire Siiiike, with man and be.ist unreconciled. 

XXVIII. 

The darkness lingering o’e; the dawn of things, 

Was Evil’s brcatli ami life : tl»is made him strong 
To soar aloft with overshadowing wings; 

And the great Spirit of Good di- i creep .mong 
The nations of mankind, and ewy tougno 
Cursed, and blasphemed him as lie past ; for none 
Knew good from evil, though their names were hung 
In moekery o’er the fane where luair' a groan, 
i King, and Lord, and Qud, the conquering Fiend did own. 

o 
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The Fiend, whose name was Legion ; Death, Decay, 
Eartliquake, and Blight, and Want, and Madness pale. 
Winged and wan disejusos, an array 
NiiTncrona as loaves that strew the autumnal gale ; 

Poison, a snake in ilowers, beneath the veil 
Of food and mirth, hiding his mortal head ; 

And, without whom all these might nonglit avail. 

Fear, Hatred, Faith, and Tyranny, wlio spivad 
Those subtle nets which snare the living and the dead. 

XXX. 

His spirit is their power, and tiny his slaves 
In air, in light, ami thought, ami language dwell ; 

And keep tlieu’ state from ]»alaees lo graves. 

In all resorts of .-.i 5. — -invisible ; 

But when, in ebon mirror, Nightmare foil. 

To tyrant or imjiostor bids them rise. 

Black winged demon forms -whom, from the hell. 

His reign and dwelling beneath nether skies, 

He loosens to their dark and hlastiiig ministries. 

X X \ r. 

Ill the world's youth hf.s empire was as firm 
As its foundations — soon tlie Spirit of (iood, 

Though in the likene.^j;, of a loathsome worm, 

Sprang from the billows of tbe formless llnod. 

Which shrank and lied; and with that liend of blootl 
Kenewed the doubtful war ■ -tbrniies tlieu fiivt shook, 

And earth’s immense and trampled multitude, 

111 hope on their own [)ower.s began to look, 

And Fear, the demon jialt*, Jiis sanguine shrine forsook. 

XX xn. 

Then Crcoco arose, and to its hnnls and sage-;, 

In dream tlie golden-pinioned ^Jenii eame. 

Even where they sle[»t amid the night <>f ages 
Htcepiug their hearts in the divinest llamo 
Which thy breath kindled, JV>wcr of holiest name ! 

And oft in cycles since, wlien darkm;.-s ga' e 
New wcai>ons to thy foe, their snnlike fame 
Upon th«j combat shone- a light to save, 

Like Paradise sjiread forth Ijeyoml the sluulowy grave. 

XXXIII. 

Siioli is this conflict — when mankind doth strive 
Witli its oppivs.sors in a sti ife of blood. 

Or when free thoughts, like liglitnings, are alive ; 

And in each bosom of the multitude 
Justic# and truth, with cicstoiu’s liydra brood, 

Wage silent war; — wlieii ju-ie.sts and kings dissemble 
In smiles or frowns their fierce disquietude, 

When round pure hc’arts, a liost of hopes assemble, 

The Snake and Eagle meet— the world’s foundations tremble 
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XXXTV. 

Thou hast beheld that fight — when to thy homo 
Thou dost return, steep not its hearth jfu tears ; 

Though tliou iiiay’st liear that earth is now become 
The tyrant’s garbage, which to his compeers, 

The vile reward of tlicir <lislionouro«l years, 
lie will dividing give. — The victor Fiend 
Omnipotent of yore, now cpiails, and fears 
His triuuijih dearly won, which soon will lend 
An imxnilso swift and sure to his approaching cud. 

XXXV'. 

List, stranger, list ! mine is a human fin-in. 

Like that thou wcarest —touch me — shrink not now ! 

JVIy hand thou feelst is not a ghost’s, but warm 
With human blood. — ’Twas many years ago, 

Since liivt my thirsting soul asj)ircd to know 
The seerol>i of tin’s w<.ndrous w'urld, wlicn deep 
My liourt v. as \)iercc<l with sympathy, for woe 
Which «'ould not be mine own — and thought <lid keep 
In dream, unnatural watch beside an infant’s sleep. 

XX xvr. 

Woe could net bo mine own, since far from men 
I dwelt, a fi to and hap]>y orphan cbihl, 

By tho sea diore, in a doep moniitaiu glen ; 

And near Ibe waves, and tlirough the forests wild, 

I roamed, to storm and darkness reconciled. 

Fur 1 was calm while tempest shook the sky : 

But, when ilio breathless heavens in beauty smiled, 

I wo]>t sweet tears, yet t(>o iiimultuoiisly 
For peace, and cla^pe^l my hands aloft in ecstasy. 

xxxvir. 

Tlicsc were forebodings of my fate. — Before 
A woman’s heart beat in my virgin breast, 

It bad been nnrtnred in divinest lore: 

A dying poet gave me books, and blest 
AVitli wild but holy talk the sweet unrest 
lii which I watche<l liim as ho died aw'ay — 

A youth witli Imary hair —a tloetiiig guest 
Of our buic mountains — and this lore did sway 
^ly is)>irit like a storm, contending there alway. 

xxxvm. 

Thus tho dark tale which hi- tovy doth inifohl, 

I knew, but not, inoiiunks, jis others know, 

For they wco]) not ; ami Wisdor* had unrolled 
Tho clouds which hide the gulf of mort d woo : 

To few can she tliat warning visWn show, 

For I loved all things with intense devotion ; 

So that when Hojio’s deep source in fullest How, 

Like cartlupiakc <lid ujdift the stagnant ocean 
Of human thoughts — mine shook beneath tho wulo emotion. 

Cl ^ 
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Wlien first tho living blood through all these veins 
Kindled a tliouglit sense, great France sprang forth 
And seized, as if to break, the ponderous t;luuua 
Which bind in woe the nations of tlie eartli. 

I saw, and started from my cottage hearth ; 

And to the clouds and waves in tameless gladness 
Shrieked, till they caught immcasni’ahlo mirth — 

And lauglicd in liglit and music : soon sweet madness 
Was poured upon my heart, a soft aj)d thrilling sadness. 

XL. 

Deep slumber fell on mo ; — my dreams were fire, 

Soft and delightful thoughts did rest ami hover 
Like shadows (fer my brain ; and strange desire 
The tem]^est of a passion, r;iging over 
My trampiil soul, its de]>ths with light did cover, 

Which past; ami calm, and darkness, sweeter far 
Came — thou I loved; but not a human lover 1 
For when I rose from sleep, the Morning Star [wen 

Shone through the woodbine wreaths which round my casement 

XTX 

’Tw'as like an eye which seemed to smile on me. 

I watched till, by sun made pale, it sank 
Under tho billows of the heaving sea ; 

Hut from its beams deep love my spirit drank. 

Ami to my biviiji the boundless world now shrank 
Into one thought— one imago —yea, foi* ever ! 

Even like the day’s-apriug, poured on vapours dank, 

The beams of that one star did shoot and ipiiver 
Through my benighted mind — and were extinguished never. 

XLir. 

The day past thus : at night, methouglit in dream 
A shape of speechless beauty <lid appetar; 

It stood like liglit on a careering stream 
Of golden clouds which shook the atmosphere ; 

A winged youth, his radiant bi'ovv did wear 
Tho Morning Stai* : a wild dissolving bliss 
Over my frame he breathed, approacliing near, 

And bent his eyes of kindling touderness 
Near mine, and on my lips impressed a lingering kiss, 

XLIII. 

And said : A Spirit loves thee, mortal maiden, 

Ilow wilt thou prove thy worth ? Tli(*n joy and sleep 
Together fled ; iny soul was deeply laden, 

And to the shore 1 w’eiit to muse and weep ; 

Blit as I moved, over my heart did creej) 

A joy less soft, but more profound and strong 
Tlian my sweet dream ; and it forbade to keep 
The jiath of the sea-shore : that iSpirit’s tongue 
Seemed whispering in my heart, and bore my steps along. 
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How, to tlhat vast and peopled city led, 

Whicli was a field of holy warfare tlioiV 
I walked among the dying and the dead, 

And shared in fearless deeds with evil men, 

Calm as an angel in the dragon’s den- - 
How I braved cleath for libci*ty and truth, 

And sjmrued at peace, and power, and fame ; and when 
Those liopcs had lost the glory of their youth, 

How sadly I returned — might move the hearer’s ruth. 

xnv. 

Warm tears throng fast ! the talc may not bo said — 
Know then, that when this grief had been subdued, 

I was n<.)t left, like others, cold and tlead; 

The Spirit whom T loved in solitude 
Sustaiiife'd his child: the tempest-shaken wood, 

The waves, the fountains, Jiud the liiish of night — 
Those were his voice, and well 1 understood 
His smile tliviiio when the calm sea was bright 
With silent stai’s, and Heaven was breathless with delight. 
xLvr. 

In lonely glens, amid the roar of rivers, 

When the Jiiu nights were moonless, have 1 known 
Joys wliii li no tongue can tell; my pale lip <jiiivers 
AVIk'ij thought ;‘'>vi.sits them ; — know tiioii alone, 

Tliat after many wondrous years wore flown, 

I was aw’akoivcd. l>y a slu’iek of w'oo ; 

And over mo a mystic robe was tbrowm, 

Hy viewless luinds, and a bright star did glow 
Before my steps — tlie {Snake thou met liis mortal foe. 

X LVII. 

Thou feav’st not th-*.n the Serpent on tliy heart ? 

Fear it ! sIkj said w itli brief and ptissionate cry, 

And spake no more ; that sileueo luado me start — 

I looked, and we were sailing pleasantly, 

{Sw'ift as a cloud betw’cen the sea and sky, 

B(meath the rising moon seen far away; 

Mountains of ice, like sajiphire. pileil tm high 
Hemming tlio boi izon round, in silence lay 
On the still w'aters, — these W’e did approach ahvay. 

XLvm. 

And swift and swifter grew ihe vessel’s motion, 

So that a diz/y trance fell on my brain — 

Wild music woke me : we had osist tli'' ocean 
Whicli girds the pole, Nature's remot st reign — 

And we glode fast o’er a pelliu^l plain 
Of waters, azure with th- noon tide «lay. 

Ethereal mountains shone around — a Faiio 
Stood in the midst, girt by gi'cen isles which lay 
[On the blue auimy deep, resplendent far away. 
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It was a Temple, such as mortal hand 
Has never built, iioiV ecstasy, or dream, 

Kearcd in the cities of enchanted land : 

’Twas likest Heaven, ere yet day’s pnride streak 
ISbbs o’er the western feres t, while the gleam 
Of the uuriseii moon among the clouds 
Is gathering — when with many a golden b(;am 
The thronging constellations rush in crowds. 

Paving w'ith fire the sky and the marmoreal Hoods. 

jj. 

Like what may be conceived t)f this vast dome, 

When from the deptlis which thouglifc can seldom pierce 
Genius beholds ii bis native home. 

Girt by the deserts of the L’uiveisc, 

Yet, nor in jiain ting’s light, or mightier verse, • 

Or sculpture’s marble language, can invest 
That shape to mortal sense— such g]oi>ms immerse 
That mconnnunicable sight, and rest 
Upon the labouring brain ami ovcr-biirtlicucd breast. 

1 . 1 . 

Winding among the lawny i.slands fair. 

Whose bloomy forests .-.tarred the sliadowy deep, 

Tlic wingless boat ])au.sed where an i^ory stair 
Its fretwork in tlie crystal sea <lid .-teep, 

Encircling that vast Fane’s alu-iul h(‘ap : 

We disembarked, and through a i)ortal wi<lc 
Wo pa.sse<l — wlni.se roof t»f moonsttuic cai'vcd, di«l keep 
A glimmering o'er tlio forms on e\ ery .si(h*, 

IScuJptiircs like life and thought ; imiiiovahlc, doep-oyed. 

nir. 

We came to a vast hall, whose glorious roof 

Was diamond, which had drunk the Jightning’.s .sheen 

In darkne.s.s, ami now poured it through tlie woof 

Of spell-inwoven clouds liimg there to .sci oen 

Its blinding .splendour — through such veil was seen 

That work of .subtlest ])owcr, divine ami rai e; 

Orb above orb, with starry shape.s betvviicu, 

And horned moons, and meteors strange and fair. 

On night-black columns poised— one hollow hemisphere ! 

T.llf. 

Ten thou.sand columns in that tpiiveriug light 
Distinct — between wiiose shafts wound far away 
The long and labyrinthine aisles - move bright 
With their own radiance than the Heaven of Day ; 

And on the jasper walls artftind, there lay 
Paintings, the jiucsy of iiiigliticst thought, 

Wliich did the {Spirit’s htstory di.'^play ; 

A tale of pas.sionate ehango, divinely taught. 

Which, in theii’ winged dance, uueon.sciou.‘< Genii wrought. 
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Beneath, there sate on many a sapphire throne. 

The great, wlio had ilcparted from mai^iiid, 

A mighty Senate ; some whose white liair shone 
Like mountain snow, mild, beautiful, and blind. 

Some, female forms, whoso gestures beamcil with mind ; 
And ardent youths, and children bright and fair ; 

And some liad lyres whose strings were intertwined 
AVith pale and clinging flames, which over there 
AA'aked faint yet thrilling sounds that pierced the crystal air. 
i.v. 

One scat was v.acant in the mi<lst, a throne, 

Ucared on a jiyraniid like scidptiired llamc, 

Distinct witli (;ircliiig steps which rested on 
Their own deep lire — soon its the woman came 
Into that hall, sli».* shrieked the Sj)irit\s name 
And fell ; and vanishe<l slowly from the sight. 

Darkness arose from lier dissolving frame, 

Which gatlieriug, filled that dome of woven light, 

Blotting its sphei*cd .stars with supernatural night. 

lAI. 

Then fiist two glittering lights were seen to glide 
In circles ai llie amothystino floor, 

►Small serpent tnes trailing from side to side, 

Lik<! meteors on a river’s gnissy shore, 

Thi‘y round each other rolled, dilating more 
And more- -tiien rose, commingling into one, 

One clear and mighty planet hanging o'er 
A cloud of deepcjit sJiaduw Avhieh was thrown 
Athwart the gh wing steps and the crystalline throne. 

Lvir, 

The cloud which rested on that cone of llamo 
AVas cloven : beneath the ]»lanct sate a Form, 

Fairer tlnin tongue can speak or thought may frame, 

'J’hc rafliaiice of whoso limbs rosc-lLko and w'arm 
Flow'cd forth, ainl did with softest light inform 
The shadow'y dome, the sculptures, and the state 
Of those assembled shapes — with clinging charm 
Sinking u\)on tlieir hearts and mine -lie sale 
Aiajestic yet most mild — calm, yet compassionate. 

T.VllI. 

AVonder and joy a p .ssing laiutno.ss threw 
Over my bivjw' — a hand support* d me, 

AVhose touch w’as magic streiig Ji : an ye of blue 
Ijookcd into mine, like moonligiit, s»» dliingly ; 

And a voice said — Thou miist% listener bo 
This day — two mighty spirits now return, 

Like birds of calm, fr«)m the worh^’s raging sca. 

They pour fresh light from Hope's immortal urn : 

A tale of human power — despair not — list and iearu ! 
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Lix. 

I looked, and lo ! one stood forth elociuontly, 

His eyes were darki^nd deep, and the clear brow 
AVhicli shadowed them was like the iiiorniug sky, 

The cloudless Heaven of Spring, when in their flow 
Through the bright air, tlie soft winds as they blo*v 
Wake the green world — his gestuivs did obey 
Tlie oracular mind that made bis fealiires glow, 

And where his cuived lips half o)'en lay. 

Passion’s divinest stream had made impetuous way. 

I.X. 

Heneath the darkness of his outspread liaij* 

He stood thus brn .diful : but there was One 
Who sate beside him like his shadow there, 

And held his hand- -far lovelier — she was known 
To be thus fair by the few lines alone 
Which through her floating locks and gathered cloke, 
Glances of soul-dissolving glory, slionc : 

None else beheld her eyes, in liim they W(»ke 
Memories which found a tongue, as thus he silence broke. 


CANTO IT. 


Ti£E star-light smile of children, the sweet looks 
Of women, tlio fair breast from which I fed, 

The iiinrmur of the nureposiug brooks, 

And the green light which, shifting ovcrheatl, 

Some tangled bower of vines aronmi mo shed, 

Tlie .shells on the sea-sand, and the wilil iloAvers, 

The lfiin])-light through the r:»ftera chtM*rly spread, 

And on the twining flax -in life’s young hours 
These sights and sounds did nurse my spirit’s folded power 

11 . 

In Argolis beside the echoing s«*a, 

Sucli impulses within my iiiortul frame 
Arose, and they were dear to memory, 

Like tokens of the dead : — but others came 
Soon, in another shape : tli«, wondrous fame 
Of the past world, the vital w'onls and deeds 
Of minds w'hom neither time nor change c.'ui tanu;, 
Traditions dark and old, whence evil creeds 
Start forth, and whose dim shade a stream of poison feeds. 
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in. 

I heard, as all have heard, the various story 
Of hiiman life, and wept unwilling teaiA. 

Feeble historians of its shame and glory, 

False disputants on all its hopes and fears, 

Victims who woi’sliij>ped ruin, — chroniclers 
Of <liiily scorn, and slaves who loatliod their state ; 

Yet flattering })OWcr had given its ministers 
A throne of judgment in the grave — ’twas fate, 

That among such as these my youth should seek its mate, 

IV. 

The land in which I lived, by a fell bane 
Was withered up. Tyrants dwelt side by side. 

And stabled in our homes, — until the chain 
Stifled the captive’s cry, and to abide 
That bl*.sting curse inoii had no sliamc — all vied 
In evil, slave and despot ; fear with lust 
Strange fellowship through mutual hate had tied. 

Like two d;n*k serpents tangled in the dust. 

Which on the paths of men their mingling poison thrust. 

V. 

Earth, our bright homo, its mountains and its waters. 

And the crlir'rcal simpes wliich are suspended 
Over its gr<'eu <'X][>anse, and those fair daughters, 

The clouds, of iSuii and Ocean, who have hlonded 
The colours of the air since first extended 
It cradled the >oung world, none wniulered forth 
7\) see or feel : a ilarkncss li;ul <lcseended 
On every heari, : the light which b1h>ws its worth, 

Must among gcmle thoughts and fearless take its birth. 

VI. 

This vital world, this home of ha]»py spirits, 

Was as a dungeon to my blasted kind, 

All that despair from murdered hope inherits 
They sought, and in their helpless misery blind, 

A deeper prison and lieavier chains did liud, 

And stronger tyrants : — a dark «/ulf before, 

Tl'e realm of a stern Uulor, yawned; behind, 

Terror aiul Time conflicting drove, and bore 
On their tempestuous flood the shrieking wretch from shore. 

VK. 

Out of that Ocean’s wn cks had Guilt and Woo 
Framed a dark dwelling for thei-. Iiomel ss thought, 

And, starting at tlio ghosts whicl'- to aiM fro 
Olido o’er its dim and gloomy sLund, had brought 
The worship thence which thcy%ach other tauglifc. 

Well might men loathe their life, well might they turn 
b>en to the ills again tiom whicli they sought 
jrn I’ofuge after death ! — well might they leai ii 
[AO gaze on this fair world with liopoiess uneonovi-u 1 
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VIll. 

For they all pined in bondage ; body and sonl. 

Tyrant .and slave, victim .and torturer, bout 
Before one Power, to which supreme control 
Over their will by their own weakiiess lent. 

Made all its many names omnii^otent ; 

All symbols of things evil, all ilivinc ; 

And hyuiiis of blood or moclcery, which rent 
The air from all its fanes, did intortwino 
Imposture’s impious toils round cacli discordant shrine. 

IX. 

I he.ard, .as all have he.ard, life’s various story. 

And in no careless lieart transcribed the tale ; 

But, from the sneers of men who had grown lioary 
In shame and scorn, irom groans of ci’owds made [)alo 
By famine, from a mother’s desolate wail s 

O’er her polluted child, from innoccut blood 
Poured oii the earth, and brows anxious and pale 
With the ho.art’s wai'farc ; did 1 gather food 
To feed my many thoughts : — a tameless multitude. 

X. 

I wandered through the mocks of days dcpartetl 
Far by the desolated shore, when even 
O’er the still sea and jagged islets darte<l 
The light of mooiirise ; in the nortliern noaven. 
Among the clouds near the liori/.oii driven, 

The mountains lay beneath one ijlanet pale ; 

Around mo broken tombs and colunins riven 
Looked vast in twilight, and the sorrt)\viiig gale 
Waked in those ruins grey its everlasting wail i 

XI. 

I knew not who had framed these wonders then, 

Nor had 1 heard the story of their ileeds ; 

But dwellings of a race of mightier men, 

And monuments of less vuigeutle creeds 
Tell their own tale to liim wlio wisely lieeds 
The language which they speak ; and ni>w, t«» me 
The moonlight making pale the blooming W(*eds, 

I’lie bright stars sliiniug in the breatlilcss sea, 
luterprcted tlioso scrolls tif mortal my-'-teiy. 

xir. 

Sucli man has been, and such may yet beconui 1 
Ay, wiser, greater, genthn*, even than they 
Who on the fragments of yon .shattered dome 
Have stamped the sign of ])Ower — I ftdt the sway 
Of tJ}e vast sti’cam of .-igcs^oear away 
My floating thoughts- -my heart be.at loud and fast - 
Kven as a storm lot loose beneath the ray 
Of the still moon, iny spirit onward past 
Beneath truth’s steady beams uiion its tumult cast. 
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XIIT. 

It shall be thus no more ! too long, too long. 

Sons of the glorious dead ! have ye hiin* bound 
In darkness and in ruin. — Hope is strong. 

Justice and Truth their winged cJiild have found - 
Awako ! arise ! until tho mighty sound 
Of your career shall scatter in its gust 
Tho tln’onos of the oppressor, and tlie ground 
Hide tho last altar’s unregarded dust, 

Whose Idol has so long betrayed your impious trust. 

XIV. 

It must be so — I will arise and waken 
The multitude, and like a sulphurous hill, 

AVhich on a sudden from its snows had shaken 
The swoon of ages, it shall burst, and fill 
The woiid with cleansing fire ; it must, it wull — 

It may not be restrained !— -and who shall stand — 

Ami<l the rocking earthquake stedfast still, 

But Laon ! on high Freedom’s desert land 
A tower whose marble walls the leagued storms withstand ! 

XV. 

One summer night, in commune with tho hope 
Tims deeidy fed, amid those ruins grey 
I watched bem alli the dark .sky’s stany cope; 

And ever from lliat lunir upon mo lay 
Tho burthen of Niis hope, ami night or day, 

111 vision or in dream, clove to my breast : 

Among maukind, or wlieii gone far away 
To the lone sIioivks and luouiitains, ’twas a guest, 

Which followed waeru J lied, aiul watched when I did rest. 
XV r. 

These liopes found words through wdiieh my spirit sought 
To weave a bondage of such sympathy 
As might create some response to the thought 
Which ruled me Jiow— and as the vapours lio 
Bright ill the outsj*rca<l morning’s ra<lianc\% 

So were those thoughts invested with tho light 
Of language ; ami all bosoms made reply 
On which its lustre streamed, wlieiie’cr it might 
Thro' darkness wide ami deep those tranced spirits smite. 

XV : I. 

Yea, many an eye with dizzy Uars was dim, 

And oft 1 thought to chvsp my owui heart’s brother, 

When 1 could feel the listener’s senses, s .'im. 

And hear his bi-eath its own swift gaspings smother 
Even as my wmnls cv<iked them — ami another, 

And yet anotliei’, I did fondly deem, 

Felt that we all w^ere sons of one great mother j 
And the cold truth such sad reverse til«l seem. 

As to awake in grief from some delightful dream. 
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XVIII. 

Yes, oft beside the ruined labyrinth 

Which skirts the htiaiy caves of the green deep, 

Did Laon and his friend on one grey plinth, 

Round whose worn base the wild waves hiss and leap. 
Resting at evo, a lofty converse keep : 

And that his friend was false, may now bo said 
Calmly — that ho like other men could weep 
Tears which are lies, and could beti'jiy and s])rcad 
Snares for that guileless heart which for his own had bled. 

XIX, 

Then, Iiad no gi’eat aim roconipensetl iny sorrow, 

I must have sought dark respite from its stress — 

III dreamless rest, iu :-lecp that sees no morrow — 

For to tread life’s dismaying wilderness 
Without one smile to cheer, one voice to bless. 

Amid the snares and scriffs of human kind. 

Is hard — but I betrayed it not, nor less 
With love that scornc<l return, sought to unbind 
The intenvoveii clouds which make its wisilom blind. 

XX. 

With deuthle.ss minds, which leave whore they have past 
A path of light, inj’ soui communion knew ; 

Till from that gloi-ious intercourse, at last, 

As from a mine of magic store, I <lrcvv 

Words which ivoro weapons; — round my heart there grew 

The adamantine arnionr of their power, 

And from iny fancy wings of golden huo 
Sprang forth -yet not alone from wisdom’s tower, 

A minister of truth,- -tli esc plumes young Laon boro. 

XXI. 

An orphan with my parent.^ lived, whose cyo.s 
Were load-stars of dc’ight, which drew mo liomo 
When I might wander forth ; nor did 1 prize 
Aught human thing beiioatli Heaven''s mighty dome 
Reyoiid this child : so when sad hours vvero come, 

Md h aflicd ho [)0 like ice still clung to me, 

Since kin were col<l, and friend.s had ik»w liecomo 
Heartless and false. I turned from all to bo, 

Cytbna, the only source of tears and smiles to thee. 

XXII. 

What wert thou then ? A child m<jst infantine. 

Yet wandering far beyond that innocent ago 
In all but its sweet looks and mien divine ; 

Even then, methouglit, witli tlie world’s tyrant rage 
A patient warfare tliy yoibig lieai*t did wage, 

Wlicii those soft eyes of scarcely conscious thought. 

Some tale, or tliine own fancies, would engage 
To overflow w'ith tcai*s, or converse fraught 
With passion, o’er their di*i>ths its fleeting light had wrought. 
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XXIII. 

She moved upon this earth a shape of brightness, 

A power, tliut from its objects scarcely jlrow 
One impulse of her being — in her lightness 
Most like some radiant cloud of morning dew 
Which wanders through the waste air’s pathless blue, 

To nourish some hir desert ; she did seem 
Beside me, gathei'ing beauty as she grew. 

Like the bright shade of some immortal dream 
WliicU walks, when tempest sleeps, the wave of life’s dark stream. 

XXIV. 

As mine own shadow was this child to me, 

A second self, far dearer and more fair ; 

Which clothcfi in undissolving radiancy 

All those steep ])aths which languor and despair 

Of humjju things had made so dark and bare, 

But which T trod alone —nor, till bereft 
Of friends, and overcome by lonely care, 

Know T what solace for that loss was left, 

Though by a bitter w'ound my trusting heart was cleft. 

XXV. 

Once slie was dear, now she was all I bad 
To love in hiiimiii life — this ])laymate sweet, 

This child oC tsvtdve years old — so she was made 
My sole assuelati , and her wdlling feet 
AVaiidorod with mine where earth ainl ocean meet, 

Beyond the aih’ial mountains whose vast cells 
The imrcp(»sing billows ever beat, 

TJirongh forests wide and ohl, and lawny dells. 

Where boughs of incense droop over the emerahl wells. 

XXVI. 

And warm .and ligld- T felt her clasping hand 
AVlien twined in mine : she followed where I went, 

Through the lone paths of our immorful land. 

It had no w.aste, but some memorial lent 
Which strung me to my toil — ^sonie monument 
Vital with mind: then Cythiia by my side, 

Until the bright and beaming (h;y were spent, 

AN ouhl rest, with looks entrcjiting to abitle, 

I’oo eiirucst and too sweet ever to be denied. 

XWIl. 

And soon I coidd have refused her — finis 
For ever, day and night, we two \,’ere ne’er 
Tartcd, but wlien brief sleep di\ vied ii.‘ ; 

And, when tlio pauses of the lul'ing .ait 
Of noon beside the sea bad maiki a lair 
For her soothed senses, in my .arms she slept, 

And I kept watch over her slumber^ there, 

AA;hilo, as the shifting visions over her sweiit. 

Amid her innocent rest by turns she smiled and wept. 
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XXVIII. 

And, in tlio murmur of lier dreams, was Iic.ird 
Sometimes the nanm of Laon ; — suddenly 
She would arise, and, like the secret bird 
Whom sunset wakens, fill the shore and sky 
With her sweet accents — a wild melody ! 

Hymns which my soul had woven to Freedom, strong 
The source of passion, whence they rose to be 
Triumidiaiit strains, which, like a spirit’s tongue. 

To the enchanted waves that child of glory sung. 

XXIX. 

IFcr white arms lifted through the shnilowy strenm 
Of her loose hair — oh, excellently great 
Seemed to me Hk-'^ my i>urpo.se, the vast theme 
or those impassioned .songs, when Cythna sate 
Amid the calm w’hich rapture doth create 
After its tumult, her heart vibrating. 

Her s])irit o'er the ocean’s floating state 
From her deep eyes far wandering, on tbe wiu,g 
Of visions that were mine, beyond its utmost spring. 

\xx. 

For, befori' Oythna loved it, inul my song 
Peopled with thoughts uic boundless uihncv^o, 

A mighty congregation, which w’ere. strong 
WhoreVr they trod tlio darkness to disj>cr-J! 

The cloud of that niuittcrahlo ciuvjc 

Which clings upon mankind : — all things became 

Slaves to my holy and heroic verse, 

Karth, ssca, and sky, the idanets, life, and faiiH', 

And fate, or wliate’cr else binds the world’s wondrous frame. 

XXXI. 

And this beloved child thus felt tlie sway 
Of my conceptions, gathering like a cloud 
The very wind on whicli it rolls away : 

Hers too w’crc all my thouglits, ere yet, ondow'e«l 
With mu.sic and witJi light, their fountains flowed 
In poesy ; and her still and earnest face, 

Pallid with feelings which intensely glowod 
Within, w’as turned on mine xvith .‘^])eeehh‘ss grace. 

Watching the Lopes which there her heart laid learned to truer. 

XXX IT. 

In me, communion with this ]airest being 
Kindled intenser zeal, and made me wise 
In knowlcilge, which in hers mine owui mind seeing, 

I^eft in the human world few my.stcrio.s : 

How’ without fear of evil (ig; disgui.se 

Wa.s Pythna !— w'hat a spirit strong and mild, 

Which death, or ]>ain, or peril, could dcsjiisc, 

Yet melt in tenderness ! what genius w'ild, 

Yet mighty, w'as inclosed within one simple child ! 
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xxxiir. 

New loi'o w;is this — olil age witli its grey liaii*, 

Aufl wrinkled legetids of unworthy thiijgs, 

And icy sneers, is nought ; it cannot djire 
To burst the chains which life for ever liings 
On the entangled soul’s aspiring wings, 

So is it cold and cruel, and is made 

The careless slave of that dark power which brings 

Evil, like blight on man, who, still betrayed, 

Laughs o’er tlie grave in which his living hopes are laid. 

XX XIV. 

Nor art' tin' strong and the severe to keep 
The empire of the world : thus Cythna taught 
Even in tlie visions of her clofpient sloe]), 

IJuconsciiMis of the ]>ower through which she wrought 
The woof of such iiitclligible thought, 

As from* th< tranquil strength which cradled lay 
In her smile- peopled rest, my spirit sought 
Why the deeciver and the slave has sway 
O’er liorjihls so divine of truth’s arising day. 

XXXV. 

Within that fairest form, the female mind 
Untainted the; poison clouds Avhich rest 
On the dai Iv world, a sacn)(l home did thnl : 

Hub else, from the wi<lo eai*tirs maternal breast, 

A'i(;tofious Evil, which had dispossest 

All native power, had tlioso fair children torn. 

And made tlnan slaves to soothe his vile imicMt, 

Ain I minister to lust, its joys forlorn, 

’Pill they had lea* nod to breathe the atmosphere of scorn. 

XXXVI. 

This misery was but coldly felt, till she 
Hoca.mo my only friend, who had indued 
My pur])0S(5 with a wider sympathy; 

Thus, Oytliiia mourned with mo the servitude 
In which the lialf of humankind were mewed, 

Victims of lust, and hate, the slaves of slaves ; 

Slu; mourntid that grace and ])o,n or were thrown us food 
d\j the hyena lust, wlio, among graves, 

Over his loathed meal, laughing in agony, raves. 

XX” VII. 

And T, still ga/ing on Oiat glo.nous child, 

Even as these thoughts fiii.shcd o\r her : — Cythna sweet. 
Well with tin; world art thou unnicoiiei od ; 

Never will peace and human nat ire meet, 

Till free am I eciual man aird wojpian greet 
Doinestie jjcace ; and ore this power can make 
In human hearts its calm and holy scat, 

^ This slavery must bo broken as 1 spake, 
hroin Cythiia’s eyes a light of exultation brak^ . 
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XXXVIII. 

She replied earnestly : — It shall be mine. 

This task, mine, Ls^oii ! — thou Iiast much to gain ; 

Nor wilt thou at poor Cythna’s lu'idc repine, 

If she should lead a liappy female train 
To meet thee over the rejoicing plain, 

"When myriads at thy call shall throng around 
The Golden City.” — Then the chihl did stmin 
My arm upon her ti emulous heart, and wound 
Her own about my neck, till some reply she found. 

XXXIX- 

I smiled, and spake not. — ** Wlieroforo dost thou smile 
At what 1 say 1 Laon, I am not weak, 

And, though my cheek might become pale the while, 
"With thee, if thou dcsirest, will I seek 
Through their array of banded slaves to wreak 
Iluiu upon the tyrants. I had thought 
It was more hard to turn 1113 ’ unpractised cheek 
To scorn and shame, and tliis beloved sjiot 
And tJico, O dearoct friend, to leave and uiiinniir not 

XL. 

“"Whence came I what T anil Thou, T^aoii, knowest 
How a j'oung child should thu.s undaunted bo ; 
IMcthinks, it is a power ivhich thou bc'stowest, 

Through which 1 seek, by most rcsoml)liug tliec, 

So to become most good, and great, and free ; 

Yet far beyond this Ocean’s utmost roar 
In towers and huts are many like to me, 

W ho, could tho^’’ sec thine c.ve.s, or feel such lore 
As 1 have learnt from them, like me would fear no more. 

XU. 

“ Tliinkost thou that I shall speak unskilfully, 

AikI none will hec<l mol 1 remember now, 

How once, a slave in torture.s doome<l to die. 

Was saved, because in accents sweet .and low 
He sang a song liis .Judge loved long ago. 

As be was led to death. — All shall i*clcnt 
Who hear mo — tears fis mine have llowed, sliall flow. 
Hearts beat as mine now beats, with sneli intent 
As renovates the worhl ; a will omnipotent ! 

Xl.ll. 

Yes, I will tread Pride’s gohicn palaces, 

Through l^enur 3 '’H roidless huts and sjpialid cells 
Will I descend, where’er iji abjeciness 
Woman witli some vile .slave her tyrfint dwells. 

There with the music of Vdiie own sweet spells 
Will disenchant the cax>tivos, and will pour 
For the despairing, from the crystal wells 
Of thy deep spirit, reason’s mighty lore, 

And power shall then abound, .and hoiie arise once more. 
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XTilll. 

Can mail be free if woman bo a slave 1 
Chain one who lives^ and breathes this boundless ah' 

To the corruption of a closed grave ! 

Can they whoso mates are beasts, condemned to bear 
Scorn, heavier far than toil or anguish, dare 
To trample their oppressors) In their home 
Among their babes, thou knowest a curse would wear 
The shnjie of woman — hoary crime would come 
Behind, and fraud rebuild religion’s tottering dome. 

XLIV. 

. ** T am a child : — I woidd not yet depart. 

When I go forth alone, hearing the lamp 
Aloft wliioh thou hast kindled in my heart, 

Millions of slaves from many a dungeon damp 
Shall lo;ni in joy, as the benumbing cramp 
Of ages os their limbs — no ill may harm 

Thy Cyi’ina over — imth its railiant stami) 

Iftis fixcil, <*is an invulnerable cliarni. 

Upon her childrens brow, dark falsehood to disarm. 

xi.v. 

'‘Wait yet nnhilc for the appointed day — 

Thou wilt '] opart, and 1 witii tears shall stand 
Watching fliy »lini sail skirt the ocean grey; 

Ami<l the <l\vcllors of this lonely land 
I shall remain alone — and thy command 
Shall thou dissolve the world’s umpiiet tniin'C, 

And, multitiKliuous as the. desert sand 
Borne on tlie storm, its millions shall advanee, 

Thronging round thee, the light of their deliverance. 

XI. VI. 

“ Then, like the foiests of some pathles.s mountain. 

Which from remot(?.st gleii.s two warring wimls 
Involve in lire, wliieb not the loosene«l ibuutain 
Of broadest Hoods might quench, shall all the kinds 
Of evil catch from our uniting minds 
The s]iark which must consume them ; — Cytlma then 
Will have cast olf the imjiotcnco tiiat bind.s 
Her childhood now, and through the paths of men 
iWill pass, as the channed binl that haunt-s the serpent’s den. 

Xl.s 11. 

“We part !— () Laon, I must <iarc, nor treniblo, 

To meet those looks no more !— I'U, he:r y stroke ! 

Sweet brother of my soul ; can 1 ‘lissciuMe 
The agony of this thought?" — ^A^ thus slic spoke 
Tliegatliorcd sobs her qiiiv-ring aiceiits broke. 

And in my arms she hid her beating breast. 

I remained still for tears —sudden sbe woke 

r As one awakes from sleep, and w ildly prest 
y bosom, her whole frame impetuously possest. 
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XLVIIT. 

“ We part to meet again — ^but yon blue waste, 

Yon desert wide afid deep, holds no recess 
Within whoso happy silence, thus embraced 
We might survive all ills in one caress: 

Nor doth the grave — T fear ’tis pjissionless - 
Nor yon cold vacant Heaven : — we meet again 
Within the minds of men, whose lips sliall bless 
Our memory, and Avliose hopes its Jiglit retain 
When these dissevered bones are trothleii in tho plain.” 

XLIX. 

I could not sj^eak, though she had censod, for now 
The fountains of her feeling, swift and deep. 

Seemed to suspen 1 +he tumult of theij- f!o\v; 

So we arose, and by the star-light stc'o}) 

AVent bomeward— neither did we speak nor woo]>, 
But pale, were calm. — With passion thus subdued, 
Like evening shades that o’er the mountains creep, 
Wo movc<l towards our home ; where, in this mood, 
Each from the other souglit refuge in solitude. 


CANTO III. 


AVuat thoughts had sway o’er Cythna’s lonely slumber 
That night, I know not; but my own did seem 
As if they might ten thousand years outnumber 
Of waking life, the vision.s of a tlream, 

W’hich hid in one <lim gulf tlie troubled stream 
Of mind ; a boundless chaos wild and vast, 

Whose limits yet were never iiicmovy's tliemo : 

And 1 lay struggling as its whirlwinds ])ast. 

Sometimes fur r5ij)ture sick, sometimes for pain aghast. 


Twohou]*s, whose mighty circle did cjmbracc 
More time than might make grey tlic infant world. 
Rolled thiLs, a weary and tumultuous si)aec : 

When the third came, like mist on hrcc'zes curled, 

From my dim sleep a shftclow was unfurled ; 

Methought, upon the thrasliold f>f a cave 
I sate with Cythna ; drooping hriony, ])earlc(l 
With dew from the wild streamlet’s shattered wave. 
Hung, where wc sate, to taste tho joys which Nature gave. 
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in. 

We liven a day as wo were wont to live, 

But nature had a robe of glory on, $ 

And the bright air o’er every shape did weave 
®Intenser hues, so that the herbless stone, 

Tlie leafless bough among the leaves alone. 

Had being clearer than its own could be, 

And Cytlina’s pure and I’adiant self was shown 
In this strange vision, so divine to me. 

That if I loved before, now love was agony. 

IV. 

Mf)rn fled, noon came, evening, then night descended, 
i\nd we ])rt)longod calm talk beneath tlio sphere 
Of the calm moon — when, suddeiily^ w'as blended 
With onr rejiosc a nameless sense of fear ; 

And froni the cave behind I seemed to hear 
Soniids gatliering upwards ! — accents incomplete, 

And stifled .shrieks, — and now, more near and near, 

A tunndt and a rush of thronging feet 
The cavern’s secret depth.s beneath the earth did beat. 

V. 

TI.o scene was changed, and away, away, away ! 
Tlirough the air and over the sea we sped, 

And CythuM, in n v slu'ltonng bosom lay. 

And tlie winds boro me ; — tbrongh the darkness spread 
Around, tlie g^a[»mg earth tlion vomited 
Lcgi<)iis of foul and ghastly shapes, which hung 
Upon my flight ; and over as we fled, 

Tlicy iilucked at (^vthna — soon to me then clung 
A .sense of actual thing.s tho.se iiumstrous dreams among. 

VI. 

And I lay struggling in the impotence 
Of sleep, while outward life had burst its bound, 
Tliougli, .still <leluded, .strove the tortured sense 
To its dire wanderings to adapt the sruiid 
Which in the light of morn w;is poured around 
Our dwelling — breathless, pale, and unaware 
1 rose, and all the cottage crowded found 
With armed men, who.se glittc’.Mg swords were bare, 
And whose degraded limbs the tyrant’s garb did wear. 

vrr. 

And ere with rapid lips and gathered brow 
I could dcinand the ■.au.se — a feeble shriek — 

It was a feeble shriek, faint, far, .-nd low, 

Arrested me — luy mien grew ca.ni and neck. 

And, grasping a small knife, I wj.«lt to seek 
That voice among the crowd— 'twas Cythna’s ciy ! 
Beneath most calm resolve di»l agony wreak 
Its whirl wdnd rage : — so 1 past quietly 
Till I beheld, where bound, that dcaiost child lid lie. 

u 2 



100 


THE REVOET OF ISLAiU. 


VIII. 

I started to behold her, for delight 
Aud exultation, and.a joyancc free, 

Solemn, serene, and lofty, filled the light 
Of the calm smile with which she looked on me : 

So that I feared some brainless ecstacy, 

Wrought from that bitter woo, had wildorcd hei' 
'‘Farewell ! farewell !” she said, as I drew uigb. 

“At first my peace was iuarre<l by th's strange stir, 
Now I am calm as truth — its chosen minister. 

l.V. 

“ Look not so, Ijaon — ^say farewell in hope : 

These bloody men are but the slaves who boar 
Their mistress to her task — it was riiy scope 
The slaveiy where they di*ag me now, to sliare, 

And aiiioiig captives willing cliain.s to wear 
Awhile — the rest thou knowest — return, dear friend 
Lot our first triumph trample tlio despair 
Wliich would ensnare us now, for in the end, 

111 victory or in death our hopes and fears must bleiKi, ' 

X. 

These words had fallen on my unhcoiUng ear. 

Whilst f had ivatched the motions of the crew 
With seeming careless glance ; not many were 
Arouinl her, for their eomra<lc.s just witlidrtnv 
To guard some other victim — so I <lrew 
My knife, and with one irnimlse, suddenly 
All niiiiwaro thi’ec of their number slew, 

And gra.'ped a fourtli by tho throat, and with loud c 
My countrymen invoked to death or liberty ! 

Xf. 

Wdiat followed then, I know not- -for a stroke 
On my raised arm and naked head came down, 
Filling my eyes with blood — wlnni I awoke, 

I felt that tlicy had bound me in my swoon, 

And up a rock wliich overhangs the town, 

]}y the steep patli were bearing me : l)eh»w 
The plain was filled with slaughter, - -fiverthrowu 
The xineyards and the harvests, and the glow 
Of blazing roofs shone fur o’er tho white Ocean’s llow. 

XIT. 

Upon tliat rock a niiglity colnmii stoo<l, 

AVbose ca])ital seemed sculptured in the sky. 

Which to the wanderers o'er the solitude 
Of ilistant seas, from ages long gone by, 

Had many a landmark ; e*er its height to fly 
Scarcely tho cloud, the vulture, or th*j blast, 

Has power — and when the shades of evening lie 
On Earth and Ocean, its carved sumniits cast 
The sunken day-light far through tJie aerial waste. 
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xiir. 

Thoy boro mo to a cavern in the hill 
Beneath that column, and unbound me there : 

And one did strip me stark ; and one did fill 
•A vessel from the putrid pool ; one bare 
A lighted torch, and four witii friendless care 
Guided my steps the cavern-paths along, 

Then up a steep and dark and narrow stair 
We wound, until the torches’ fiery tongue 
Amid tho gushing day beamless and pallid hung. 

XIV. 

They raised me to the platform of the pile. 

That coUimn’s <li/zy lieight : — ^the grate of brass 
Tlirough which they tliniat me, open stood the whih-, 

As to its pontlerous and suspended mass, 

With chiiiiis wliieli eat into the Hesli, alas ! 

AVitli links, m}^ naked limbs tlicy bound ; 

Tho gr.dc, as they departed to repjiss, 

AVith horrid clangour fell, and the far sound 
Of their retiring steps in the deiixe gloom was drowned. 

XV. 

Tlic noon was calm and bright ; — around that column 
Tlie ovc5rli,ingiiig sky and circling sea 
Spread forth in ^ilentness profound and solemn 
The darkness <>t' brief frenzy cast on rnc, 

So that I knew not my own misery : 

'The island.} and tho mountains in the tlay 
Like clouds repot-cd afar; and J. could see 
Tlu; town among tlu? woods below that hiy, 

And the dark r« cks which boninl the bright and ghisyy bay. 

XVI. 

It was so calm, that scarce the feathery weed 
Sown by some eagle on the toi»inost stone 
Swaycil ill tlie air so bright, that noon <lid breed 
No shadow in tho sky beside mine own — 

Mine, and the sliadow of my chain alone. 

Below the smoko of roofs iiivolvoil in flame 
Bested like night, all else was . Icarly shown 
ill the broad glare, yet souiitl to mo none i*ame, 
liut of the living blood that ran within my frame. 

xvn. 

Tho peace of miuluc' s (led, .md ah, too s^on ! 

A ship was lying on the sunny main ; 

Its sails were flagging in the b. athles; noon — 

Its shadow lay beyond — that sight ag:un 
Waked, with its presence, in my A*anced V>vain 
The stings of a known s.^rrow, keen and ct>hl ■ 

1 knew that ship bore Gythua o’er Mie plain 
U 9.^ bligiiting slavery soltl, 

^nd watched it with such thoughts as must remain untohL 
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XVIII. 

I watclietl, until the shades of evening wrapt 
Earth like an exhalJltion — then the bark 
Moved, for tliat calm was by the sunset snai:)t. 

It moved a speck upon the Ocean dark : 

Soon the w’an stars came f<n‘th, and I could mark 
Its path no more ! I sought to clo.se mine eyc.s, 

But, like the balls, their lids were still' and stark ; 

I would have risen, but, ere that I could ri.se, 

My parched skin was split with piercing agonies. 

XIX. 

I gnawed my brazen chain, and sought to sever 
Its adamautino links, that 1 might die : 

0 Liberty ! forgive the base endeavour, 

Forgive me, if, reserved for victoiy. 

The champion of thy faith e’er sought to lly.- -• 

That starry night, with its clear silence, .sent 
Tamele.«is resolve which laughed at misery 
Into my soul — linked remembrance lent 
To that such ]>ower, to me .such a .'•evere content. 

x\. 

To breathe, to be, to hope, or to despair 
And die. I questioned not; nor, though the s\iu 
Its shafts of agony kindling through tlio air 
Moved over mo, nor tlujugh in evening dun. 

Or when the stars their visible courses run, 

Or morning, the wdde univei’se wai.s H[u*oad 
In dreary calmness round me, did I .shun 
Its presence, nor seek refuge >vith the di*atl 
From one I'aiiit hope wdiose llow’cr a dropping poi.son shed, 
x.xi. 

Tw'o days thus pa.st — I neither raved nor dic(l — 

Thirst rageil within me, like a scorpion’s iicst 

Built in mine entrails : 1 lia<l s[»ui-ned aside 

The W’atci’-ves.sel, while vlespair pos.scst 

My thoughts, and now no drop nuiiaiin'd ! The uprest 

Of the tliinl sun lirought hunger - hut tin' crust 

AVhich iia<l been left, W’a.s to my craving hreast 

Fuel, not food. T chewed the bitter dust, 

And bit my bloodless arm, and licked the brazen rust. 

\ Ml 

My bniin began to fail when the, fourth mom 
Burst o'er the golden isle.s--a fearful sleep, 

AVhich through tbo caverns dreary and forlorn 
Of the riven soul, .sent its foul dreams to sweep 
AVith w’hirlwind swiftiie.s.s** a fall far and deep,- - 
A gulf, a void, a .sense of scn.sclessni'.ss — 

These things dwelt in me, even as shadows keep 
Their w^atch in some dim chamers lonolines.s, 

A shoreless sea, a sky sunless and plane Llcs.s ! 
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XXIIT. 

The forms which peoi^lccl this terrific trance 
I well rcmombor — like a quire of tlevils^ 

Around me they involved a giddy dance ; 

Legions seemed gathering from the misty levels 
Of ocean, to supjily those ceaseless revels, 

Foul, ceaseless shadows : —thought could not divide 
The actual worhl from those entangling evils, 

Which so bcmocked themselves, that I descried 
All shapes like mine own self, hideously miiltiiilied. 

xxiv. 

The sense of day and night, of false and ti*iie, 

AVas dead within me. Yet two visions hurst 
That darkness -cnic, as since that hour I knew, 

Was not a phantom of the realms accurst, 

AVhere tj^ou my spirit dwelt — but of the lirst 
1 know not yet, was it a dream or no. 

But both, though not distinetcr, wore immersed 
Tn hues winch, when through memory’s waste they flow, 
Make tJieir divided .stroaiiLs more bright and rapid now. 

XXV. 

Metliought. .lint grate was lifte<l, and the seven 
AVho brfjuj;lit iiu- thither, four sfilf corpses bare. 

And f‘rf)ni tlie fVic/o to tlie four winds of J leaven 
Hung them on Ingh by the entangled liair : 

Swarthy wor».' three —tho fourth was very fair ; 

As they retired, tlic golden moon upsprung, 

And eagerly, out in tlie gi<hly air, 

Leaning th.it I might cat. 1 stretched and clung 
Over the shiqioK.ss diiptli in which those corpses hung. 

XXVI, 

A woman’s .slinpc, now lank ami cold and blue, 

The dwelling of the many-colounMl worm, 
ffung thcro, the white and hollow check. I (.Ircw 
To my dry lips - what radiance did inform 
Those horny eyes ! whose was that withered form ? 

Alas, ahis ! it secimid that (.ytlma’s ghost 
T. uighod in tliosc looks, and that tho flesh wa ^ warm 
Within my teeth !— a whirlwind keen as frost 
Then ill its sinking gulfs my sickening spirit tost. 

x \ \ ir. 

Then seemed it that a lameless h irricano 
Arose, and boro me in its dark iveer 
Beyond the .^ ui, beyond the stars that ' .auc 
On tho verge of formless space it languished there. 

And, dying, hd’t a silence 'one aii4 drear, 

More liorrihlo tliaii famiuo : — in the deep 
The sliapo of an old man diil then avipi'ar. 

Stately ami iioautiful ; that dreadful sleep 
His heavenly smiles dispersed, and 1 could wake and weep. 
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XXVIII. 

And, when the blinding tears had fallen, I saw 
That column, and t^iose corpses, and the moon. 

And felt the poisonous tooth of hunger gnaw 
My vitals, I rejoiced, as if the boon 
Of senseless death would be accorded soon ; — 

When from that stony gloom a voice arose, 

Solemn and sweet as when low winds attune 
The midnight pines ; the grate did then unclose, 

And on that reverend form the moonlight did i-epose. 

XXIX. 

Ho struck my chains, .and gently spake ami smiled : 

As they were loosened by that Hermit oUl, 

Mine eyes wore ot their madness half beguiled, 
d’o answer tliose kind looks. — lie did enfold 
His giant arms ai-ound me to upliold 
My wretched frame, my scorched limbs he wound 
In linen moist and balmy, and as cold 
As dew to drooping leaves : — the chain, with sonml 
Like eai-th quake, through the chasm of that steep stair did bound 

XX-\. 

As, lifting me, it fell ! AVhat next I heard, 

"Were billows leaping on the liarhour bur. 

And the shrill sea-wind, whoso breath idly stirreil 
My hair ; — I looked abroad, and saw a star 
Shining beside a sail and distant far 
That mountain and its column, the knowm innrk 
Of tho.so wlio in the wide <1eep wandering are, 

So that I feared .S(;mo »S[)irit, fell and dark. 

In trance had lain me thus within a tiendish bark. 

XXXI. 

For now, indeed, over the salt sea billow 
I sailed: yet dared not look ujion tho shape 
Of liim who ruled the lielin, although tin; pillow 
For my light head was hollowed in his Jap, 

And my bare limbs his mantle <Ud enwrap, 

Fearing it was a fiend : at last, he bent 

O’er mo his agc<l face ; as if to snap 

Those dreadful thoughts the gentle gramlsiro bent, 

.Vnd to my inmost soul his sootliing looks ho sent. 

xx.xn. 

A soft and healing potion to my lips 
At intervals he raised - -now looked on high. 

To mark if yet tho starry giant clips 
His zone in the dim sea now oheoriiigly. 

Though he sai<l little, did lie sjieak to mo. 

“ It is a friend besido tbec take gootl cheer, 

Poor victim, thou art now at liberty ! ’’ 

I joyed as those a human tone to liear, 

Who in cells deep and lone iiavo languished many a year. 
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XXXIII. 

A dim and fceblo joy, whose glimpses oft 
Were quenclied in a relapse of wildering dreams, 
Yet still methouglit we sailed, until aloft 
The stars of night grew pallid, and the beams 
Of morn descended on the ocean -streams, 

And still that aged man, so grand and mild, 
Tended me, even as some sick inotlier seems 
To hang in hope over a dying child. 

Till ill the azure Kast darkness again was piled. 

XXXTV. 

And then the nigh t-wind, .steaming from the shore. 
Sent odours dying sweet across the sea, 

And tlie .swift boat the little waves which bore, 
Were cut by its kcijii keel, though .slantingly ; 
Soon Ibould hoar the leaves .sigli, and could see 
The iiiyrtlo-blos.soms staiTing the dim grove. 

As past the jiebbly beach the boat did flee 
On sido.long wing into a silent cove, 

Where ebon pines a shade under the starlight wove. 


CANTO TV. 


The old man took the oars, and soon the bark 
Smote on the beach be.side a tow’cr of stone ; 

It was a crumbling hca]) whose portal dark 
With blooming ivy trails was overgrown ; 

Upon wdiose floor the spangling sands wore strowii. 
And rarest sca-shci].'-’, which the eternal flood. 

Slave to the mother of the ni'-nths, had throwm 
Within the walls of that greui tower, which stood 
A changeling of man’s art, nursed amid Nature’s bi’ood. 

II. 

Wlicn the old man bis boat luwl anchored. 

He wound me in his arms with. ;,cndor care. 

And very few but kindly wordo he sa vl, 

And bore me through flie tow’ u’ adown a stair, 

Whose smooth descent some ccyiaeless step to w^car 
For many a ye;u’ had fallen. —Wo came at l.ist 
To a small ciuimber, which wii.h luoa^ es rare 
Was tapestried, wdiero mo his soli hands pba ctl 
Upon a couch of grass and oak leaves iuterl 'ccd. 
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III. 

The moon was darting through tlie lattices 
Its yellow light, wawii as the boauis of day — 

So warm, that to admit the dewj’^ breeze, 

The old mail opened them ; the moonlight lay 
Upon a lake whose w.atora wove their play 
Even to the tlireshohi of that lonely lioiiie : 

Within was seen in the dim wavering ray. 

The anti(pio sculptured roof, and many a tome 
Whose lore had made that sage all that he had become. 

IV. 

The rock-built barrier of the soa was j^iast, — 

And I was on the loargin of a lake, 

A lonely lake, amid the forests vast 
And snowy mountains: — did iny spirit wake 
From sleep, as niany'-coloured as the snake 
That girds eternity I in life and truth. 

Might not my hejirt its cravings ever slake ? 

Was Cythna tlieii a <lroam, and all my youth, 

And all its hopes aiul fears, and all its joy and ruth ! 

V. 

Thus madness eame auain, — a milder madness, 

Whicli darkened nought but time’s uinpiiet tlow 
With supernatural .shades of clinging sadness; 

That gentle Hermit, in my helpless woe, 

By my sick conch was busy to and fro, 

Like a strong sj)irit miniatrant of gootl : 

When I wa.s healed, he leil me f »rtli to show 
The wonders of his .sylvan solitude*, 

And we together sate by that isle-fretted flood. 

vr. 

ITe knew his soothing avoids to weave with skill 
From all my imubiess told : like miim own heart. 

Of Cythna wonl<l lie <|iie.stion me, until 

That thrilling narue had cea.sed to make me start. 

From his familiar lips —it was not art, 

Of wi.sdom and of justice when he spok(‘- - 
When ’mid soft Imiks of pity', there would dart 
A glance as keen as is the lightning stroke 
When it doth rive the knots of some ancestral oak. 

VII. 

Thus slowly from my' brain the darkness rolled. 

My thoughts their <Iue array' did re-assuiue 
Through the encliantinents of that Ifeimit old; 

Then I bethought me of the glorious doom 
Of those who sternly stniggle to ri*luiue 
The lamp of Jfo2>o o’er man’s bewildered lot. 

And, sitting by the waters in the gloom 

Of eve, to tliat fi-ieiid’s heart I told luy thought — 

That heai’t which had grown old, but had corrupted not. 
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VlII. 

That hoary man had spent his livelong age 
In converse with the dead, who leave the stamp 
Of ever-burning thoughts on many a page, 

When they are gone into the senseless damp 
Of graves ! — his si)irit thus becaino a lam]) 

Of .spJciulour, like to those on which it fe<l. 

I’lirougli ])Copled haunts, tlie City and the Camp, 

Deep tliirst for knowledge had his footsteps led, 

And all the ways of men among mankind he read. 

IX. 

Hut custom niakoth blind ami obdurate 
The loftiest lioarts : — he had behehl the woe 
In which mankind was bound, but deemed that fate 
Wliich jiiade tlieni abject would ])fo.sorve them so ; 

And in^neli faith, some stcMlfast joy to know, 

He so\ight this cell ; but, when fame went abroad 
That one in Argolis did undergo 
Torture for liberty, and that the crowd 
High trill Ijs from gifietl lips had heanl and understood, 

X. 

And that ilio nnltitude was gathering wide, 

His spirit I(.m])<‘( 1 within his agc<l frame; 

In lonely (xjiue he could no more abitle, 

Hut CO ihe hmd on which the victor’s llaiiie 
Had fed, my native laud, the Hermit came ; 

Kach heart was il.ere a shield, ami every tongne 
AVa.', as a sword of truth — young J.aon s name 
Ihdlicd their secret ho])es, though tyrants sung 
Hymns of triumphant joy our scattered tribes among. 

XI. 

He eaine to the lone column on the rock. 

And with his sweet and mighty cloquonec 
The hearts of those who watched it uul unlock, 

And made them melt in tears of }»enitence. 

I’hey gave him entrance free to bear me tbeiico. 

“Since this,” the old man said, “seven years are spent, 
While slowly truth oii thy 1 h niglited sense 
Has en5])t ; the liojie which wildered it liaa lent, 
Meanvvliilc, to me the power of a sublime intent. 

^ If. 

“Yes, from the records of my youthful ."late, 

And from tlio lore of bards an-^ sages 'dd, 

Hrom wbaisoe'(‘r my wakened riiougb s create 
Out of the ln)])cs of thine aspiimgs bold, 

Ijave I Collected laiigu;- to unfold 
Truth to my countrynuai ; from shore to shor* 
Hoetriiies of Junnaii power my words have told ; 
have been heard, and n*eri iXSpli’O to more 
I hail they have over gained or ever lost of yoi j. 
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XIII. 

“ In secret cliainbers parents read, and weep. 

My writings to their babes, no longer blind ; 

And young men gather when their tyrants sleep. 

And vows of faith each to the other bind ; 

And marriageable maidens, who have pined 

With love, till life seemed molting through their look, 

A warmer zeal, a nobler hope now find ; 

And every bosom thus is wrapt and shook. 

Like autumn’s myriad leaves in our swoln mountain irook. 

XIV. 

The tyrants of the Golden City tremble 
At voices whicli heard about the streets ; 

The ministers of fraud can scarce dissemble 
The lies of their own heart ; but when one meets 
Another at the shrine, he inly weets. 

Though he says nothing, that the truth is known ; 
Murderers are pale upon the judgment-scats, 

And gold grows vile even to the wejiltliy cr(»ne, 

And laughter fills the F;me, and curses shake the Throne. 

XV. 

'‘Kind thoughts, aud mighty hopes, and gentle deeds 
Abound, for fearless love, and the ]iure law 
Of mild c^piality and peace succeeds 
To faiths which long liave hehl the world in awe, 

Bloody, and false, and cold: — ais whirliiools tlraw 
All wrecks of Ocean to Iheir chasm, tlie sway 
Of thy strong genius, Laou, which foresaw 
This hope, compels all spirits to obey, 

Which round thy secret strength now tlirong in wide array. 

XVI. 

“For T have been thy passive instrument — 

(As thus the obi man sjiakc, lii.s countenance 
Gleamed on me like a spirit’s) — thou bast lent 
To me, to all, the power to atlvaiice 
Towards this uiifori*secii deliverance 
From onr ancestral chains* - ay, f lion di<lst rear 
That lamp of hope on high, which time, iir)r c lianco, 

Nor change may not extinguish, and my share 
Of good was o’ei the world its gathered beams to bear. 

xvir. 

“ But I, alas ! am b<jth unknown and old, 

And though the woof of wi.sdom 1 knmv well 
To dye in hues of language, I am cold 
In seeming, an<l the hopes whicli inly dwell 
]My manners note tliat I ili<l long rejad ; 

But Laon’s name to the tuiiiultuous throng 
Were like the star whose bi^anis the waves compel 
And tempests, and his soul-subduing tongue 
Were as a lance to quell the mailed crest of wrong. 
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XVIII. 

Percliancc blood need not flow, if thou at length 
Wouldst rise ; perchance the very slavqp would spare 
Their bnjtbren and themselves ; gi*eat is the strength 
Of words — for lately did a maiden fair. 

Who from her childhood has been taught to bear 
Tlie tyrant’s lieaviest yoke, arise, and make 
Her st;x tlie law of truth and freedom hear ; 

And with these quiet wor<ls — "for thine own sake 
I ijrithec spare me,’ - did with ruth so take 

XIX. 

"" All hearts, that even the torturer, who had bound 
Her meek calm frame, ere it was yet impaled, 
Loosened lier weeping then ; nor could be found 
One human hand to harm her — unassailed 
Therefore she walks through the great City, A'eiled 
In virtu*c’s lulamantinc cloqucuco, 

’Gainst scorn, and <leath, and pain, thus trebly mailed, 
And bh'iidiiig in the smiles of tlnit defence, 

The Serpent and the Dove, Wisdom and Innocence. 

XK. 

The wild oyed women throng around her path : 
From tlu-ir luxurious duiigeoiiB, from the dust 
Of meaiK'i' tlc a'ls, from the oppressor’s wrath. 

Or tiie cjnvssos of Ids sated lust, 

’I’licy congregate : — in her they put their trust ; 

The tyrants s(,iid their armed slaves to (piell 
He.*.* pou er ; they, even like a thunder gust 
Cauglit by forest, bend beneath the spell 
Of that young maiden’s speech, and to their chiefs rebel. 

XXI. 

Thus she d«»tli equal laws ainl justice teach 
T(> woman, outraged and polluted long; 

Gathering the sweetest fruit in human reach 
For those fair hands now free, vrlule armed wrong 
Treinhlcs before her look, tliough it be strong ; 
Tlunisands thus ilwcll beside her, virgins bright. 

And matrons with their babc'^, .i stately throng ! 
L(n'ers renew tlio vows which tliey did plight 
In early faith, and hearts long parted now unite. 

\\ii. 

And homeless oi pi’ans find a liomo near licr. 

And tlioso j)oor victims of tin proud, no less. 

Fair wrecks, ou whom the smn'.ng wf Id with stir, 
Thnists the redemption of its vvickedness 
In S(iua,li(l huts, ami in its jialaces 
Sits Lust aloin', while o’er the land is borne 
Her voice, whose awful sweetness doth repress 
; . ®^iij aud her foes relenting turn, 

. And cast the vote of love in htpe’s abandoned urn. 
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XXIII. 

** So in the populous City, a young maiden 
Has baffled Havoc qf the prey which he 
Marks as his own, wlienc’er with chains o’criaden 
Men make them arms to luirl down tyranny, 

False arbiter between the bound and free ; 

And o’er the land, in hamlets and in towns 
The multitudes collect tumultuously. 

And tlirong in arms ; but tymnny disowns 
Their claim, and gathers strtuigtli around its ti’cnibling thrones. 

XXIV. 

“Blood soon, although unwillingly, to slicd 
The free cannot forbear — the (^ueen of Slaves, 

The hood-winked Angel of the blind and dead, 

Custom, with iron mace ]>oints to the graves 
Wliere her ow'u standard ilesolatcly waves 
Over the dust of Prophets and of Kings. 

Many yet stand in lier array — ‘ slie paves 
Her path witli human hearts,’ and o’er it flings 
The wildcring gloom of her immeasnrablo wings. 

xxv. 

“ There is a plain beneath the City’s wall, 

Bounded by misty mountains, wide and vast : 

Millions there lift at Freedom's tiirillitig call 
Ton thou.saud standards xvide ; tlioy load tlio bla.st 
Wliich bears one sound of many voices past, 

And startles on his tliroiie thenr sceptred foe ; 

He sits amid liis idle pomj) aghast, 

And that his power hath past away, doth know — 

Why pause the victor swoials to seal his overthrow t 

X \ V I. 

“ The tyrant’s guards resi.stanee yet mniniain : 

Fearless, ami fierce, and lianl as lioasts (d* blood : 

They stand a speck amid the peopled pliiin ; 

Carnage and ruin have been made their fiod 
From infancy — ill lias become their go«>d, 

And for its hateful .sake their will lias wove 
The cliains vvhicli eat their hearts -tlic multitude 
Surrounding tlicm, with words of liuinan love. 

Seek from their own decay their stubborn minds to move, 
xwii. 

“ Over the laud is felt a sndilen pause, 

A.s night and day those rnthless band.s around 
The wateh of love is kept : — a trance wiiich aw^cs 
The tlioughts of men witli hope —as when the sound 
Of whirlwind, whose fierce bla.sts the Avavos and clou'l'’ 
Dies suddenly, the mariner in fear [coiifouiiJ> 

Feels silence sink upon liis heart — thus bound. 

The conqueror’s pause, and oh ! may freemen ne*cr 
(Jlasp the relentless knees of Dread, the murderer ! 
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XXVITT. 

“ If Mood be shed, ’tis but a change and clioico 
Of Ixmds, — from slavery to cowardice , 

A wi-etched fall ! — uplift thy charmed voice, 
l*onr on those evil men the love that lies 
Hovering within those spirit-soothing eyes — 

Arise, my friend, farewell !” — As thus he spake, 

From the green earth lightly I did arise, 

As one out of dim dreams that doth awake, 

And looked u])on the depth of that reposing lake. 

XXIX. 

T saw my countenance reflected there ; — 

And then my youth fell on me like a wind 
Descending on still waters — my thin hair 
Was pnmiaturely grey, my face wa.s lined 
With channels, such as suirering leaves behind, 

Not ag^,- 1113'’ brow was pale, but in 103’ cheek 
And lips a flush of gnawing fire did find 
Their food aiyl dwelling; though mine eyes might sjieak 
A suhtlc mind and strong within a frame tliiis weak. 

XXX. 

And thon,L,h tlioir Insti'C now was spent and faded, 

Yet in my liollow looks and withered mien 
The likeness of a sliajic for whieh was braided 
Tb * briglitest woof of genius, still was seen — 

One who, motliought, had gone from the world’s scene, 
And left it vaeant -’tw’as her lover’s face — 

Tt might resemble her — it onee had been 
The mirror of lit r thoughts, and still the graeo 
Which her mind’s shad«>w cast, left there a lingering trace. 

XXM. 

What then was f ? She slmnhered with the dead. 

Okny and joy and peaec, had come and gnue. 

Doth the cloud perish, when the beams are fled 
Whicli steeped its skirts in gold ? or dark, and lone, 
Dotli it not thixiugli the paths of night unknown, 

On outspread wings of its owi’ wiiitl njibonie 
Four rain njion the eartli ? the stars are shown, 

When tlio cold moon sharpens her silver horn 
Under the sea, and make the wide night not forlorn. 

\ VXII. 

strengthened in heart, yet sad, that aged man 
I left with interchange of look. and ti irs, 

And lingering speech, and to the Cauip began 
^ty way. o’er many a mouiiLiin chain wdiich rears 
ts Imndrcd crests aloft, my sjnrit bears 
y frame; o'er many a dale and nnany a moor. 

Tl seems serene oarth wears 

^e bloomy spring’s star-bright investiture, 

Sion which aught sad from .^aduoss might allure. 
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XXXIII. 

My powers revived within mo, and I went 
As one whom winds waft o’er the bending grass. 
Through many .a vale of that broad continent. 

At niglit when I reposed, fair dreams did pass 
Hefore my jiillow ; my own Cythna was 
Not like a child of death, among thorn ever ; 
AVhen I arose from rest, a woeful mass 
That gentlest sleep seemed from my life to sever, 
As if the light of youth were not withdrawn for ever. 


Aye, Jis I went, that maiden who ha<l reared 
The torch of Truth afar, of whose high deeds 
The Hermit in liia pilgrimage had licar<l, 

Haunted my thoughts. — Ah, Ho]»e its sitskuoss feeds 
With whatsoe’er it finds, or flowers or weeds ! * 

Could she be Cythna 1 — Was that corpse a shade 
Such as self-torturing thought from maduoss ^breeds ! 
Why was this hope not torture ? yet it made* 

A light around my steps whieJi would not ever fade. 


CANTO V. 


1 . 

Over the utmost hill at length I sped, 

A snowy stec3]) : --the moon \va.s hanging low 
Over the Asian mountains and outsju’ead 
The plain, the (Jity, and the Camp, below, 

Skirted tin; midnight Ocean’s glimmering flow. 

The City’s moou-lifc spires and myriad lamx)s. 

Like star^ in a sublunar sky did glow, 

And fires blaze* I I'ar amid the scatUjrod camiis. 

Like springs of flame, which burst whcio’or swift EiU’tlnpiake 
stamps. 

rr. 

All slept but those in watciiful arms wlio stood, 

And those who sate tending the beacon’s light, 

And tlic few sounds from that vast multitucle 
Made silence more j>rofouncl — Oh, what a might 
Of human thouLdit was cradled in that night ! 

How many liearts ijii]>onetrably veiled 
Heat underneath its shade, what secret fight 
Evil an<i good, in woven passions mailed, 

Waged through that silent throng, a war that never failed ! 
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11 r. 

And now tho Power of Oooil hold victory. 

So, through the lubyriuth of many a tcutf 
Among the silent millions who did lie 
In innocent Klecp, cxultingly I went ; 

The moon hatl left Heaven desert now, but lent 
]<'roin eastern morn the first faint lustre showed 
An termed youth - over his spear he bent 
His downward face. — “A friend ! ” I cried aloud, 

And quickly common hopes made freemen understood. 

IV. 

T sate beside him wliile the morning beam 
Crept sltiwly over f leaven, and talked with liim 
Of those immortal hopes, a glorious theme ! 

AVliich led us fjrtli, until tho stars grew dim ; 

And all the while, niofchouglit, his voice did swim, 

As if it drowned in remembrance were 
Of tbouglits wliioh make the moist eyes overbrim ; 

At last, when dayliglit gan to dll tlic air, 

He lookeil on iii ’, and cried in wonder, “Thou art here ! 

V. 

'I’lien, suddenly, 1 know it was the youth 
In whom its cm Host liopes my spirit ft)und ; 
lint envious toiigncs bad stained his spotless truth, 

And thong Kth.'ss j>ride his h>vc in silence bound, 

And sbamo and sorrow mine in toils had wound, 

AVhilst lie was innocent, and 1 deluded. 

The truth now (‘amo upon me, on the ground 
Tears of repenting joy, which fast intruded, 

Ve^’. fast, and o’er its peace our mingling spirits brooded. 

VI. 

Thus, while with ra^iid lips and earnest eyes 
We talked, a sound of sweeping contlict spread, 

As from the earth did sudvleiily arise ; 

tVom eveiy tent, roused by that clamour dread, 

Our bands outsprnng and sei/.ed their arms; we sped 
Towanls tlic sound : our tribes were LMtbering far. 

Those suiguine slaves ami«l ten thou.'»and dead 
Stabbed in their sleep, trampleil in treacheivus w'ai*. 

The gentle hearts whose power their lives had sought to spare. 

VII. 

Like rabid snakes, that sting some gentle child 
Who brings tlieni food, when winter f* 'se and hur 
Allures them forth with its cold smiles, so w id 
They rage among tlio cam]) ; — tliey o\ ^rbear 
Tlic patriot host — confusion, th mi despair 
Descends like night — when Laon ! ” one did cry ; 

Like a bright ghost from heaven, that sh<»ut tlld scare 
^ The slaves, and, wiileiiing through tho vaulted sky, 

Loomed sent from Earth to Heaven in sign cf victory. 

I 
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VIII. 

Ill sudden panic those false miinlerei’s fled, 

Like insect tribes ^lofnre the nortlierii gale : 

Blit, swifter still, our liosts encompassed 
Their shattered ranks, and in a craggy vain, 

Where oven their fierce despair might nought avail, 
Hemmed them around !- au<l then revnnge and feai* 

Made the high virtue of the patriots fail : 

One pointed on his foe the mortal s]iear — 

I rushed before its point, and cried, “ Forl»ejir, forbear !*' 

j\ 

The spear transfixed my arm that wa.s ii 2 >liftivl 

In swift expostulation, m? the blood 

Gushed round its point : I smiled, aiuT — Oh ! thou giftoi 

With ■ loquenee which shall not he withstood, 

Flow thus !” — 1 cried in joy, “ thou vital Hood, 

Until my lieart bo dry, ere thus the cause 
For which Lhmi wort anght worth 3 ' be subdued — 

Ah, ye are i)alo, — ye weej),- -your ])assions paiisi;. - 
’Tis well ! ye feel the truth of love’s benignant law>. 

X. 

“ Soldiers, oiir brethren ami .an* friends arc slain. 

Ye miinlcvod them, 1 think, ns tlmy di«l sleej* ! 

Alas, what have 3 'c done ? The s}ii<;]itost p.iru 
Wliieh ye might sulfer, there were eyes to weo]> ; 

But ye have quenched them — there were smiles to steep 
Your hearts in halm, hut they arc lo^.t in xvoe ; 

And those whom love did set Ids wntch io kL'oi> 

Around j’our tents truth’s froodoiii to bestow, 

Yc stabbed as they did sleet) -— but tliey forgive yc now. 

XI. 

“ O wherefore should ill over flow from ill. 

And jiain still keener pain for ever breed ! 

Wc all arc brethren — even the slaves wlio kill 

For hire, are men ; and to avenge misdeed 

On the misdocr, doth but Misery foeil 

With her own broken heart ! O Earth, O Heaven ! 

And thou, dread Mature, whicli to every deed 
j\ud all tliat live.s, or is to be, liatli given. 

Even as to thoe have these done ill, and are forgiven. 

xir. 

“ Join then your hands andlie;u*ts, and lot the past 
Be as a grave w^bich gives not up its dead 
To evil thoughts.” — A film then overcast 
My sense with dimness, for the wound, which bled 
Freshly, swift shadows o'er iniiio eyes liad shed. 

Wlieii 1 awoke, I lay ’mid friends and foes, 

And earnest countenances on me shed 
The light of questioning looks, whilst one did close 
My wound with balmiest herbs, and soothed me to renose ; 
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XIII. 

And one, whose spciii* liad i^ierccd me, leaned beside 
With (.luivt iing lips and humid eyes; — jwid all 
Seemed like some brothers on a journey wide 
Gone forth, whom now strange meeting didbcfal 
111 a strange land, round one whom they might call 
Tlicir frieinl, their (diief, their fatlicr, for assay 
Of peril, wliieh had saved them from the thrall 
Of death, now suflering. Tims the vast array 
Of those fraternal bands were reconciled that day. 

XIV. 

Lifting tlie thunder of their acclamation 
Towards tlie City, then the multitude, 

And I among them, went in joy — a nation 
Made free by love -a mighty brotherhood 
Linked 1^ a ji'uhnis interchange of good ; 

A glorious j)Mgeaiit, more magnificent 

Than kingly slaves, an-ayod in gold and blood ; 

When they return from (;aniago, and are sent 
I - triumph ijright beneath the populous battlement. 

XV. 

Afar, the City walls wore thronged on high, 

And myriads on each gi<ldy turret clung, 

And to eaeli s])ir<‘ Jar lessening in the sky, 

Ihight pennons mu the idle winds were hung; 

As wo approaehc'l, a shout of joyance sprung 
At once from ah live crowd, as if the vast 
And peopled L.irtli its boundless ski os among 
'Hie sudden elauiiuif of delight hat 1 cast, 

Wiicu from before its face some general wreck had past. 

XVI. 

Our armies tlu’ough the City’s hiindi’cd gates 
Were jiuiired, like brooks which tt) the rocky lair 
Of some dec*]) lake, whose silence them awaits, 

Throng from tluj mountains when the storms are there ; 
Anti, as we passed througli the calm sunny air, 

A thousand lltiwer-iiiwoveu crowns were shed, 

The token llowers of truth and freedom fair, 

And fairest hands bound tliem on many a liead. 

Those angels of love’s heaven, that over all was spread. 

XVII. 

I trod as one tranced in some raptnrons vision : 

Those bloody bands so lately reconciled, 

Were, ever as tliey went, by the contrition 
Of anger turned to love from ill beguiled, 

And every one on them more gently smiled. 

Because they had done evil : — the sweet awo 
Of such mild looks made their own hearts grow mild. 

^ And did witli soft attraction over draw 
rUcir spirits to the love of freedom’s equal law. 

1 2 



116 


THE EEVOLT OF ISLATVf. 


XVIII. 

And they, and all, in one loud symphony 
My name with Lilicrty commingling, lifted, 

“ The friend and the presen er of the free! 

The parent of this joy!” and fair eyes, gifted 
With feelings caught from one who liad uidifted 
The light of a groat R]nrit, round me slione ; 

And all the shapes of this grand scenery shifted 
Like restless cloiula before the steadfast sim, — 

Where was that Maid ? I asked, but it was known of none. 

XIX. 

Laone was the name her love had chosen, 

For she was nameless, -ami her birth none knew ; 

Where was Ijjioiic now ? — The words w(‘rc frozen 
AVitliin my li])S with fear; but to subdue 
Such dreadful hope?, to niy great task was due, 

And w’lien at length one brought re2)ly, that she 
To-morrow would appear, 1 then Avitlulrew 
To judge what nce<l for that gi-eat throng might be, 

For now the stars came thick over the twilight sea. 

XX. 

Yet need wa.s none for rest or food to care, 

Kven though that iimltitndo wa.s jwissing great. 

Since each one for the other did prepare 
All kindly succour — Therefore to the gato 
Of the Imperial House, now desolate, 

I jiassed, and there was fonml aghast, alone, 

The fallen Tyrant I— Silently he sate 
Upon the footstool of his golden throne, 

Which, starred w’ith sunny gems, in its owm lustre shone. 

XXI. 

Alone, hut for one child, who led before him 
A graceful dunce : the only living thing 
Of all the crowd, wliieh thither to adore him 
Flocked yesterday, who solace sought to bring 
111 his ab uidonnunt ! — She know the King 
Had praised hei- dance of yore, and now she w'ovc 
Its circles, aye weeping and murmuring 
'Mid her sad task of unregarded love. 

That to no smiles it might his s 2 )ecchlesB sadness move. 

XXTI. 

She fled to him, and wildly clasped liis feet 
When human steps were heard : — he moved nor spoke, 
Nor changed his hue, nor raised his looks to meet 
The gaze of strangers. — Our loud entnuico woke 
The echoes of the hall, which circling broke 
The calm of its recesses,- -like a tomb 
Its sculptured walls vacantly to the str<jko 
Of footfalls answered, and the twilight's gloom 
Lay like a charnel’s mist within the radiant dome. 
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JLX.L11. 

The little child stood up when we came nigh ; 

Her lips amt cheeks seemed very pale and wan, 

But oil her forehead and within her eye 
Bay beauty, which makes hearts that feed thereon 
Sick with excess of sw’cetness ; — on the tlirone 
She loaned. 'J’Jie King, witli gathered brow and lips 
Wreathed by long scorn, did inly sneer and frown 
With hue like that when some great painter dips 
His pencil in the gloom of earthipiake and eclipse. 

XXIV. 

She stood beside him like a rainbow braided 
Within some storm, when scarce its shadows vast 
From the blue ])aths of the swift sun have faded. 

A sweet and solemn smile, like (iytiina's, cast 
One nioiiient’s light, wliich madoiny licart heat fast 
O’er that clidd’s parted lijis — ^a gleam of bliss, 

A shade of vanished days, — as the tears past 
Which wrapt it, even lus with a father’.s kiss 
; prcsso<l those softest eyes in trembling tenderness. 

XXV. 

The sceptred w I'etch then from that solitude 
f drew, .and of Iiis ehaiigo com])assionato, 

Wit.li words of .sadm'ss soothed liis nigged mood. 

But lie, while jiride and fear held dee]! debate, 

Witli sullen guile of ill-dis.senibled hate 
Glared on me as a toothless snake might glare : 

I’ity, not sciorn, 1 felt, though desolate 
The dcsolator now. and unaware 
'i ue curses which ho mocked had caught him by the hair. 

XXVI. 

I led him forth fiuin that wliicli now might seem 

A gorgeous grave ; tlirougli jiortals sculptured deep 

With imagery beautiful as dream 

AVe went, and left the shades which tend on sleep 

Over its unregarded gold to keep 

TJieir ,ilent wateb. — The child trod faintingly. 

And, as she went, the tear.s which sho did weep 
Glanced in tlie star-light ; wildereil seemed she. 

And wlicu 1 .spake, for sobs she could nut answer mo. 

A 4- XXVIT. 

At last the tyrant cried, ‘^She hungers, slave ! 

SUib her, or give lier bread ! ” — It is a to? j 
Such as sick fancujs in a new-made grave 
Might hear. 1 trembled, for the truth was known. 

He with this child liad tlius been loft alone, 

And neither had gone forth for fooil, — b it he 
In mingled pride and awe cowered near his throne. 

And slie, a nursling of captivity, 
iv.uew nought beyoud those walls, nor what such change might be. 
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xxviir. 

And ho was troubled at a cliarin withdrawn 
Th\is suddenly ; tlftit sceptres ruled no nioro — 

That even from gold the dreadful strength was gone 
Which once made nil things subject to its power — 
Such wonder seized 1dm, as if hour by hour 
The past had come again ; and the swift fall 
Of ono so great and terrible of j'orc 
To desolateness, in the hearts of all 
Like wonder stirred, who saw su<*Ji awful chmigo bcfal. 

XXIX. 

A mighty crow’d, such as the wdde land pours 
Once in a thousand yca^o, iiow’^ gathered round 
The fallen tyrant; — like the rush «»f showers 
Of hail in spring, pattering along tlie ground, 

Their many footsteps fell, else came no sound < 
From the wide mnltitude : that lonely man 
Then knew the burthen of his change, and found, 
Concealing in tlie dust his visage wan. 
llcfugcfrom the keen looks whieh thro’ his hosoiu ran. 

XXX. 

And he was faint withal. 1 .sate beside hiTU 
Upon the earth, and took that child .so fai*" 

From Ilia weak nrtna, that ill might Jione hefidc Iiim 
Or her ; — wdien food was brought to tliom, her share 
To his averted lips the child did bear ; 

But w'heu she saw he had enough, she at'‘ 

And w’ept the while ; — the lonely man’s despair 
Hunger then ovtjreainc, and of his state 
Forgetful, on the dust as iu a trance he sate. 

XXXI. 

Slowly the silence of the multitudes 
Fast, as wdien far is heard in some lone <lcll 
The gathering of a wind among the woods - - 
/.nd lie is fallen ! they cry; he who did dwell 
Like famirif or tlio jdaguc, or aught more fell, 
Among onr liouie.s, i.s fallen ! the munluriu’ 

Who slaked his thirsting soul a.s from a well 
Of blood and tears with ruin ! lie is hero ! 

Sunk in a gulf of scorn from which none may him rear 

XXXII. 

Then Tvas heard — He xvho judged let him be brought 
To judgment ! Hlood for blood cries from the soil 
On which his crimes have deep pollntion wrought ! 
Shall Othman only unavenged ilespoil ? 

Shall tliey, who by the stro.ss of grinding toil 
Wrest from the unwilling earth his luxuries, 

Perish for crime, while his f<uil blood imiy boil, 

Or creep within his veins at wdll ? — Ai iso ! 

And to high justice make her cho.seii sacrilhx;. 
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XXXIIT. 

“ What do yo sock ? wliat fcav yc 1 ” llicn I cried, 

Suddenly starting Ibrtli, “ that yc Khoiild,slied 
Tlie blood of Otliniaii — if j'^our hearts arc tried 
In the true love of freedom, cease to dread 
This one poor lonely man — beneath Heaven shed 
In 2)nrost light above us all, through earth, 
l\raternal earth, who doth her sweet smiles si)read 
For all, let him go fi-ce ; until the worth 
or human nature win fi-om these a second birth. 

xxxiv. 

“AV^liat call yajuaflce t Js there one who ne’er 
In secret thought has wislied another’s ill? - - 
Ai‘e ye all pure ! i^et tliose stand forth who liear, 

And tJ'end)lc* not. Shall they insult and kill, 

If such IJiay ho ' thoij- mild eyes caji they fill 
AVith tlu! false anger of the liyimcrite ? 

Ala.s, such wc'ro not pure— tlie chastened will 
Of virtue scc.s tliut justice is the light 
<’ '■ love, and not revenge, and terror and despite.” 

X XXV. 

Tlic murmur of the peo]>le, slowly dying, 
rausod as I spak(' ; then those who near nio Avore, 

Cast gentle look?* whore the lone man was lying 
yiironding his head, wiiicli now that infant fair 
CJas2)ed on her l.ip in sih-nco; — through the air 
Sobs w(‘re then hoard, and many kissed my feet 
In ]»ity's maduos ', and, to the dos2)air 
Of liiin whom late they cursial, a solace swe(‘t 
II - * very victims brought — .soft looks and s2)oechos meet. 

XXXVI. 

Then to a hoim;, fn* his repose ;is.signcd, 

Ace()ni[ianicd by the still thnnig be went 
In silence, Avho.re, to soothe liis rankling mind, 
yoniG likeness of his ancient state was lent ; 

And, if Ids heart could have been innocent 
As the e who 2)ardoiiod him, V.e might have ended 
His days in ])eace ; hut his straight lips were heut, 

111 on said, into a smile which guile tmrtondod, 

A sight with which that, child like ho2)C with fear Avas blended. 

, . 'ixxvir. 

Tw^as midnight iioaa', the eve of that great day. 

Whereon the many nations at Avhosc ■•all 
The chaims of earth like mist melted away, 

Decreed to liold a sacred Festival, 

A rite to attest tlie e([uality ul all 
Who live. So to their home.s. to dreiiiu '^r AA^ake 
All went. The sleepless silence did rei il 
Lat)ne to my thoughts, Avith hopes that make 
The Hood recede from which their thirst they seek to slake. 



1*^0 


THE REVOLT OF TSI.AM. 


XXXVIII. 

The daAvn flowed forth, and from its pm 7 )le fountains 
I drank those liop^s which make tJie spirit quail, 

As to the plain between the misty moutitains 
And the great City, with a countenance pale 
T went ; — it was a sight which might avail 
To make men weep exulting tears, for whom 
Now first from human power the reverend veil 
Was torn, to see Earth from lier general womb 
Pour forth her swarming sons to a fraternal doom: 

XXXIX. 

To sec, far glancing in the misty morning. 

The signs of that inn Mr*» arable host, 

To hoai' one souinl of many made, the warning 
Of Earth to Heaven from its free ehildrcii tost. 

While the eternal lulls, and the sea lost 
In w'avering light, and, starring the blue sky 
The city’s r.iyriad spires of gold, almost 
With human joy made mute society 
Its witnesses w’itU men who nnist hereafter bo. 

xr.. 

To see, like some vast islan<1 from the Ocean, 

The Altar of +110 Federation rear 

Its pile i’ the midst ; a work, 'which the devotion 

Of millions in one night created there. 

Sudden, as w'hen the moonrise makes appear 
Strange clouds in the cast ; a marble ])yramiil 
Distinct witli steps : that mighty shape did wear 
The light of genius ; its still shadow hid 
Far ships : to know its height the morning mists forbid 
•xr.r. 

To hear the restless multitud(3S for ever 
Around tlie base of that great Altar flow, 

As on some mountain islet bur.st ami shiver 
Atlantic waves ; and solemnly and slow 
As the wind bore that tumult to and fro, 

To feel the <lreamliko music, which did swim 
Like beams through floating clouds (ui waves below. 
Falling in pauses from that Altar dim 
As silver-sounding tongues breathed an aerial hymn. 

XMI. 

To bear, to see, to live, was on that morn 
Lethean joy ! so that all those assembled 
Cast off their memoHes of the past outworn : 

Two only bosoms with their own life trembled, 

And mine was one, — and we had both dissembled ; 

with a beating heart I went, and one, 

Wlio hiiving much, covets yet more, resembled ; 

A lost and dear possession, whicli not won. 

He walks in lonely gloom beucatli the noonday sun. 
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XIJII. 

To the gi-eat I’yramid I came : its stair 

AVith female quires was thronged: the IdVeliest 

Among the free, grouped with its sculptures mre. 

As I api)rofiL*hc(i, the moruing’s golden mist. 

Which now the w’onder-strickon breezes kist 
With their cold lips, fled, and the summit shone 
fjiko Athos seen from Samothmeia, drest 
fri earliest light by vintagers, and <me 
?}atc tln^rc, a female shape ii]>on an ivory throne. 

XLIV. 

A Form most like the imagined habitant 
Of silver exhalations siu’ung from dawn, 

Jly winds Avhieh f(?ed on sunnse woven, to ciichant 
The faiths of men ; all mortal eyes were drawn, 

As famished mariners through strange seas gone. 

Gaze on a hurning watch-tower, by the light 
Of those divinest lineamciits- -alone 

AVith thoughts which none could share, from that fair sight 
r iirued in sickness, for a veil shrouded her countenance bright, 
xr.v. 

And, neither did ( lu'ar the acclamations 
AVhich, from brief silence bui*sting, lillod the air, 

AAnth her strange name and mine, from all the nations 
AVhicli Ave. they sai<l, in strength had gathered there 
Froiti the sleep of bondage ; nor the vision fair 
Of that bright pageantry beheld, — but blind 
And silent, as a breathing corpse did fare, 

Itcaning upon my friend, till, like a wind 
To •’overed cheeks, a voice floAved o’er my troubled mind. 

XI.VL 

Like music of sonuj minstrel lioaA’^cnly-giftcd, 

To one Avhom Ueiuls enthral, this voice to me ; 

Scarce did J Avish her veil to bo uplifted, 

1 Avas so calm cand joyo\is, — I could see 

The platf(n*m wlicro wo stood, the statues three 

AVhich kept their marble Avatch on that high shrine, 

The imiltitndcs, the monutaiiis, and the sea; 

As Avhen eclipse hath passed, tilings sudden shine 
To men’s astonished eyes most clear and crystalline. 

XL VII. 

At first Tjaone sjioke most trcmulou.sly . 

Hut soon her voice that calmness Avhi. i it sin 1 
Gathered, and — “ Thou ai’t Avliom I Bought sec. 

And thou art our first votaiy here,” siie said : 

‘‘I had a dear friend once, but uo is deavl ! — 

And of all tliose on the wide eai’th who breathe, 

^^hou dost resemble him alone — I spread 

betAveen us tAvo, that thou beneath 
jShould’st image one who may haA'o been long lost in death. 
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XLVITI. 

*'For this wilt thou not henccfortli p:irilon me ? 

Yea, but those joys wliich silence well rcixiiite 
Forbid reply : why men iiuvc chosen me 
To be the Priestess of this holiest rite 
T scarcely know, but that the floods of light 
Which flow over the world, have bi>rnc mo hither 
To meet thee, long most dear ; and now unite 
Thine hand with mine, and may all comfort wither 
i'Vom botli the Iiearts whose pulse in joy now beats together, 

MJX. 

“ Tf our own wdll a« others’ law we bind, 

Tf the foul worship tr. itplcd here wo fear; 

If as ourselves Ave cease to love our kind ! ” — 

She paused, and )n>inted upwards — sculptured there 
Three shapes arouml her ivory throne appear; 

One was a Giant, like a child asleep 
On a loose I’oek, wdiosc; grasp crushcMl, as it Avere 
In dream, sceptres and crowns; and one did keep 
Its watcliful eyes in doubt wheilier to smile or Aveep ; 

A Woman sitting on tlie .v 'ilpturcd disk 
Of the hroaii earth, and feeding from one breast 
A human babe and a young basilisk ; 

Her looks Avere sw’cct as Tleaven's when lovelios,t 
In Autumn eves. — 'j’hc tfiird Image As^as drest 
In Avhito Avings swift as clouds in winter skies, 
lleiieath bis feet, 'mongst ghastliest forms, reprost 
Lay Faith, an obscene worm, who sought to rise, 

AVliile calmly on the 8iin lie turned liis diamond eyes. 

i.i. 

Beside that Imago then I sate, w'hile she 

Stood, ’mid the throngs Avhieh eA'er ebbed and flowed 

Like light amid Uie shadows of the sea. 

Cast from one cloudless star, and on the (Towal 
That touch, Avhieh none wdio feels forgets, hesbnved ; 

And Avliilst the sun returned the st(}<lfast ga/.e 
Of the great Image as o’er Heaven it glodtj, 

That rite had place ; it ceased when sunset’s blaze 
Burned o’er the isles; all stood in joy and deep amaze ; 

i.ii. 

When in the silence of all sj>irits thci*o 
Laouo’s voice Avas felt, and through the aii* 

Her thrilling gestures spoke, most eloquently fair. 

I 

“ Calm art thou as yon sunset ! swift and strong 
As new-fledged Eagle.s, beautiful and young, 

That float among the blinding beams of moming; 

And nnderneath tby feet Avritho Faith, and Folly, 

Custom, and Hell, and mortal Melancholy--- 
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Itok ! tho Earth starts to liear the mighty waining 
Of thy voire sublime and holy ; 

Its free spirits here assembled, 

See thee, feel thee, know thee now : 

To thy voice their hearts have trembled, 

Like ten thousand clomls which flow 
With one wide wind as it flies ! 

Wisdom ! thy irresistible children rise 

To bail thee, and the elements thoy^ chain 

And their own will to swell the glory of thy train. 

2 

“ O Spirit vast and dcci") as Night and Heaven I 
Mother and soul of all to which is given 
Tlio light of life, the loveliness of being, 

TjO ! tliou dost re-asceiul the human heart. 

Thy throne of powtjr, almighty as thou wcid, 

In dreams of Poets old grown pale by seeing 
Tho sliado of thee : — now, millions start 
To feel thy liglitnings through tlicm burning ; 
Nature, or (^od, or Love, or Phiasurc, 

Or Sympathy, the sad tears turning 
To mutual smiles, a drinnle>s trcasui’c, 

Descends amidst us ; — Scoj-ii and Hate, 

Revenge imd SeHishuoss, are desolate- - 
A hundre*! nations swt'ar that there shall bo 
Pity and Peace and Love, among the good and free ! 

Eldest of things, di\ ine Ikpiality ! 

Wisdom and Tiovo are but tho slavi'S of thee, 

^'iic Angels of thy sway, who pour around thee 
Trea.-'Urcs from all tlie cells of human thought, 

And from tlie Stars, and from the Ocean brought. 

And tlie last living licart whose beatings bound thee : 
The powei’fid and tho wise had sought 
Thy coming; thou in light descending 
O’er the wide land which is thine own, 

Ijiketlic spring whoso breath is blending 
All blasts of fr; igiaiice into one, 

CoUiCst upon tlie pntlis of iiieu ! 

Earth bares her general bosom tv) tby k(‘n, 

And all her children here in glory meet 

To feed upon thy smiles, and clasp thy sacred feet. 

‘‘My brethren, wo are free ! tlie plains and i .ountains. 
The grey sea-shore, the forests, and tho fountains, 

Are haunts of hai)piest dwellers ; man and woman, 
riieir common bonduge burst, inaj" freely borrow 
Irom lawless love a solace for their sorrow ! 
tor oft wo still must weep, since wo are human. 

A stormy night’d screncst morrow. 
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Wliose sTiowers are pity’s gentle tears, 

Whose clouds arc smiles of those that dio 
Like infants, without hopes or fears, 

And whose beams are joys that lie 
In blend(;d hearts, now liolds dominion ; 

The dawn of mind, which, upwai*ds on a innioii 
Horne, swift as sun-rise, far ilhimiiies space, 

And chisps this barren world in its own bright embrace ! 

5 . 

" My brethren, avo arc free ! the fruits art glowing 
Beneatli the stars, and the night-winds are flowing 
O’er the ripe corn, the birds and beasts arc dreaming -- 
Never again may blood of bird or Ix'ast 
Stain with its venomous stream a Imiiian feast. 

To the pure skies in accu^ati^'’^ steiuning ; 

Avenging ]misons shall have ceased « 

To feed disease and fear an<l madness. 

The dwellers of the earth and air 
Shall throng arouiul our steps in ghulucss, 

Seeking their Too*! or refuge there. 

Our toil from thought all glorious forms shall oill. 

To make this earth, our home, more beautilul. 

And Science, and her sister Toesy, 

Shall clothe in light the fields aiul cities of tlio free ! 

0 . 

Victory, Victory to the iwostrate nations ! 

Hoar witness, Night, and yc, unite (Jonstolla,tion<, 

Who gaze on us from your crystallino ears ! 

Thoughts have gone forth whose j»owors can sleep no more 
Victory ! Victory ! Earth’s remotest shore. 

Regions which groan hcncath the Antarctic stars. 

The green lands cradled in the roar 
Of western waves, and wildernesses 
Peopled and vast, whicli skii-t the oceans 
Wliero morning dyes her golden tresses, 

Shall soon partake our high emotions : 

Kings shall turn pale ! Almighty Fear, 

The Fiend-Chul, when our charmed name lie hear, 

Shall fade like shadow from Jiis thousand faues, 

While Truth with Joy enthroned o’er his lust empire reigns 

T.III. 

Ere she had ceased, the mists of night entwining 
Their dim woof, floated o’er the infinite tlirong ; 

She like a sjurit through the darkness shining. 

In tones whose sweetness silence did prolong. 

As if to lingering winds they did behuig, 

T’oured forth her inmost soul : a passionate speech 
With wild and thrilling ii.iuscs woven among, 

Wliich whoso heard was mute, for it could teach 
To rapture like her own all listening hearts to reach. 
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Her voice was as a mountain stream which sweeps 
The withered leaves of Autumn to tlio lake, 

And in some <leop and narrow baj^ then sleeps 
In the shadow of the shores ; as dead leaves wake 
Under the wave, in Mower’s and herbs which make 
Those green depths beautiful when skies are blue, 

The imdtitude so moveless did partake 
Such living change, and kindling murmurs Mew 
As o’er that speechless cairn delight and wonder grew. 

i.v. 

Over the plaiu the throngs wci*c scattered then 
In groups around tlie fires, which from the sea 
Kvcii to the gorge of the Mrst mountain glen 
Blazed wide and far : the banquet of the free 
W’as siri'c^d beneath many a dark cj^press ti*eo, 

I'eneath whoso spires, which swayed in the red light 
Bcclining as they afe, of Liberty, 

And Hope, and .lusticc, and Laone’s name, 

Ivartli’s children did a woof of hapi)y convci’se frame. 

T.Vl. 

1’hoir feast was siu h as Earth, the gcnei'al mother, 

Pouis from her Miircst bosom, when she smiles 
In the cmhrace of Autumn ; — to each other 
As when some parent fondly reconciles 
Her warring chihli-tm, she their wrath beguiles 
With her own snsL«‘naucc : they relenting weep : 

Such was this f’estival, which from their isles, 

And continents, .and wiinls, and ocean’s deep. 

All shapes might throng to share, that My, or walk, or creep. 

I.VII. 

Might share in })eiK*e nnd innocence, for gore 
Or poison none this festal did pollute, 

Rut piled oil high, an overOowiiig store 
Of pomegranates, un<l eitnms, fairest fruit, 

Melons and dates, and tigs, and many a root 
Sweet and sustaining, and bright grapes ere yet 
Accursed fire their mild juice could transmute 
Into a mortal bane, and brown corn set 
hi baskets ; with pure streams their thirsting lijis they wet. 

L.VITI. 

Laone liad desceiide«l from the shrine, 

And every de(‘pest look and holiest mind 
Eed on her form, though now those tones divine 
Were silent as she past ; she did unwind 
Her veil, as with the crowds of her own kind 
She mixed; some impulse made iny liearc refrain 
Erom seeking her that night, so I reclined 
Amidst a group, where on the utmost jdaiii 
A festal watch-Mre burned beside the dusky main. 
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TJX. 

And joyous was our feast ; pathetic talk, 

And wit, fV]id harnionj’' of ehoi'al .strains, 

While far Orion o’er the waves <lid walk 
That flow among the isles, hchl us in chains 
Of sweet captivity, which none disdains 
Who feels : but, when his zone grow <lim in ini.st 
Which clothes the Ocean’s bo.soin, o’er the plains 
The multitudes went hornew'ard, to their rest. 
Which that delightful day with its own shadow blest. 


CANTO VT. 


Bkstde the diuinoss of the glimmering sea, 

Weaving swift language from iiii)*assionetl themes. 

With that dear friend i lingerotl, wlio to me 
So late had been restored, bci.* ath tlie gleams 
Of the silver st u’-s ; and ever in soft dreams 
Of future love and peace .sweid converse la^)! 

Our willing fancies, till the palliil boaui*^ 

Of the last watch-fire fell, and darkness wraj)t 
Tlic wave.s, and each bright chain of floating fire was .snapt. 


And till w'o came even to the City’s wall 

And the great gate, then, none knew whence or why, 

Discpiiet on the multitudes <lid fall : 

And fir.st, one]iale and breathless past us by, 

And stared and spoke not ; then witli piercing cry 
A troop of 'wikl-eye<l women, by l})c slii’iet s 
Of their owm terror driven, — tumnltuou.sly 
Hither and thither hurrying with jade clicoks. 

Each one from foai’ unknown a sudden refuge seeks — 

m. 

Then, rallying cries of treason and of danger 
itesounded : and — Tliey come ! to arms ! to arm.s ! 

The Tyi’ant i.s among.st u.s, and the stranger 
Comc.s to cn, slave us in Ids name ! to arms ! ” 

In vain : for Panic, the pale fiend who charms 
Strength to forswear her right, those millions swept 
Liko waves before the teinjTest-— thc.se alarms 
Came to me, as to know their caii.se I leapt 
On the gate’s turret, and in rage and gi'icf and scorn I wept ! 
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IV. 

For to thft North I saw tlie town on fire. 

And its rod light made morning pallid now, 

Which burst over wide Asia. — Louder, liighor. 

The yells of victoiy and the screams of avoc 
T heard approach, and saw the throng below 
Stream through the gates like foam-wrought waterfalls 
Fed fiMUii a thousand storms —the fearful glow 
Of bombs flares overhead -at intervals 
The red artillery’s bolt mangling among them falls. 

V. 

And now the horsemen come —and all was done 
Swifter than I have spoken-- - 1 beheld 
Theij' red swords Hash in the imrisen sun. 

I rushed among the rout to liavc ropcllc<l 
Q’liat miserahlo flight — one moment (pielled 
By voice, and looks, ;iml eloquent despair, 

As if reproach fnmi their own Imarbs witlihcld 
Their sto])S, they stood ; but soon came pouring there 
Xow multitudes, and did those rallied bands o’eiLear. 

\ I. 

f strove, ns drifted on some cataract 
I’ ■ irr(.'sistil)lo stiA-nms, some wndc’li might strive 
AN lio hears its fatal roar ; the tiles compact 
AVbelmed mo, and fi'om the pate availed to di ivc 
Witli quickening impulse, as ouch bolt <lid rive 
Tlicir ranks witli bloodier eliasni : into the plain 
Disgorged at length tlie dead and tbo alive, 

In one dread mass, Avtro parted, and the stain 
Of Mood from mortal steel fell o’er the fields like rain. 

VII. 

Fr I now the des]iot’s 'olood-hounds with their prey 
Unarmed and unaware, were gorging tloep 
Their gluttony of <loath ; the hx.se array 
Of horsemen o’er the wide fields immb'ring sweep. 
And witli loud langliler for their tyrant reap 
A harvest sown with other liojies; the while, 

Far overhead, ships from l*roponti.s keep 
A killing rain of fire : -when the waves .smile 
As Ruildeii cartlnpiakes light many a voLmuo isle. 

VIII. 

Thus sudden, unexpected fefist was spread 

For the carrion fowls of Jlcaveu. — T saw the sight - 

r moved -I lived — as o’er the Jieaps of dead, 

AVhosc stony eyes glared in the iiiornim;, light, 

I trod ; to me there came no tliought of flight 
But with loud cries of scorn which wh )SO heard 
Tliat dreaded death, felt iu his veins the might 
Of virtuous shame retiu'ii, the crowd 1 stirred, 

And desperation’s hope iu many lieiu’ts recuircd. 
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A band of brothers gathering round me, luado, 
Although unarmed, a stedfjist front, and still 
IletrcatiiJg, witli stern looks beiicatli tlie sliade 
Of gathered eyebrows, did the victors till 
With doubt even in success; deliberate will 
Inspired our growing troop ; not overthrown 
It gained the slielter of a grassy hill, 

And ever still our coincides Avere hewn down, 

And their defenceless limbs beneath our footsteps strown. 

X. 

Immovably we stood — in joy I found, 

Beside me tluui, firm as a giant pine 
Among the mountain vapours driven aroimd. 

The old man whom 1 luve^i — ^liis eyes divine 
With a mild look of courage answered mine. 

And my young friend was near, and ardcaitly 
His hand grasped mine a moment -now the line 
Of war extended, to our rallying cry, 

As myriads flocki;<l in love and brotherhood to die. 

XT. 

For ever while the suuAvas edimbing ITcaveu 
The horsemen hewed our unarmed myriads down 
Safely, though wlieii by thirst < f carnage driven 
Too near, tlioso laves were swiftly overthrown 
By liundreds leaping on them : llcsli and bojic 
Soon made our ghastly ramparts; then the shaft 
Of the artillery from the sea was thrown 
More fast and ticiy, and the compiorors laughed 
111 pride to hear the wind our screams of toi’ineiit waft, 

XII. 

For on one side alone the hill gave shelter, 

So vast that pliuhanx of uneonquered men, 

And there tlie living in their blood did welter 
Of the dead and dying, wliich, in that green glen, 

Like stifled torrents, made .a plashy feu 
Ui’dor the feet- -thus was the butchery waged 
While the sun clomb Heaven’s eastern steep — but when 
It gan to sink, a fiercer combat raged. 

For in more doubtful strife the armies were engaged. 

XIII. 

AVithin a cave u]>on the bill were found 
A bundle of rude pikes, the instrument 
Of those who war bnt on their native ground 
For natural rights : a sliout of joyance sent 
Fven from our hearts the wide air pierced and rent, 

As those few arms tlio bravest and the best 

Sftized ; and each sixth, thus armed, did now jircseiit 

A lino which covered and sustained the rest, 

A confident phalanx, which the foes on every side invest. 
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XIV. 

That onset turned the foes to flight almost ; 

But soon they saw their present strength, and knew 
That coining night would to our resolute host 
Bring victory ; so dismounting close they drew 
Their glittering files, and then tlie combat grew 
Unequal but most horrible ; — and ever 
Our myriads, whom the swift bolt overthrew, 

Or tlm red sword, failed like a mountain river 
Which rushes forth in foam to sink in sands for ever. 

XV. 

Sorrow and shame, to see with their own kind 
Our human brethren mix, like beasts of blood 
To mutual ruin, armed by one behind, 

AVlio sits and scoffs ! — That friend so mild and good 
Who like its sluulow near my youth had stood, 

Was stabfied !---my ohl preserver’s hoary liair, 

With the flesh clinging to its roots, was strewed 
Under my feet ! 1 lost all sense or care, 

And like the rest I grew desperate and unaware. 

XVI. 

Tho battle became ghastlier, in tlie midst 
I ] .used, and saw, hovrugly and how fell, 

0 ifato ! tliou art, even when thy life thou shedd’st 
For love. Tlio ground in many a little doll 

Was broken, up and down whose steop.s befell 
Altcriiuto vietory and defeat, and there 
The combatants with iiige nmst horrible 
Strove, and their eyes .started with cracking stare, 

And impotent their tongues lhi.*y lolled into the air, 

XV IT. 

Fhi^cid and foamy, like a mad dog’s hanging; 

Want, .and Moon -mad ness, and the l^cst’s swift banc 
When its shafts smite — while yet its bow is twanging — 
Have oaeh their mark and sign sonic ghastly stain; 
And this was tliine, O War ! of hate ami pain 
Thou loathed slave. I saw all shapes of death, 

And minister’d to many, o’er the plain 

Wliilc earnago in tlie sunheam’s warmth did .seethe. 

Till twilight o’er the east wove her serenest wreatli. 

XV- HI. 

The few who yet survived, resolute and firm. 

Around me fought. At tho decliiir of day, 

AVinding ahovo the mountain’s snowy term, 

^lew banners shone : they quivered in the ray 
Of the sun s unseen orb — oi o night the array 
Of fresh troojis hemmed us in — of those bravo bands 

1 soon survived alone- -aud now I lay 
Vanquished aud faint, tho grasp of bloody hands 

t folt, and saw on high tho glare of falling biands ; 

K 
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XIX, 

Wlien on my foes .*1 sudden terror came, 

And they fled, scattering. — Lo ! witli reinless speed 
A black Tartarian horse of giant fi'anie 
Comes trampling o’er the dead ; the living bleed 
Beneath the hoofs of that tremcntlous steed, 

On wliicli, like to an angel, robed in white, 

Sate one Avaving a sword ; the hosts recede 
And fly, as tlirongh their ninks, with a\vf\il might. 

Sweeps in the shadoAV of eve that rhantoni swift and bright ; 

XX. 

And its path made a solitmh'.- -T rose 
And marked its coming; it relaxed its course 
As it approached me, and the wind that flows 
Through niglit, bore accents to mine ear Avhose force 
Might civate smiles in death. -TJic Tartar liorso* 

Paused, and I saw the shape its might Avliich swayed, 

And heard lier musical pants, like the sweet source 
Of waters in ihc desert, jus she said. 

Mount with me, Laon, now”— I rapidly obeyed. 

XXT 

Then ** Aw'ay ! away ! ” she crio<l, and stretched licr sword 
As ’twere a scourge over the courser's head, 

And lightly .shook tlie reins . — \Vc s])akc no word, 

But like the vapour of tlic tempest fled 
Over the plain ; her dark hair wjis dispread. 

Like the pine’s locks upon the lingering blast ; 

Over mine eyes its shadowy strings it spread 
Fitfully, and the hills jind .streams fled fjist, 

As o’er tijcir glimmering forms the steed’s brojid shadow past 

XXII. 

And his hoofs ground the rocks to fire and dust, 
llis strong sides made the torrents rise in si»ray, 

And turbulence, as if a whirlwind’s gust 
Surrounded ns ; — Jind still away ! aw.ay ! 

Th^-ough the desert night we sped, Avhiic she alway 
Gazed on a mountain which avc neared, whose crest 
Crowned with a marble min, in the raj’^ 

Of the obscure stiiiAS gleamed;— its rugged breast 
The .steed .strained u]i, and then liis impulse did arrest. 

xxiir. 

A rocky Iiill Avhich overhung the Oee.'in : — 

From that lone ruin, Avhon the steed tliat ])anted 
Paused, might be heard the murmur of tlie motion 
Of waters, as in spots for ever liauntcd 
By tlio choicest winds of Heaven, which arc enchanted 
To music by the wand of Solitude, 

^J’hat wizard wild, and the far tents im]>lanteil 
Upon the plain, be seen by those who .stood 
Thence marking the dark shore of Ocean’s curved flood. 
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XXIV. 

One moment tliosc were heard and seen — another 
T*ast ; and the two who stood beneath that night, 
l]jich only licard, or saw, or felt, the other ; 

As from the lofty steed she did alight, 

Cytlina (for, from the eyes whose deepest light 
Of love and sadness made my lips feel pale 
AVith iidlucnce strange of monriifnllest delight, 

My own sweet Cythna looked,) with joy did quail, 

And" felt her strength in tears of human weakness fail. 

XXV. 

And for a sx>ace in my embrace she rested, 

Her head on my unquiet heart reposing, 

AVhile my faint arms her languid frame invested: 

At length she looked on me, and half unclosing 
Her tremulous lips, said : '^Friend, thy bauds were losing 
The bnttle, as 1. stood before the King 
In bonds. — 1 burst tlunn then, and swiftly choosing 
The time, did seize a 'Partar’s sword, and spring 
Vnoii his horse, and swift as on the whirlwind’s wing, 

XXVI. 

“ H ive thou and f been borne beyond pursuer. 

And we arc here.” — Then, tumingto the steed. 

She iv’oss(jd the white moon on his front wdth j>uro 
Ami rosedike lips, and many a fragrant weed 
From the green ruin ])lucke<l, that ho might food; — 

But I to a stone seat that Maiden led, 

And kissing her fair eyes, said, “Thou hast need 
Of rest,” and I heaped np the courser’s bed 
»n a green mossy nook, with mountain flowers disiiread. 

XXVII. 

AVithiii that ruin, where a shattered portal 
Looks to the eastern stars, abandoned now 
By man, to be the boinc of things immortal. 

J^Ieniories, like aw’ful ghosts which come and go, 

And inu.st inherit all he builds below. 

When be is gone, a hall stood ; o’er whose roof 
Fair clinging weeds with ivy pale did grow, 

Clasping its grey rents with a vcrdiiron.s woof, 

A hanging dome of leaves, a cauojiy moon-proof. 

XXVIII. 

The autumnal w'inds, as if s]>ell-bound. had made 
A natural couch of leaves in that rccc.ss, 

^Vhich seasons none disturbed, but in the shade 
Of flowering pamsites, did spring love to dress 
With their sweet blooms the wintry loir liness 
Of those dead leaves, shedding their stars, whene’er 
The wandering wind her nurslings injglit caros.s; 

Whose intertwining fingers ever there, 

^hide inu.sic wild and soft that filled the listening air. 

K ‘1 
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XXIX. 

Wc know not where wo go, or whab sweet ilrcaiu 
May pilot ns through cavcnis strange and fair 
Of far and pathless passion, while the streiiiu 
Of life our bark doth on its whirlpools bear. 

Spreading swift wings as sfiils to the dim air ; 

Nov should wo seek to know, so tlie devotion 
Of love and gentle thoughts be heard still tliei’O 
Louder and louder from the utmost Oeean 
Of universal life, attuning its coiniaotion. 

XXX. 

To the pure all things arc pure ! Oblivion wrapt 
Our spirits, and the fearful overthrow 
Of pulilic hope was from our being snapt, 

Though linked years had bound it there ; for now 
A power, a thirst, a knowledge, which below 
All thoughts, like light beyond the atmospluirc, 

Clotljing its clouds with grace, doth ever How, 

Came on us, as we sate in sileneo there, 

Beneath the gohlen stars of the clear u/aire air. 

XXXI. 

In silence which doth follow talk that causes 
The bufllcd heart to speak •with sighs fuel tears, 

Wlicn wildering passion awallowcth np the 2)auses 
Of inexpressive speecli : — tlic youtliful years 
Which we together past, tlieir hopes and hau-s, 

The blood itself which ran within our frames, 

That likeness of the features which endears 
The thoughts cx])ressed by them, our very names, 

And all the winged hours which speechless memory claims, 

.XXXII. 

Had found a video and ere tliat voice did pass. 

The night grew damp and dim, and through a rent 
or the ruin where wo sate, from the morass, 

A wandering Meteor, by some wild wind scut, 

Hung high in the green dome, to which it lent 
A faint .and ]>allid lustre; while the .song 
Of blasts, in which its blue hair ipiiviu-iiig Ixnit, 

Strewed strangest soiiiuls the moving leaves among; 

A wondrous light, tlie sound as of a spirit’s tongue. 

xxxrrr. 

The Meteor showed tlie leaves on wliich we sate. 

And (’ytlina’s glowing arms, and the thick ties 
Of her soft hair, which bent with gathered weight 
My neck near licrs, her d,ark and deepening eyes. 

Which, as twin phantoms of one star that lies 
O’er a dim well, move, though the shir reposes, 

Swam in our mute and liquid ecstacics, 

Her marble brow, and eager lips, like roses, 

With their own fragrance pale, which spring hut half unclosi' 
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XXXIV, 

The IMctcor to its far morass returned: 

The beating of our veins one interval 
Made still ; and thou I felt tlic blood that burned 
M'ithin her frame, mingle with mine, and fall 
Around my heart like fti'C ; and over all 
A mist was sj^rcad, the sickness of a deep 
And sj)c.cehlcss swoon of joy, as might befall 
Two disunited sjiirits wlion they leap 
In union from this earth’s obscure and failing sleep. 

XXXV. 

M’as it one moment tliat confounded thus 

All thought, all sense, all feeling, into one 

LInuttc'ral)le power, which .shiehled us 

Even frojii our own cold looks, when we had gone 

Into a wide and wild oblivion 

Of tumult and of tenderness 1 or now 

Had ages, such as make the moon and sun, 

Tile seasons and mankind, their changes know. 

Left fear and time luifelfc by us alone below ' 

XX WI. 

I know not. What arc kisses whose fire clasps 
Tin lailing heart in languishment, or limb 
Twined within limb ? or the tjuiek dying gasps 
Of (he life ineoting, when the faint eyes swim 
TJirougli tears of a wiih* mist, bonndJess and dim, 
fn one earcs.s? M’hat us the strong control 
Which leads the lieai-t that dizzy steep to climb, 
Wlierc far over tlio world those vapours roll, 

Which blend two restles.s fraiin-s in one reposing .soul? 

XXXVll. 

It h the shadow which doth tloat unseen, 
lint not uiifelt, o’er blind mortality, 

Wlioso divine darkne-^s fled not from that gi'cen 
v\pr] lone recess, where lapt in jieaeo ilid lie 
Our linkeil framc.s till, from the changing sky, 

That night and still another day bad lletl ; 

And then T saw aiul felt. The moon was high. 

And clouds, as of a coming storm, were sjireail 
hnder its or!», — loud wiiuls were gathering overhead. 


XXX VI 11. 


i' 


Cythiia’s sweet lips seemed lurid in the moon, 

Her fairest limbs with the night wind were chill. 
And her dark tresses wore all loo.sely strewn 
Oer her pale bosom: -all within was si ill, 

And the sw^eet peace I'f joy did almost Oil 
The dc])th of her unfathomable look ■ 

And we sate calmly, though tha^ rocky hill, 

^Ihe waves eoutendiiig iu its caverns strook, 
or they foreknew the storm, and the grey ruhi shook. 
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XXXIX. 

There we unheeding sate, in tlie communion 

Of interchanged vowa, wliioh, with a rite 

Of faith most sweet and sacred, stainpod our union. — 

Few were the living hearts which could unite 
Like GUI’S, or celebrate a bridal night 
AVith such close sympathies, for tlicy had sprung 
From Uiike<l 3'outh, and from the gentle might 
Of earliest love, delayed and cherished long, 

Wliich common hopes and fears matle, like a tempest, strong. 

XL. 

And such is Nature’s law divine, that tho.se 
AVho gj'ow together cannot chot>so but love. 

If f.iith or cu.stom do not interpose. 

Or common slavery mar wh..^^ else might move 
All gentlest thoughts ; a.s in the .sacred grove 
AVliich .shadc.s the springs of rt’lthiox>iau Nile, 

That living tree, which, if the arrowy dove 
Strike with her shadow, shrinks in fear awhile, 

Hut its own kindred leaves clasps wliile the sunbeams smile ; 

XLT. 

And clings to them, when darkin'ss may dissever 
The close caresses of all dulhir plants 
AAndch Idoom on the wide earth thus we for over 
AVero linked, for Jove had nnrst us in tlic liaimts 
AMiore know lodge from its secret source encluints 
Young hearts with the fre.sh niu.‘«ic of its springing, 

Ere yet its gathered flood feed.s human want.s, 

As the groat Nile feeds Egypt ; ever Hinging 
Light on the woven bunghs which o’er its waves are swinging 

Xl.ll. 

The tones of Cythna’s voice like echoes were 
Of tho.se ffir inurmuring stream.s ; they rose and fell. 
Mixed Avitli mine owu in the tempestnons air, — 

Autl so we .sate, until our talk befel 
Of the late ruin, .swift an<l horrible, 
jAiid how those see<ls of liope might yet he .sown, 

AVhose fruit i^- evil’s mortal poison: well 
For u.s, this ruin made a watch-tower lone. 

But Cythna’s eyes looked faint, and now two days w'ore gone 

X I. III. 

Since she luid food : — thcrchjro T did .awaken 
Thii Tartar .steed, wlio, from hi.s ebon mane, 

Soon as tlic clinging slumbers lie hail sliaken, 

Bent his thin head to seek the brazen nun, 

Following me oljcdieritly ; with pain 
Of heart, so deep and <lread, that one caress, 

AVhen lips and heart refuse to part ;>gain. 

Till they have told their fill, could scarce exiire.s.s 
The anguish of her mute and fearful tcndei’iicss. 
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Cythna belioLl mo part, as I bestrode 

Thai stood- -the tcmi)cst and the night, 

WTiicli ^;ave my path its safety as I rode 
Down the ravine of rocks, did soon unite 
The darkness and the tumult of their might 
Dome on all winds. — Fju* through the streaming rain 
Floating .at intervals the garments white 
Of Cythuji gleamed, and her voice once again 
Came to me on the gust, and soon I reached the i)lam. 

xi.v. 

I dreaded not tlio tempest, nor did lie 
Who hure me, but his e3'eballs w'idc and red 
Turned on the liglitning’s cleft exultijigly ; 

And when the earth beneath his tameless tread, 

Shook with the sullen thunder, he would spread 
His nostrils to the blast, and joyously 
Mock the lierce [)eal with neighings ; — thus we sped 
O’er the lit jdain, and soon T could descry 
AVhere Death and Fire liad gorged the spoil of victory. 

A'LVI. 

'riioT’c was a desolate village in a wood, 

\Vh' .0 bloom iiiwoveu leaves now scattering fed 
The hungry storm ; it was a place of blood, 

A heap of hoarthless walls; — the llamcs were dea<l 
Within tliose dwellings now, — the life had fled 
From all thos»* cor[)ses now, — but the wide sky 
Flooded with Jightnijig was ribbed overhead 
]>y the black rafters, and around did lie 
Women, and babes, and men, slaughtered confusedly. 

XI. VII. 

Ees: >e the fountain in the market-place 
Dismounting, I beheld those corpses stare 
With horny eyes upon each other’s face, 

.find on the earth, and on the v.acaiit air, 

And upon me, close to the waters wheie 
1 stooped to slake my thirst ; — I shrank to tjiste, 

For the salt bitterness of blood was there ! 

Ihit tied the ste<‘d beside, and sought in haste 
‘iny yet survived amid that ghastly waste. 

XI.VIII. 

No living thing was there beside one woman, 

Whom 1 found wamlering in tlio streets, ami she 
Was withcrcil from a likeness of anglit liiiman 
Into a tieiul, by some strange misery : 

Soon as she heard my steps, she leaped v,ii me, 

And glued her burning lips to mine, am^ l.augned 
With a loud, long, and frantic lau-gh of glee, 

And cried, “ Now, Mortal, thou hast deeidy ipialfcd 
The Plague’s blue kisses — soon millions shall .dge the diuuglit I 



136 


THE BEVOLT OF ISL.\M. 


xrjx. 

**My name is Pestilence — tliis bosom <lry 
Once fed two babes — a sister and a brother — 

Wlien I came home, one in the bh od did lie 

Of thi ec death wounds — the flames had ate the other ! 

Since then I have no longer been a mother, 

Put T am Pestilence ; — hither and thither 
I flit about, that I may slay and smotlnu*; — 

All li))s wliieh T have kissed must surely wither. 

But Death’s — if thou art lie, wo'il go to work together ! 

Wliat scekest thou here? the moonlight comes in flashes, 
The dew is rising dankly from the dell ; 

’Twill moisten her I and thou slndt see the gashes 
III my sweet boy— now full ot worms — hut tell 
First what thou scek’st.’- -'‘I seek for food.” ’Tis well. 
Thou shalt liave food ; Famine, my paramour, 

Waits for us at the feast — cruel and fell 
Is Famine, hut he drives not from his door 
Those whom these lijis have kissed, alone. No more, no more 

LT. 

As thus she sxiake, she gras^ietl me with the strength 
Of madness, and by many a ruined hearth 
She led, and over many a corpse : — at length 
We came to a lone hut, wliei’e on the eartli 
Which made its floor, she in her ghastly mirth 
Gathering from all those homes now desolate, 

Had jiilod three hcayia of loaves, making a dearth 
Among the dead — round \vhieh she set in state 
A ring of c«>Id, stiff babes; silent and stark they sate. 

i.ir. 

She leaped upon a pile, and lifted high 

Her mad looks to the lightning, and cried : “Eat ! 

Share tlio great feast -to-morrow we ninst die ! ” 

And then she sjmrned tlie loaves with lier i)ale feet. 
Towards her bloodless guests; — that sight to meet, 

Mine eyes and my heart ached, and but that she 
Who loved HiC. did with absent looks <lefeat 
Desjiair, I might have raved in sympathy ; 

But now' I took tlio food that w oman oflered me ; 

i.iii. 

And vainly having with her madness striven 
If I might will her to return with me, 

Departed. In the eastern beams of Heaven 
The lightning now grew pallid — rajndly, 

As by the shoi’o of tlio tempestuous sea 
The dark steed bore me, and the mountain grey 
Soon echoed tt> his hoofs, and I could see 
Cytliria among the rocks, where she alway 
Had sate, with anxious eyes fixed on the lingering day. 
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LIV. 

And joy was ours to meet : she was most pale, 
Famished, and wet and weary, so I cast 
My arms around her, lest her stei)s should fail 
As to our homo wc went, and thus cirihraced. 

Her full heart seemed a deeper joy to taste 
Than e’er the prosperous know ; the steed behind 
Trod peacefully aloii" the mountain waste : 

Wc reached our homo ere morning could unbind 
Kight’s latest veil, and on our bridal couch reclined. 


Her chilled heart having cherished in my bosom. 
And sweetest kisses past, "wc two did share 
Our peaceful meal ; — as an autumnal blossom, 

AVhich siireads its shrunk leaves in the sunny air, 
Aftt?r cohl showers, like rainbows woven there. 

Thus in her lips and checks tiio vital spirit 
Mantled, and in her eyes, an atmos})here 
Of health, and hope; and sorrow languished near it. 
And fear, tind all that dark despoiideuee doth inherit. 


OA^TO YU. 


i^'o sate joyous as the morning ray 
Which fed upon the wrecks of night and storm 
Now lingering on the winds ; light airs did play 
Among t\»e dewy weeds, the sun was warm, 

And we sate linked in the inwoven charm 
Of converse and caresses swe(-*t and deep, 

Specclilcss caresses, talk that might disarm 
Time, though he wichl the darts of death and sleep. 
And those thrice mortal barbs in his own poison steep. 

IT. 

I told her of my sufferings and my madness. 

And how, awakened from that dreamv mood 
hy Liberty’s uprise, the stnnigth of glsKlness 
Oamo to my spirit in my solitude; 

And all that now I was, wdiilc tears pur‘?ucd 
Fach other down her fair and listening cheek 

as the thoughts which fed ihem, like a lh»od 
From suiibright dales; and wlieu I ct'ascd to speak, 
Her accents soft and sweet the pausing air did uakc. 
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HI. 

She told rao a strange tale of strango endurance, 

Like broken iiieinoriea of many a lieart 
Woven into one ; to which no firm assurance. 

So wild were they, could her own faith impart. 

She said that not a tear did dare to start 

From tlie swolii brain, and that her thoughts were firm 

When from all mortal hope she did depart, 

Borne by those slaves across tlie Ocean’s term, 

And that she reached the port without one fear infirm. 

IV. 

One was she among many there, the tliralls 
Of the cold tyrant’s cruel lust : and they 
Laughed mournfully in those polluted lialls ; 

But she was calm and sad, musing alway 
On loftiest enterprise, till on a day 
The tyrant heard her singing to her Into 
A wild and sad, and spirit-tli rilling lay. 

Like winds that die in wastes — one moment mute 
The evil thoughts it made, which did his breast pollute. 

V. 

Even when ho saw her 'wonclrou.s loveliness, 

One moment to great ^future’s sacred power 
He bent and was no longer passionless ; 

But when ho bade Iicr to his secret bower 
Be borne a loveless victim, and she tore 
Her locks in agony, and her words of ilaino 
And mightier looks availed not ; tlieu ho bore 
Again his load of slavery, and became 
A king, a heartless beast, a pageant and a name. 

vr. 

She told me what a loathsome agony 
Is that when seUislmess mocks love’s delight, 

Foul as in dreams moat fearful imagery 
To dally with tlio mowing doa<l — tliat night 
All torture, fear, or horror, made seem light 
AVdiifli the soul dreams or knows, and wlieu the day 
Shone on her awful frenzy, from the sight 
Wlifi’e like a Spirit in lle.shy chains slio lay 
Struggling, agliast and pale the tyrant lied away. 

VII. 

Her madness was a beam of light, a power 

Wbicli dawned tlirough the rent soul ; and words itga\'0, 

Gestures and looks, such as in whirlwinds bore 

Wliich might not be withstood, wlience none could save 

All who approached their spliere, like some calm wave 

Vexed into whirlpools by the chasms beneath ; 

And sympathy made each attemiaiit slave 
Fearless and free, and they began to breathe 
Deep curses, like the voice of flames far underneath. 
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VIII. 

’ TLe King felt pale upon his noon-day throne ; 

At night two slaves he to her chamber sent, 

One was a green and wrinkled cuiiueh, grown 
From hiiinan shape into an instrument 
Of all things ill — distorted, bowed and bent. 

The other was a wretch from infancy 

Made dumb by ])oison ; who nought knew or meant 

Hut to obey : from the hre-islcs came he, 

A diver lean and strong, of Oman’s coral sea. 

IX. 

Tlicy bore lier to a bark, and the swift stroke 
Of silent mwei-s clove the blue moonlight seas. 

Until upon then’ ])atli the morning broke ; 

I'hey anchored then, where, be there calm or breeze, 

The gloomi('.st of the drear Symx>h‘gades 
Shakes with the sleepless surge ; — the yKthiop there 
Wound his long arms around her, and with knees 
Like iron clasped her feet, ami plunged with her 
Among the closing waves out of tlic boundless air. 

X. 

‘‘ Sw'ft as an eagle stooping from the plain 
Of 1 a’liing light, into some shadowy wood. 

Ho i»lunged through the green silence of the main. 

Through many a cavern which the eternal flood 
Had scooped, as dark lairs for its monster brood ; 

And among mighty shapes which lied in wonder. 

And among mightier shadows which pursued 
His heels, he ^YO\ln(l : until the dark rocks under 
He toueliod a golden chain — a sound arose like thunder. 

XI. 

‘‘A f ■'inning clang of massive bolts rcdonbling 
Beneath the deep — a burst of ’waters driven 
As fi’om the i-oots of the sea, raging and bubbling : 

Ami ill that roof of crags a space was riven 

Thro’ which there slionc the eiiieridd beams of beaven, 

yiiot through tlie lines of nuuij^ waves inwoven, 

Like sunlight through acacia w^oods at even. 

Through wliich, iiis Avay the diver liaving cloven, 

Past like a sp irk sent up out of a burning oven. 

xir. 

“ And then,” slie said, “ he laid me in a cave 
Al)ovo the Walters, by that chasm of 
A lountain round and vast, in wliicli the wave 
Innirisonod, boiled and leaped perpetual 1> , 

wliicli, one moinent resting, ho diu liee, 

AVinniiig the adverse depth ; that spacioi a cell 
Like an upaithric temple wide and high, 
dome is inaecessible, 

'> as pierced with one round cleft through wb' -h the sunbeams 
fell. 
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XIII. 

** Below, the fountain’s brink w'as richly paven 
With the deep’s wealth, coral, and pt'jii-l, and sand 
Like spangling gold, and purple slitdls engraven 
AN^ith mystic legends by no mortal haiul. 

Left there, when, thronging to the moon’s command. 
The gathering waves rent the llcsjK'rian gate 
Of mountains, and on such bright iloor did stand 
(^Jolumns, and shapes like statues, and the state 
Of kinglesa thrones, which Earth did in her heart create. 

XIV'. 

“ TIio fiend of mail ness wliirli liad made its prey 
Of my poor heart, was liillctl to sleep awhile : 

There was an interval of many a day, 

And a sca-cagle brought me iui/d the while, 

AVlioso nest was hnili in that untrodden isle, , 

And who, to bo the jailor, had been taught, 

Of that strange dungeon ; as a friend whose smile 
Like light and j-i'st at morn and even is sought, 

That wiki bird was to me, till madness misery brought. 

. XV. 

*^The misoiy of a madness slow and creeping, 

AA^hich made tlic earth seem lire, tlie sea seem air. 

And the white clouds of noon vviiicli oft were sleeping 
In the blue heaven so beautil'nl ami fair, 

Like hosts of gliastly shadows liovei'ing there; 

And tlio sca-eagle looked a fieml who boro 

Thy mangled limbs for food ! - Thus all tilings were 

Transformed into the agony which I wore, 

I'iveu as a poisoned robe around my bosom's core. 

XVI. 

Again I knew tlie day and night fast fleeing, 

The eagle and the fountain and the air; 

Anotlier fren/y came — there seemed a being 
AV'ithin me — a strange lo;wl my heart did bear, 

As if some living thing had made its lair 
Even in the fountains of my life : — a long 
And wondrous vision wrought from my despair, 

Then grow, like sweet reality among 
Dim visionary woes, an unreposing throng. 

XVII. 

''JMethonght J was about to be a mother — 

Month after mouth went by, and still I dreamed 
That we should soon he all to one another, 

I and my child ; and still new pulses seemed 
To heat beside my heart, and still 1 defemed 
There w.is a babe witliin--aud when the rain 
Of winter through the rifted cavern streamed, 
Mctliought, after a lapse of lingering pain, 

I saw that lovely shape, which near my heart had lain. 
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XVITI. 

“ It was a babe, beautiful from its birth, — 

It was liko thee, dear love ! its eyes were thine, 

Its brow, its lips, and so upon the earth 
It laid its fingers, us now rest on mine 
Thine own, beloved ! — ’twas a dream divine; 

Even to remember how it fled, how swift, 

Jh)W utterly, miglit make the heart repine, — 

Though ’twas a dream.” — Then (y^'thua did uplift 
Her looks on mine, as if some doubt she sought to shift : 

XIX. 

A doubt which would not Hoc, a tenderness 
Of «|nesti(miiig grief, a source of thronging tears ; 
W’liieli, having past, as one whom sobs oppress, 

Slio spoke : ‘‘ Vos, in the wilderness of years 
Tier mcinorv, aye, like a green home appears. 

She sucked Inn' lill even at this breast, sweet love, 

Eor many mouths I had no mortal fears ; . 

Rethought I felt her lips and breath approve," - 
It was a hunnni thing which to my bosom clove. 

XX. 

r ■ "fitch od die dfiwn of lujr first .smiles, and soon 
Wli- n zeiiitli-stars wcT i trembling on the \vave, 

Or when tlio bcfims of tlio invisible moon. 

Or sun, from many si prism within the cave 
Tlicir g<nii-borii sluidows to the water gfivo, 

H<5r looks would hunt thorn, and with ontsiiread hand. 
From the swift lights whi<‘h miglit that fountain pave, 
She would nifirk one, and laugh, wdicii th;it command 
Sliglitiug, it lingered thei-e, and couhl not understand. 

XXL 

“ Mothouglit her looks began to talk with mo : 

And no arli<3nlate sounds, but something sw'ect 
Her lips would frame, — so sweet it eoubl not be, 

Thiit it was mcjiniugless ; lier toucli w’ould moot 
Mine, and our jiulses calmly flow and beat 
In response while wo slept ; and on a day 
When I Wfis laippitist in that strange retreat. 

With heaps of golden shells wo tw'o did ])l:iy, — 
llotU infants, weaving wings for time’s perpetual way. 

XXIL 

“ Ere night, methought, her waning oye.s were grown 
Weary with joy, an<l tireil with our deliglit, 

IV e, on the earth, like sister twins lay <lown 
On one fair motlier’s bosom: — from tha»; night 
She lied ; — -like those illusions clear and brigiif, 

Wliich dwell in lakes, when the red moon on high 
I’auso ei*o it wakens tempest ; — ami her flight, 

Though 'twas the death of braiiiloss phauta' V, 

Yet smote my loucsoiiio heart more than all misery. 
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XX ITT. 

“It seemed that in the dreary night, the diver 
Who brought me thither, came again, and bore 
My child away. I saw the waters q uiver. 

When 1)0 so swiftly sunk, as once before: 

Then morning came — it shone even as of 5 "ore, 

But I was changed — the vciy life was gone 
Out of my heart — I wasted more and more, 

T)ay after day, and sitting there alone. 

Vexed the inconstant waves with my perpetual moan. 

• XXIV. 

“I was no longer mad, and yet methought 
My breasts were swoln and changed : — in every vein 
The blood stood still one m^'ment, while that thought 
Was passing — with a gush of sickening jjaiii 
It ebbed <‘\cn to its withered sju’ings again : 

When my wan eyes in stern resolve I tnrned 
From that most strange delusion, which would fain 
Have waked the dream for which rny spirit yeanicd 
With, more than human love, — then loft it iinrcturncd. 

x\ V. 

“ now my reason was restored to me, 

I struggled with that dream, wliich, like a beast 
Most fierce and beauteous, in my memory 
Had iriade its lair, and on my heart did feast ; 

But all that cave and all its shapes possest 
By thoughts which could not fade, renewed each one 
Some smile, some look, some gesture which had blest 
Me heretofore : 1, sitting tlioi’o alone, 

Vexed the inconstant waves Tvitli my 2 )er 2 )cLual moan. 

XXVI. 

“ Time past, I know not wlictbcr months or years; 
For day, nor night, nor change of seasons made 
Its note, but thoughts ainl unavailing tears : 

And I became at last even as a shade, 

A smoke, a cloud on which the winds have preyed, 
Till it be thin .'is air ; until, one even, 

A bTautilus Tipun the fount.aiii jilayed. 

Spreading his azure sail where breath of Heaven 
Descended not, among the waves and whirl 2 »ouls driven. 

XXVIT. 

“ And when the Kaglc came, tht-it lovely thing, 

Oaring with rosy feet its silver boat. 

Fled near me as for shelter ; on slow wing, 

The Eagle, hovering o’er his x>rey, did float ; 

But when he saw th.at I with fear did note 
His purpos^jjroffering my own food to liim. 

The eager "umes subsided on his throat — 

He came where that bright child of sea did swim. 

And o*er it cast in peace his shadow broad and dim. 
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XXVIII. 

“ This wakened me, it gave me human strength ; 

7 \nd liope, I know not whence or wherefore, rose, 

But 1 resumed my ancient powers at length; 

]My spirit felt again like one of those. 

Like tliiiie, whose fate it is to make the woes 
Of humankind their prey — wliat was this cave 1 
Its deep foundation no firm pui^posc knows 
Tmmutahlo, resistless, strong to save, 

[.ike mind wliile yet it mocks the all-devouring grave. 

XXIX. 

“ And where was Tjaon ? might my heart bo dciul, 

AVliile that far de.'ircr heart could move and bcl 
Or whilst over the earth the pall was spread, 

^\'hit;h T liad sworn to rend ? I might be free, 

(!oul<l 1 but win that friendly bird to me, 

To bring me ropes ; and long in vain I sought 
Ry intercourse of mutual imagery 
Of objects, if such aid ho could be taught ; 

IJat fruit, and flowers, and boughs, yet never ropes he brought. 

XXX. 

*• ' live in our own w(U'hl, and mine was made 

From glorious phantasies of hojie departed : 

Aye, we are daikeued with tlieir floating shade. 

Or cast a lustre on them — time imparted 
Such power to me, I became fearless-hearted ; 

My eye and voice grew firm, calm was my mind, 

And piercing, like the moni, now it has djxrted 
Its lustre on all ]iid<h3n things, behind 
Von dim and fading clouds which load the weary wind. 

XXXI. 

“ Mj mind became the book through which I grew 
NV^ise ill all human wisdom, and its cave, 

AV^hich like a iiiiiic I rilled through and through, 

^fo me the keepiug of its secrets gave — 

One mind, the type of all, the moveless wave 
AVhosc cairn reflects all moving things that are, 

Necessity, and love, and life, the grave, 

Ainl sympathy, fountains of hope and fear; 

Justice, and truth, and time, and the world's natural sphere. 

XXXII. 

“ And on the sand would 1 make signs to range 
These woofs, as they were woven, of my thought ; 

Clear elemental shapes, whose smallest eh inge 
A subtler language within lanijuage wrought: 

The key of truths which once were dimlv taugLo 
In old Crotona ; — and sweet melodies 
Of love, in that lone solitude I enught 
Irom mine own voice in dream, when thy dr ir eyes 
^lione t’orough ray sleep, and did that utterance harmonise. 
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xxxni. 

“ Thy songs were winds whereon I fled at will, 

As in a winged chariot, o’er the plain 
Of crystal yonth ; and thou wei*t there to fill 
My heart with joy, and there we sate again 
On tlie grey margin of the glimnienng main. 

JFTap]>y as tlion but wiser far, for we 

Smiled on the flowery grave in which were lain 

Fear, Faith, and Slavery ; and mankind was free. 

Equal, and pure, and wise, in wisdom’s prophecy. 

XXXIV. 

“ For to my will my fancies were as slaves 
To ilo their sweet and subtle ministries ; 

And oft from that briglit fountain’s shadowy waves 
They would make human throngs gather and rise 
To eomh;d with my ovorH<)wing eyes, 

And voice made «leep with passion — thus I grow 
Familiar with the shock and the surpriso 
And war of e.u lhly minds, from which I drew 
The power which has been mine to fniiuc their thoughts anew. 

XXXV. 

^'And thus my prison ivas the poimlous earth — 

Where I .saw— even as misery dreams of moi’U 
Jlefore the east has given its glory birth — 
lleligion s pomp made desolate by the scorn 
Of Wisdom’s faintest smile, and thrones uptom, 

And dwellings of mild people inter.spor.«cd 
With undivided fields of ripening corn, 

Au<l love made free, — a hope which we have nnrst 
Even with our blood and tears, — until its glory biinst. 

XX .XV I. 

“ All is not lo.st ! There is some recompense 
For hope wbo.se fountain can be thn.s jirofound. 

Even throne<l Evil’s splendid iinpoteiiee, 

Gin by its hull of power, the secret sound 
Of hymns to truth and freedom, — the dread bound 
Of life and deiitb passed fe.arle.'^sly and well, 

Dungeons wherein the higli resolve i.s found, 

Racks which degraded woman’s greatness tell. 

And what may else bo good an<l irresistible. 

XXXVIf. 

Such arc the thoughts which, like the fires that flare 
In storm -cnoompassed Isles, we cherish yet 
In this dark ruin —such were mine even there ; 

As in its sleep some odorous violet. 

While yet its leaves with nightly dews are wet, 

Breathes in proj)hetic drcanis of day’s uprise. 

Or, as ere Scythian fro.st in fear ha.s met 
Spring’s messengers descending from the skie.s, 

The buds foreknow their life — this hope must ever rise. 
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XXXVIII. 

“ So ye.ars had past, when sudden earthquake rent 
The doptli of ocean, ainl the cavern crackt 
With sound, as if the world’s wi<lc continent 
ITad fallen in universal ruin wrackt ; 

And thi’ongh the cleft streamed in one cataract 
The stiflin;' waters : wlicn 1 woke, the flood, 

Wliose handed waves tliat ciystal cave had sacked, 

Was ebbiiif' nannl mo, and my bright abode 
llefore me yawned — a chasm desert, and bare, and broad. 

XXXTX. 

Above mo was the sky, beneath the sea : 

I stood upon a i)oint of shattered stone. 

And heard loose rocks rushing tumultuously 
With s])lash and shock into the deep — anon 
jVH ocascjl, and thei'e was silence wide and lone, 
r felt tliat 1 was free ! The Oocan-sjiray 
Quivercil hcnojith liiy feet, the broad Heaven slione 
Around, and in my hair tlic winds did ]'lay, 

1/uigeriug as they pursued their unimpeded way. 

XL. 

• spirit moved upon the sea like wind 
Wh ih round some tJiyiny cape will Jag and hover, 
Though it can wake i.lie still cloud, and unbind 
The strength of tciuqK'st : <lay was almost over, 

Wluiii through the fading light I could discover 
A ship approaching — its white sidls were fed 
With the north wind - its moving shade did cover 
The tjvilight deej); — the niariucrs in dread 
C-ast anchor when they saw new r<)ck3 around them spreatl. 

XIJ. 

And when tlicy saw one sitting on a crag, 

They sent a boat to me; — the .sailors rowed 
In aw’c through many a new and foarfid jag 
Of ON eihanging rock, through which there flowed 
The foam of sh’eams that cannot make abode. 

They came and (|uestione<l me, but, wlieii they heard 
My voice, they became .silent, and they stood 
And moved as men in whom now love luid stirred 
Heep thoughts : so to the ship w'e past without a word. 


L 
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CANTO v]rr. 


“ T SATK beside the steersman then, and, praziii" 

Upon the west, cried, SSpread l^ j ^nils ! behold ! 

The sinking nioon is like a watch-tower blii/iiig 
Over the inoiii.> tains yet ; — tlio City dT (Juld 
Yon Cape alone does from the sight withhold ; , 

The stream is fleet - the north breathes steadily 
llencath the stars; they tremble witli the cold ! 

Ye cannot rest upon the dreary .sea; ~ 

Haste, haste to the warm home of Inippier destiny !’ 

II. 

‘'The Mariners obeyed — the Captain stood 
Aloof, and, whispering to tlic Pilot, said, 

‘Alas, alas ! T fear wo arc pursued 

]5y wicked ghosts : a Phantom of the Dead, 

The night before we sailed, came to my bed 
In dream, like tliat !’ The Pilot then replied, 

‘It cannot be — she is a buman Maid-- 

Her low voice makes you weep — she i.s some bride, • 

Or daughter of high birth -she can be nouglit beside.’ 

nr. 

“ AVe y)a.st the islets, borne by wind and stream, 

And as wo sailed, the Mariners came near 
And thronged around to listen ; — in the gleam 
Of the pa^c moon I stood, as one whom fear 
May not attaint, and my calm voice did roar : 

‘Ye arc all human -yon broad moongivc.s light 
To millions who the snlf-samc likeness wear. 

Even while I sp(^ak — beneath tlii,s very night. 

Their thoughts flow on like ours, in sadness or delight. 

' IV. 

“ ‘ What dream ye ? Your own hands have built a home, 
Even for yourselves on a beloved shore : 

For some, fond eyes are pining till tliey coma. 

How they will greet him when his toils are o’er. 

And laughing babes rush from the well-known door ! 

Is this your care ? ye toil for your own good — 

Ye feel and tliiiik — has some immortal power 
Such purposes ? or in a humau mood. 

Dream yc some Power thus builds fur man in solitude 1 
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“ 'What is that Power ? Yc mock yourselves, and give 
A human heart to wljjit ye cannot know : 

As if the cause of life could think and live ! 

Twere as if man’s own works shouhl feel, and show 
Tlic hopes, and fears, and thoughts, from which they flow. 
And lie he like to them. Lo ! Plague is free 
To waste. Blight, Poison, Karthquakc, Hail, and Snow, 
Disease, ami Want, and worse necessity 
Uf hate and ill, and Pride, and Pear, and Tyranny. 

VI. 

‘‘ ‘ What is that Powder ? Some moon-struck sophist stood 
AVatching tlic sliadc from his own soul upthrown 
Fill Heaven and darken Karth, and in such mood 
’riit! Form h(i siiw and womhipped W!U his own. 

His likenoiis in the worhl’s vast mirror shown ; 

And ’twere an innoeeiit dream, but that a faith 
>,’ursed by fear’s dew of poison, grows thereon, 

And that men say, that Power has chosen Death 
On all ho scorn its laws, to wreak immortal wrath. 

VI I. 

“ Mon say that they Hjomsclves have heard and scon, 

Or known from others who have known sucli things, 

A Shade, a Form, which Farth and Heaven between 
Wields an invisible rod — Huit Priests and Kings, 

Custom, domestic svya^-, ay, all that brings 
Alan’s fnifi-boni son! Ixuieaili ibe oppressors bool. 

Are liis sirong ministers, Hiid that the stings 
Df death will make tlie A\i.se his vengeance feel, 

^1 Hough LrutK and virtue arm their hearts with tenfold steel, 
viir. 

“ ‘And it is said, this Power will i)unish wrong ; 

Y(;s, add d(!S2)air to crime, and pain to 2)aiii ! 

And dee2)cst hell, and ileathless snake.s among, 

Will bind the wretch on wdiom is lixod a stain. 

Which, like a 2>lague, a bnrtheii, ami a bane, 

Clung to him while he lived; — for love and hate, 

Virtue and vice, they say are diifcreuco vain — 

The will of sti’ength is right — tliils human state 
Tyrants, that they may rule, with lies thus de.solatc. 

IX. 

“‘Alas, what strength? Opinion is more frail 
Thun yon dim cloud now fading on the moon 
Dven while w’e gaze, though it aw'hilo avail 
To hide the orb of trutli — ^jind every throne 
Of l^arth or Heaven, though shadow rests thereon, 

One shape of many names : — for this ye jilough 
The barren waves of ocean ; hence each eiio 
^ Is slave or tyrant ; all betray and how. 

Command, or kill, or fear, or wreak, or suffer woe. 

L 2 
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X. 

“ ‘ Its names arc each a sign wliich maketh holy 
All power — ay, the ghost, the dream, the shade, 

Of pow'cr — lust, falsehood, hate, and i)rido, and folly ; 

The pattern whence all fraud and wrong is made, 

A law to whieli inankiiid has been betrayed ; 

And huiiuin love, is as the iiaiiio well known 
Of a dear mother, whom the mur<lerer laid 
In bloody grave, and, into darkness thrown, 

Gathered her wildcred babes around him as his own. 

XI. 

“'O love ! who to the hearts of wandering men 
Art as the calm to Ocean ’.s weary waves ! 

Justice, or truth, or joy ! thou only can 
From slavery and religion s labyrinth eaves 
Guide us, as (me clear star the seamen saves. 

To give to nil an equal share of good. 

To track tbo st(!ps of freedom, though through graves 
She pass, to sutfer all in patient mood, 

To weep for crime, though stained with thy friend’s dearest blood 

XII. 

“ ^ To feel the peace of self-con ten tment’s lot, 

To own all sym]jatljies, and outrage none, 

And, in the inmost bowers of sense and thought. 

Until life’s sunny day is quite gmso down, 

To sit and smile with Joy, or, not alone, 

To kiss salt tijars from the w'orii cheek of Woe ; 

To live, as if to love and live were one, — 

This is not faith or law, nor those who bow 
To thrones on Heaven or Earth, such destiny may know. 

XIH. 

“ * But children near their parents tremble now. 

Because they must obey- — one rules another. 

And as one Power rules both high and low, 

So man is made the captive of his brother, 

And Hate is throned on high with Fear her mother, 

Above the Jlighest — and tho.se fountuiii-celJs, 

Wli jiice love yet How’ed when faith had choked all other, 
Are darkened -AVoman, as the bond-slave, dwells 
Of man, a slave ; and life is poisoned in its wells. 

xiv. 

‘Man seeks for gold in mines, that he may weave 
A lasting chain f<jr his own slavery ; — 

In four and restless care that lie may live 
Ho toils for others, who must ever he 
The joyless thralls of like captivity ; 

He murders, for his chiefs delight in ruin ; 

He builds the altar, that its idol’s fee 
May be bis very blood ; bo is pursuing, 

0, blind and willing wretch ! his own obscure undoing. 



XV. 

'' * Woman !— she is his slave, she has become 
A thing I weep to speak — the child of scorn, 

The outcast of a desolated home. 

falsehood, and fear, and toil, like waves have worn 

Channels upon her cheek, which smiles adorn, 

As calm decks the false Ocean : — well ye know 
What Woman is, for none of Woman born 
Can choose but drain the bitter dregs of woe, 

Which ever from the oppressed to the oppressors flow. 

XVT. 

“‘This need not be ; ye might arise, and will 

That gold should lose its power, and thrones their glory; 

'fhat love, wliicdi none may bind, be free to fill 

Tlie world, like ligl'.t; and evil faith, grown hoary 

AVith crinM3, be quenched and die.— Yon promontory 

Kven now eclipses the descending moon ! — 

I )iingoons and palaces arc tninsitory — 

High ienqiles fade like vapour- Man alone 
I U'luains, whosC will has power when all beside is gone. 

XVII. 

“ ‘ Let all be free and equal ! — From your hearts 

1 feci an o<*ho ; tlirough my inmost frame 

lAk ■ sweetesL sound, seeking its mate, it ilarts — 

Whence come yo, friends 1 Alas, I cannot name 
All tliat 1 read of senrow, toil, and shame. 

On your worn faces ; as in legends ohl 
AVhich make immortal the tlisastrons fame 
Of conquerors and impostors false and bold, 

Tlic discord of your lieurts 1 in your looks behold. 

X-i IM. 

“ ‘ Whence come yc, friends ? from pouring human blood 
JAirf )• on the earth ! or bring yc steel and gold, 

Thac Kings may dupe and slay tlie multitude'! 

Or from the famisliod poor, pale, weak, and cold, 

Hear yc the earnings of their toil ! iinfold I 
Speak ! arc your hands in slaughter’s sanguine hue 
Stain’d freshly '! liave your liearts in guile grown old '! 
Know yourselves thus ! ye shall be pure as dew, 

And J will bo a friend and .sister unto you. 

XIX. 

“ ‘ Disguise it not — ^^vc have one human heart - 
All mortal thoughts confe.s.s a common home : 
llliish not for what may to thyself impart* 

Stains of iiiovitablo crime : the doom 
Is this, which has, or may, or must, becfimo 
Thine, and all Immaukind’s. Y^c are ti. ■ spoil 
Which Time thus marks for the dcvouruig toL.t), 

Tliou and thy thoughts and they, and all tlie toil 
AN hcrewitli ye twine the rings of life’s perpetual coil. 
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“ ' Dispjuisc it not — yo blush lor what yo hate. 

And Enmity is sister unto Shame ; 

Look on your mind — it is the book of fate- - 
Ah ! it is dark with many a blazoned name 
Of misery — all are mirrors of the same ; 

But the dark fiend wlio with his iron pen, 

Dipped in scorn’s fiery poison, makes his fame 
Enduring there, would o’er the heads of men 
Pass liarmless, if they scorned to make their liearts his den, 

X \r. 

' Yes, it is Hate, that shapeless fieiully thing 
Of many names, all evil, some divine. 

Whom self contempt arms witli a mort.d sting ; 

AVhieh, when the heart its snak}' folds entwine. 

Is wasted quite, ar ..hen it <loth rojiiiie • 

To gorge such bitter ]>rey, on all hesitlo 
Tf turns with ninefold rage, a.s with its twine 
AVhen Amjihisbiena some fair bird has tii'd, 

Soon o'er the putrhl mass ho threats on every side. 

x\ir. 

^Beproach not thine own s«ud. but know thyst'lf, 

Nor liate aimther’.s crime, mu* loatlu; thine own. 

It is the dark idolatiy of .self. 

Which, when our tliuu„iits and action^! mice are . me. 
Doinandh that man should wcej), and blee<l, and g. oan : 

O vacant ex] nation ! be at rest. - 

The jiast is Dt'ath’s, the future is thine (*\vn : 

And love and joy can make the foiilc'-t ’-nsist 
A parailise of Howers, where peace iiiiglil build her nest.’ 

xxiir, 

“ ‘ Speak thou ! whcn<*e c<*nie ye ? ' — A Yf*utli made ro]>ly, 
* Wearily, wearily o’er the boumlh .ss tlee[) 
sail ; -thou reade.st well the mi.sery 
Told in the.so farled e\es, but uiueh doth .‘'•h ('j> 

Within, which there the jM>or he.irt loves to ki e[», 

Or dare not write tin the dislumouitMl brow ; 

Even from our childhood have we Icarnetl to steep 
The b'ea<l of slavery in the tears of woe. 

And never dreamed of hope or refuge until now. 

X X I V. 

• Ye.s — I must .speak — my .secret wouhl have jieri.shcd 
Even with the heart it wa-tetl, as a biand 
Eade.s in the dying flame who.se life it eheri.shetl. 

But that no huiiian bosom can witlistaiid 
Thee, woiidrou.s Lady, ainl the mihl conmiand 
Of thy keen eye.s : — yes, we are wrt.tcht'd slave.^. 

Who from their wonted lovi .s and iiativ * luinl 
Are reft, and bear o’er the dividing wa\ tjd 
The uiiregai’ded prey of calm and happy graves. 
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XXV. 

“ ^ AVo dra" afar from pastoral vales tlie fairest 
Amon^ tlio <lauj^ht,crs of those inoinitaiii.s hme, 

AVo (liai^ tlicin tlierc, wlirre all tilings best and rarest 
Are stained an<l traiiij^led : — 3 'ears liave come and gone 
SinO'S like the ship which bears me, I liave known 
No thought ; — but now the eyes of one dear Alaid 
On mine with light of mutual love have shone — 

She is my life,- — 1 am but as the shade 
Of her, — a smoke sent ii}> from ashes, soon to fade. 

XXVI. 

** ‘ Kor sli(‘ mn«t peridi in tlie U'rant’s hall — 

Alas, alas ! ’ — lie eeas-,*d, and bj^^ the sail 
Sate cowering — but his sobs were heard bj*^ all, 

And .•'till before tlu; ocean and the gale 
The ship Jled fast till the star.s ’gan to fail. 

All round me gathere<l with mute countenance, 

'J’he Seamen ga/ed. the I'llot, worn and ]>ale 
AVith toil, the (.-ajitain with gr(\v locks, who-<e glance 
Alet mine in n)stles.s awe — they stood as in a trance. 

xxvn. 

Ml<a*ede not ! ]iau«e not now ! thou art grown old, 

*)nt Jlo]te will make tln'e yonmr, for Hope and Vouth 
Are cliildren of one mother, t*ven Love — behold ! 

The etiTiial >t,u-s gaze on us! — is the truth 
AN'ithin yonr soul .' care for \'onr own, or ruth 
For other’s .•'ulfei’ing.s ! do yo thir.^t to bear 
A heart whi'-h not the serpent custom’s tooth 
Ala}' vio’ ile f lie free ! ami even here, 

Swear to be lii-in till ileatli!’ They cried, ‘ AA’’e .-^wear ! we swear!’ 

XXVIII. 

The very darkness shook, as with a blast 
Of siilderraneaii ih under ;it the ery ; 

The hollow slion- its thousand echoes cast 
into till' night, as if the sea, and sky. 

And earth, rejoiced with iiew-lmrn liberty, 

Foj' in that name they swore! I’ndts wore undrawn, 

Ami on the deck, witli uuaceustoiiicd eye 
Tlie captives gazing stood, and every one 
J^^’hrank as the inconstant torch upon her countenance shone. 

XXI \. 

‘‘They were earth’s pure.st children, young and fair, 

AVith ‘'ves the shrines of nnawakoned thought, 

And hrows as bright as spring or morning, ei’e 
Dark time had there its evil legend w rought 
Til characters of cloud which wither not. 

The change was like a tlivam to th« ni : but sooti 
‘riioy knew the glory of their altered lot, 

III the hriglxt wisdom of youth's breathle'^^s noon, 
f^weet talk, and smiles, ami sighs, all bosoms did attune. 
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XXX. 

But one was mute, her cheeks and lips most fair, 
Clianging their hue like lilies newly hlovvn. 

Beneath a bright acaiaa’s shadowy hnir, 

AVaved by the wind amid the sunny noon, 

Showed tljat lier soul was quivering ; and full soon 
That Youth .arose, ami bj’eathltjsslj^ did look 
On her and me, as for some speechless br>on : 

I smiled, and both their liands ii» !iiiiie I took, 

And felt a soft delight from wbal thoii spirits shook. 


CANTO IX. 


“That night wc <anchore<l in a woody bay, 

And sleep no nior<^ arouml us d.are<l to hover 
Tlian, when all doubt and fear has passed nwsiy. 

It shades the couch i'fsome unresting lover. 

Whose lieart is now at rest : tlius night passed )Vor 
III mutual joy -a.round, a forest gri'W 
Of poplars .and dark oaks, whose sliatle did eover 
TIio waning stars, prankt in tho waters blue. 

And brcmbleil iii the wind whicli from the morning flew. 

II. 

The joyous mariners, and eaclifree ijr.\idon, 

Now brought from tlie deep forest many a bough, 

AVitli woo»lland spoil nuist imioecntly huten ; 

Soon ivroaths of budding foliage soome«l to flow 
Over tlie mast and sails, the stern and prow 
Were canopied with blooming bonglis, — the while 
On the slant sun’s path o’er the waves we go 
Ih'joieing, like the dwellers of an isle 
Doome<l to ijursiie those waves that cannot cease to smile. 

III. 

“ The many ships spotting the dark blue deep 
With snowy sails, fled fast as ours came nigh, 

In fear .and wonder; and on every st<.e]) 

Thousands did gaze, they heard the startling cry, 

Like earth’s own voice lifted unconquerably 
To all lier children, the unboumlcd mirth, 

Tlie glorious joy of thy name- — Lib» rty ! 

They Imard !■ -As o'er the mouutaiiis of the earth 
From peak to peak leap on tho beams of morning’s birth : 
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So from that cry over the boundless hills, 

Siulden was canglit one universal sound, 

lake a volcano’s voice, whose thunder fills 

Keiuotcst skies, — such glorious ma-lness found 

A path tlirough human hearts with stream which drowned 

Its struggling fears and cares, dark ciistom’s brood ; 

They knew not whence it came, but felt around 
A wide contagion poured — they cail«*.d aloud 
On Liberty — that name lived on the sunny Hood. 

V. 

We readied the port— alas ! from many spirits 
The wisdom whidi liad waked that cry, was fled, 
lake tlie brief glory which dark Heaven inherits. 

From the false dawn, which fades ere it is spread, 

Fpou thciiiglit’s devouring darknc.ss shed ; 

Yet soon bright day will hurst -even like a chasm 
Of fire, to burn tlic slirouds outworn and dead, 
l\’hich wrap the world; a wide enthusiasm, 

To deaiise the fevered world as with an eartlnpiake’s spasm ! 

vr. 

I walked througli thegre.it (fity then, but fi ee 
From shame or fear ; those toil-worn Mariners 
And happy Maidens did eneoiiipass me ; 

And like a subterranean wind that stirs 
Some forest among eaves, the hopes aial fears 
From eveiy hnmati soul, a murmur strange 
Made as 1 pa-^t ; and many wep\ with tears 
Of joy Jind aw(', and winged thoughts did laage, 

And haif-extinguislicd Avon Is, which pruplivsied of change. 

VII. 

“For, wdth strong speech 1 tore the veil that hid 
Katnre, and ’I’ruth, and Jaberty, and Love, - 
As one wdio from some mountain’s pyramid, 

JViuts to the iiuriseu sun ! the shades approve 
His truth, and flee from eveiy stream anil grove. 

Tin -5, gentle thoughts did many a bosom fill, — 

Wisdom the mail of tried aficctioiis avovo 
Fur many a lieart, and tameless scorn of ill 
i lirii. ' steeped in molten steel the nnconipierablc Avill. 

viir. 

^'Soinc said I was a m.aniac wdld and lost; 

Some, that T searee had risen from the grave 
The IVopliet’s virgin bride, a heavenly ghost: — 

Sonic said I was a fiend from my w'eird cave, 

Who had stolen human shape, and o’er tlie wave, 

The forest, and the mountain, came ; — some said 
I was tlie child of God, sent down to save 
Women from bonds and death, and on my head 
TJie burthen of their sins would frightfully he laid. 
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**But Roon my human words found sympiiMiy 
III human hearts : the purest and the best, 

As friend with friend made common cause with me, 

And tliey were few, but resolute: — the rest, 

Ere yet success the enterprise had blest, 

Ijengued with me in tlicir h«-arts their meals, their slumber 
Their hourly o(^cu]>ation.s, were possest 
By hopes which 1 liad armed t<» overnumber 
Those hosts of meaner cares, whit li lih*’s strong wings encumber 

X. 

‘Mhit cbiefly women, whom my voice did waken 
I'Yom their cold, careless, willing slavery, 

Soiiglit me : one trul.li tbcii* dreaiy ]>risou has shaken, 

'riiey lookiMi around, and lo ! they beeamo free ! 

TUoir many tyrants sitting desolatOy • 

In sla,ve deserted balls, could none restrain ; 

For wrath’s red tiro had withered in the eye, 

Wh ose lightning once was death, — nor fear, nor gain 
OouM tempt one captive now to lock another’s chain. 

xr. 

** Those who wore scut to hind me, wept, and felt 
Their minds outsoar tlu^ bonds wltich clas])cd tliem round, 
Even as a waxen sl' ^pe may waste and melt 
In thf" white fuiaiace; and a visioned swouud. 

A pause of hope and awe, the ('ii y bound, 

Which, like tlie silence of a tempest’s birth, 

AVbcn in its awful shadow i^- has wound 
The sun, the wind, the ocean, and tlie earth, 

JTung terrible, ere yet the lightnings liave leapt forth. 

XII. 

Like clouds inwoven in the silent sky, 

By winds from distant regions meeting there, 

111 the high name of truth and lila-rty. 

Around the City mill ions gathered w<a-e. 

By hopes wbicli sprang from many a bidden lair; 

AV^ords, wliich the l<»re of truth in lines of grjiee 
Avrayed, thine own wihl songs which in the air 
Ijdve homeless odours floated, and the name 
Of tliee, and many a tongue wliieli tln>u hadst di])ped in flame. 

XIII. 

‘^Tho 'J'yraiit knew his power was gone, but Fear, 

The nurse of AVugeaiice, hade him wait tlie event ' 

That perfidy and custom, g'dd and jtraycr, 

And whatsoe’er, when force is imjioteut. 

To fraud the sceptre of tJic world nas lent. 

Might, iis ho judged, confirm his failing sway. 

Therefore throughout the streets, the I’riests he sent 
To curse the rebels. — ^'I’o their g(>ds did they 
For Earthquake, Plague, and Want, kneel in the public way. 
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“ And grave and hoaiy men wore bribed to tell 
Fp'Jii weals where law is made tlie slave of wrong, 

How glorions Athens in her splendour fell, 

Beeiniso h<;r sous were free, — and that among 
Mankind, tlio man 3*^ to the hnv belong, 

I >3" Heaven, and Is’atiiro, and Noecssit3\ 

Tlie\' said, that age was truth, and that the young 
Mai’red with wild hoj^cs the 2)caec of slavery, 

AVith whieli ohl times and men Inul quelled the vain and free 

XV. 

And W’ith the falsehood of their poisonous lips 
breathed on the enduring mernoiy 
Of sages and of bards a brief eclipse ; 

There was one tea.ehcr, whom necessity’’ 

lla«l armed with strength and wrong against mankind, 

His slave and his avenger aye to be ; 

That we were weak and sinful, frail and blind. 

And tliat ihe will of one was peace, and we 
Slumld seek fur nought on earth but toil and misery. 

xvr. 

“ ' For Hnis wo might avoid tl»e hell hereafter.’ 

So s])ake the hypocrites, who cursed and lied; 

Alas, their sway was past and tears and laughter 
Clung to their lioary hair, withering the priiie 
AVhicIi in their Imllow hearts dared still abide ; 

And yet obseeiier slaves with .^’mootlier brow, 

And sneers on their strait lips, “thin, bine, and wide. 

Said, that the rule of men was over now. 

And hence, the subject world to woman’s will must bow; 
xvir. 

“And gold Avas scattered tlirongh the streets, and wine 
Flowed at a hundred feasts within the wall. 

Tu vain ! ^’he sLeadj' towers in Heaven did shine 
As they^ were wont, nor at the priestly call 
I.cCt Plague her banquet in the /VUh top’s hall, 

Is’o” Famine from the rich man’s portal came, 

AVhere at her e.ase she ever prey.s on all 

Wlio throng to kneel for food : nor fear, nor shame, 

\or faith, nor discord, dimmed hope’s newly kindled llaine. 

XVIIT. 

'' For gold was as a god wliose hiith began 
To fa.de, so tliat its wor.shippcrs were few, 

An<l Faith itself, which in the heart of man 
(Jives shape, voice, name, to spectral Terror, knew 
Its downfall, as the altars lonelier grew, 

Till the Priests .stood alone within the fane; 

The shafts of falsehood nnpolluting flew. 

And the cold sneers of calumny were vain 
The union of the free with discoivl’s brand to stain. 
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XIX. 

The rest thou knovvest. — liO ! — wo two are here — 

We have survived a ruin wide .niid dco]> — ■ 

Strange tlioughls are mine. — I eanmd grieve nor fear, 
Sitting with time n|><»n this loiH‘ly steep 
I smile, though liuinan love shoidd make inc weep. 
AVehave survived a joy tliat knows no sori’ow. 

And I do feel a mighty ealiiiness creep 
Over my heart, which can no longei* )>(>rrow 
Its hues from chance or change, di.rk children of to-inorrow. 

XV. 

“ AVe know not what will come— yet, Tiaon, dearest, 
Cytlma shall be the Y>rophetcss of love, 

Her lips shall rob tlu-e of the grace tiiou wonrest. 

To hi(lo til}’’ l.(‘art, and clothe the sha[»e.s which rove 
AVithin the lH)m(Mc,>>s future’s wintry grove; • 
f\)r I now, sitting thus lit>si»le thee, seem 
liven with thy breath and blood to live and move, 

And violence and wrong are as a dream 
AAndiih rolls from stodfast tiuth, an imreturuhig stream. 

XXI. 

“ The blasts of autumn drive the winged sco«ls 
Over the earth, — noxL come the snows, and rain. 

And frosts, and stoi-ms, whi(.*h drcaiy wilder Ic ds 
Out of liis Scythian cave, a savage train ; 

Uphold ! Spring swe<;ps over the worhl again, 

Shedding soft dews fr<»m her adhcroal xvings ; 

^'lowers on the mountains, fruits over the [>lain, 

Aiul music oil the \\.iv(‘s ami wootls she iliugs, 

And love on all tliat lives, and calm on lifeless tilings. 

XVII. 

“ 0 Spring ! of Impe, ami love, and youth, ami gladness, 
AVind- winged emblem ! brightest, host, ami fairest ! 
AA^hence comest. thou, whfui, with dark wiut<*r’s sadness 
The tears tliat fade iii sunny smiles tiiou sharest ? 

Sister of joy ! tiiou art the ehilil who wearest 
Thy mother’s dying smile, tender .md sweet ; 

Thy iiiotlicr Autumn, for avhose gi-ave thou bearest 
Krc.-li llowers, ami beams like flowers, wiuli geidle feet. 
Disturbing not the leaves which are her winding-sheet. 

XXIII. 

'^Virtue, ami Hope, and Imve, like light and Heaven, 
Surround tlie world.- Wo are their chosen slaves. 

Has not tlic whirlwind of our spirit driven 
Truth’s deathless germs to thought’s remotest caves'? 

Lo, AA’inter comes ! — the grief of many graves, 

The frost of death, the tern [lest of tlie .sw’ord. 

The flood of tyraniu, who^e saiiguiuo waves 
Stagnate like ice at Faitli, the enchanter’s wmrd. 

And bind all human hearts in its repose abhorred. 
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XXIV. 

“ Tlio secilf? are alocpiii" iii the soil : mcauwhilo 
The tyrant peopletJ dnngeons with his pi’cy ; 

Pale victims on the giiardctl scaUbld smile 
J3ec;uise they cannot speak ; and, day by day, 

The moon of wasting Science wanes away 
Among her stars, and in that darkness vast 
The s(nis of earth to their font idols pray, 

And grey Ih-iests triumph, and like blight or blast 
A shade of sclHsh care o’er linman looks is cast. 

XXV. 

*^This is the Winter of the world ; — and lierc 
Wo die, even as the winds of Autumn fade, 

Kxpiring in tlie frore and foggj' air. — 

Pehold ! Spring comes, thougli we must pass, who inade 
The promise of its birth, — even as the shade 
Wliieh from onr death, as from a mountain, flings 
HMio future}, a. hrond sunrise; thus arrayed 
As with the plumes of overshadowing wings, 

I'^’om its dark gulf of eliains, ICarth like an eagle springs. 

XXVI. 

“ O dearest love ! wc shall be dead and cold 
IBefore this morn may on the w<»rl<l arise: 

Wonldst thou the glory of its <lawn behold? 

Alas ! g:i/(} not on me, but turn thino eyes 
On thiue own heart it is a j»aradi.'<‘ 

Whieli everlastijig s[»ring has made its own, 

And while drear winter tills the naked ski(}s, 

Sweet streams of sunny thought, and flowm’s fresh blown 
Are there, and weave their sounds and odours into one. 

XXVII. 

“ Tn tlieir own hearts the earnest of the hope 
Wliieli iiuule them great, the good will ever find ; 

And though some envious shade may interlope 
llctween the etfeet and it, one eomes behind, 

Who aye the future to tlie past will bind — 

Keeossity, whose sightless strength for ever 
Ea‘ 1 with evil, good with good, must wund 
In bauds of union, wliieli no pow'er may sever: 

They must luring fortli tlieir kind, and be divided never ! 

XX VIII, 

‘‘ The good and mighty of departed ages 
Are in their graves, the innocent and free. 

Heroes, aii<l Poets, and jircvailiiig Sages, 

Who leave the vesture of their majesty 
To adorn and clothe this naked world ; — and we 
Are like to them — such perish, but they leave 
All hope, or love, or truth, or liberty, 

Whose forms their mighty spirits could conceive 
To bo a rule and law to ages that survive. 
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XXIX. 

So be the turf heaped over our remains 
Kven in our happy youth, and that strange lot 
Wiiato’cr it be, wlieu in these mingling veins 
The Vdood is still, be ours ; lot souse and thought 
Pass from our being, or be numbered not 
Among tlio things tliut are ; let those wlio ci>mo 
Behiml, for whom our stedfast will has bought 
A calm inheritance, a gh>rious <loom, 

Insult with careless tread our undivided tomb. 

“ Our many tlionghta and deeds, our life and love, 

Our liappincss, and all tliat we have been, 

Immortally must live, aud burn, and nu)ve, 

When wc sliall be no more ; the world has seen 
A tyi)(i of peace ; ':^'l as some most siTOiie , 

And lovely spot to a ]>oor maniac’s eye, 

After long years, some sweet ami moving scene 
Of youthful hope returning suddenly, 

(Quells his long mu<lnc.ss — thus mau shall remember tlice. 
xxxi. 

And ealinnny meanwhile shall feed on us, 

As worms devour the dead, ;iud near the throne 
And at tho altar, most accepted thus 
Shall sneers and eiirs. ^ be.;- what wo have doi^ 
hfono shall dare vouch, though it be truly knov' n ; 

That record shall remain, when they must jjass 
. AVho built their prido on its oblivion ; 

And fame, in human ho])c which sculptured was, 

Survive the perished scrolls of imcndiiring brass. 

XXXIT. 

Tlie w^hile wo two, bolovcc.!, must de2>ai-t. 

And Sense aud lieason, those enchanteis fair, 

Whoso wand of power is hope, would l.)iil tlui heart 
riiat gazed beyoud the wormy grave desi>air . 

Those eye.s, these lijis, tliis blood, seems darkly there 
To fade in Jiidcoiis ruin; no caini .asleep 
Peopling with golden dreams tJio .stag?ianfc aii*, 

Seems our obscure and rotting eyes to steei^ 

In 3oy ; — but senseless death — a rv\\n dark aud dccy) ! 

• _ XXXIII. 

“ These are blind fancie.‘«. Jteasoii cannot know 
What .'^rjise iraii neither fool, nor thought conceive ; 

There i.s delusion in tho w'oi-ld — and woo. 

And fear, aud pain — we know not whence we live. 

Or why, or how, or what mute Power may give 
Their being to each i>la,nt, and star, and beast. 

Or oven tliese thouglits.— Come near me ! I do weave 
A chiiiu I cannot break — I am possc.'Jt 
With thoughts too swift and strong for one lone human breast. 
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XXXIV. 

“ Yes, yes — thy Tcisa ia sweet, thy lips are warm — 

O ! willingly, beloved, would these eyes, 
jVliglit they no more drink being from thy form, 

Kven as to sleep whence we again arise. 

Close their faint orbs in death. I fear nor jirizo 
Alight that c.an iiow betide, unshared by thee — 

Ves, Love, when wis<h>in fails, makes Cythna wise ; 

Darkness and death, if death be true, must bo 
Dearer than life iind hope, if unenjoyed with thee. 

xwv. 

“ Alas ! our thoughts flow on with stream, whose waters 
Return not to their fountain Karth and Heaven, 

The Ocean an<l the Sun, the cloinls their daughters, 

AVinter, ;iiid Spring, and Alorn, and Noon, and Kven, 

All that w^ are or know, is darkly diivcn 
Towards one gulf. — l.iO ! wliat a eliangc is come 
Since I first spake but time shall be forgiven, 

Though it change all but thee ! ” She ceased — night’s gloom 
.Meanwhile had fallen on earth from the sky’s sunless dome. 

XX'XVI. 

Though she had ceased, her countenance, uidifted 
'J’o heaven, still spake, with solemn glory bright ; 

Her dark deep eyes, her lips, whose motions gifted 
'L’he air they breathed with love, her locks undight: 

“ Va-ir star oi‘ life and love,” I cried, my soufa delight, 

Why lookest thou on the crystalline skies ! 

0 that my spirit were yon Heaven of night, 

AVhich gazes on thee with its thousand eyes 1 ’ 

She turned to me find smiled — that smile was Daradisc ! 


CANTO X. 


AVas there a human s]>irit in tho steed, 

Tliat thus with his proud voice, ere night was gone, 

He broke our linked rest } or do indeed 
All living things a common nature own, 

And thought erect n uuivei’sal throne, 

AVhere many shapes one tribute ever bear 1 
And Earth, their mutual mother, does she groan 
To see her sons contend 1 and makes she bare 
Her breast, that all in peace its di-aiuloss stores may share 1 
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I liave hefird fri(jndly sounds from many a tongue 
Which was not iiurinm — lone Nightingale 
Has answered me witli her most soothing song, 

Out of iicr ivy bower, when I sate pale 
With grief, and sighed beneath ; from many a dale 
The Autel(»pes who floekeil for food have sjajken 
With happy sounds, and motions, that avail 
Like man’s own speei‘h; and such was now' the token 
Of waning niglit, whose calm by that proud neigh was broken. 

Each night, that niiglity steed bo]*e mo abroad, 

And I returned with food to our retreat. 

And dark intelligence ; the blood which flowed 
Over the fields, liad stained the courser's feet ; — 

Soon the dust ''' "Mks that hitter dew', — then meet 
Tlie viilturo, and the wild-dog, and the». snake, 

'J’hc wolf, an<l the liyfena grey, and (‘at 
The dead in hor?‘id triiee : their throngs did make 
Behind the steed, a chasm like waves in a ship’s w’akc. 

IV. 

For, from the utmost realms of earth, came pouring 
The handed shives whom every despot sent 
At tliat tlirone<l trailer's summons : like the roaring 
Of lire, wliose Hooch rho w'ild deer cireumvcuit 
Til the scorelicid pastures of tlie South ; so bent 
The armies of the leagued kings around 
Their Hies of stc'ol and flame; -the continent 
'rrembh'd, as wdth a zone of ruin bound ; 

Beueatli tlieir feet, tlic sea shook witii their navies* sound. 

V. 

From every nation of the earth they came, 

Tlio multitude of moving heartless things, 

Whom slaves call men: obediently they came, 

Tiiko sheep wdiom from the fold the shepherd brings 
*1*0 tlie stall, red with blood ; their many kings 
Led tlumi, thus erring, from their native home ; 

Tartar and Frank, and mil lions whom the wiugs 
Of Indian hrec’zes lull, and many a band 
The Arctic Anarc h sent, and Idumea’s sand, 

VI. 

Fertile in prodigies and lies ; — so there 
Strange natures ma.de a brotlicrhood of ill. 

The desert savage ceased to grasp in fcsir 
His Asian shield and bow, when, at the will 
Of Europe’s subtler son, the bolt would kill 
Some shepherd sitting on a rock secure ; 

But smiles of w’ondcring joy his face would fill. 

And savage sympathy ; those slaves impure, 

Each on’e the other thus from ill to ill did lure. 
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VII. 

For traitorously did that foul Tymnt robe 

ITis couutoiijiiico in lies ; — even at tlio hour 

When lie was snatched from death, then o^er the globe, 

With scci et signs from many a mountain tower, 

With smoke by day, and lire by night, the power 
Of kings and priests, those dark conspirators 
He called ; —they knew his cause their own, and swore 
Like wolves and serpents to their mutual wars 
strange truce, with many a rite which Earth and Heaven abhors 

VIII. 

IVlyriails had come — millions wore on their way; 

M'ho Tyrant passed, surrounded by the steel 
Of hired assassins, tlirough the public way, 

(Jhoke<l with his country’s dead; — his footsteps reel 
On the fresh blood — lie smiles. ‘'Ay, now 1 feel 
I am a King in truth ! *’ he said, and took 
His royal seat, and bade the torturing wheel 
lie brought, and fire, au<l pincers, and the hook, 

And scorpions ! that Ids soul on its revenge might look. 

TX. 

“But first, go slay the rebels. — Why return 
The victor bands f ” lie said : “ millions yet live, 

Of whom the weakest with one woi’d might turn 
The scales of victory yet ; let none survive 
Hut those vithm the walls — each tifth shall give 
The expiation for his brethren here.- — 

(Jo forth, and svaste and kill ; ” O king, forgive 
]\Iy speech,” it .soldier answered ; “ hut we fear 
The spirits of tlio night, and morn is drawing near ; 

X. 

“ For we were slaying still without remorse. 

And now that dreadful chief benciitli my h;ind 
Defenceless hiy, wlicii on a hell-bhick horse. 

All Angel briglit .as d;iy, waving a brand 

Which Hashed among the stars, passed.” — “ Dost thou stand 

Barley ing with me, thou wretcli ? ” the king replied ; 

“ Slaves, bind him to the wheel ; and of this band. 

Whoso will driig that wom.aii to hi.s side 
Th.'.t scared him thus, m.ay burn his dearest foe beside; 

XI. 

“And gold and glory shall be his. — Go forth ! ” 

They rushed into the plain. — Loud was the roar 
Of their career : the honsemcn shook the earth ; 

The wlicelcd artillery's speed the pavemeut tore; 

The infantry, file after file, did pour 
•Their clouds ou the utmost hills. Five days they slew 
Among the wasted fields : the sixth saw gore 
Sti'cam through the citj’^ ; ou the seventh, the dew 
Of slaughter became stiff; and there was peace anew : 

M 
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Peace in the desert fields and villages, 

Between the glutted beasts and mangled dead ! 

Peace in the silent streets ! save when the cries 
Of victims, to their fiery judgment led, 

Made pale their voiceless lips, who seemed to dread 
Even in their dearest kindred, lest some tongue 
Bo faitldess to the fear yet unbetrayed ; 

Peace in the Tj’ rant’s palace, where the throng 
Waste the triumx^hal hours in fosiical and song ! 

xin. 

Day after day the burning Sun rolled on 
Over tlio death-polluted land -it came 
Out of the east like lire, and fiercely shone 
A lamp of Autumn, ripening with its liamo 
The few lone ears of corn; — the sky became * 

Stagnate Avith heat, so that each cloud and blast 
Languished ami died ; the thii'sting uii* did claim 
All moisture, and a rotting vapour pirst 
From the uiiburicd dead, invisible and fast. 

XIV. 

First Want, then Plague, came on the beasts ; their food 
Failed, and they drcAv tlic breath of its decay. 

Millions on millions, whom the scent of bloi d 
Had lured, or who, from regions fur aAvay, 

Had tracki^d tlie hosts in fcstiA’^a! array, 

From their dark deserts ; gaunt and wasting now, 

Stalked like fell shades among their perished prey ; 

Til their green eyes a strange disease did glow, 

Tlicy sank in hideous spasm, or pains severe and slow. 

XV, 

The fish were poisoned in the streams ; the birds 
In the green Avoods perished ; the insect race 
Was Avitlicrod up ; the scattered lloeks and herds 
Who had survived the Aviltl heiists’ hungry chase 
Died inoaiiiiig, eacli upon tlie other’s face 
In helpless agony gazing ; louml the City 
All night, the lean hyieiias their sa<l ease 
Like starving infants Availed- -a w^oeful ditty ! 

And many a mother Avept, fuerced Avith unnatural pity. 

XVI. 

Ami<l the aerial minarets on high, 

The /EtUiopian vultui*os fluttering fell 
From their Jong line of brethren in the sky. 

Startling the concourse •)f maiikiiifl. — Too aa'cII 
These signs the coming miseliief <lid foretell : — 

Strange panic first, a deep and sickening dread 
AVithin each heart, like ice, did sink and dwell, 

A voiceless thought of evil, which ilid spread 
AVith the quick glance of eyes, like withering lightnings shed. 
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Day after day, when the year wanes, the frosts 
Strii) its green crown of loaves, till all is hare ; 

So on those strange and congregated hosts 
Came iAimine, a swift shadow, and the air 
(Iroaued with the burden of a new despair; 

Famine, than whom Misrule no deadlier daughter 
Feeds from her thousand breasts, though sleeping there 
AVith lidless eyes, lie J<\iith, and I’laguc, and Sliiughler, 
A ghastly brood ; conceived of Lethe’s sullen w’ater. 

XVIII. 

There was no food ; the corn was trampled down, 

The flo(;ks and herds had perished ; on the shore 
The dead and putrid fish w'ere ever thrown : 

The deei)S -were foodless, and the winds no more 
Creaked witJh the weight of birds, hut, as hoforo. 

Those winged things sprang forth, w'ere void of shade ; 
^’ho vines and orchards, Aniumn’s golden store, 

Wc?’e burned ; so that the niefinest food was wmighed* 
With gold, and Avarice died before the god it made. 

XIX. 

There was no corn — in the wide market-place 
All loathliest things, even hnman flesh, was sold ; 

’I’licy weighed it in small scales — anrl many a lace 
Was fixed in eager liorror then : his gold 
The miser brought; the tender mniil, grown bold 
’flirohgh hunge r, bared her aeornod charms in vain ; 

The mother broiight her eldest-horn, (MmtroUod 
By instinct blind as love, but tui'ned again 
And bade her infant suck, and died in silent j>ain. 

XX. 

Then fell bine Blngne upo7i the mce of man. 

O, for the sheatlied steel, so late which gave 
Oblivion to the dead, vvhen the streets ran 
AN'itli brothers’ blood 1 O, that the oartlnp lake’s grave 
Would gape, or Ocean lift its stifling wave ! ” 

A'aiu cries — throughout the streets, thousands pursued 
Kach by his fiery torture, howl and nivc. 

Or sit, in fren/y’s unimagiiied mood, 

Cl on iresli heaps of dead — a ghastly multitude. 

xxr. 

Jt was not hunger now, but thirst. Each well 
AVas choked witli rotting corpses, and became 
A cauldron of green mist made visible 
At sunrise. Thither still the myriads came, 
yoeking to qiiencli the agony of the flame 
Inch raged like poison through their bursting veins ; 
^’aked they wore from torture, without shame, 

S]7ottcd with nameless scars and lurid blains, 

|hliildliood, and youth, and age, writhing in sa\'ag(' pains. 

M 2 
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XXTT. 

It was not tliirst but madness ! Many saw 
Tkeir own lean imago everywhere ; it went 
A ghastlier self beside them, till the awe 
Of that dread sight to sclf-destruetion sent 
Those shrieking victims ; some, ere life was spent. 
Sought, with a horrid sympalliy, to shetl 
Contagion on the sound; and otljcrs rent 
Their matted hfiir, ainl crie<l aloud, “ Wo tread 
On fire ! the avenging Power his h'dl on earlh has spread.” 

XMir. 

Sometimes the living by the dea<l were hid. 

Near the great fountain in the jmblic square, 

AVhere corpses made a crumhling jvymmid 
Umler the san, was heard one .stilled prayer 
For life, in the ln)u silence of the air ; 

And strange ’twas, amid that huh'^ous licap to see 
Some shrouded in their long and golden hair, 

As if ilbt dead, but slumbering <piictly, 

Like forms which scidptors carve, then love to agony. 

XXIV. 

Famine had spjived the palace of the king : — 

Ho rioted in festival the w'hile, 

He and Ills guunls and priests ; but Plague did fling 
One shadow upon all. Famine can smile 
On him who brings it food, and jkiss, with guiio 
Of thankful falsehood, like a courtier gray, 
ddie house-dog of the throne ; but many a mile 
Comes I’laguo, a winged wolf, avIio loathes alway 
TIjo garbage and tlie scum that stj-angers make her pre}^ 

XXV. 

So, near the throne, amid the gorgeous fca.st. 

Sheathed in resplendent arms, or loosely dight 
To luxury, cve the niockciy yet had ceased 
That lingered on his lips, the Avarriors might 
Was loo.soncd, and a new and ghastlier niglit 
In dreams of frenzy Japped his eyes ; he fell 
Headlong, or with stiff eyeballs sate upright 
Among the guests, or raving mad, did tell 
Strange truths ; a dying seer of dark oppression’s hell. 

XX VI. 

Tlie Prince.s and the Priests AA^crc pale with terror ; 

That monstrous faith Avherewith they ruled mankind 
Fell, like a shaft loosed by the boAAaiian’s error. 

On their own hearts : they sought and they could find 
No refuge — ’tw'as the blind who led tlio bliml! 

So, through tlie desolate streets to the higli fane. 

The many-tongued and endless armies Avind 
In sad procession : each among the train 
To hia own Idol lifts his supplications vain. 
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XXVTT. 

“ 0 God ! ” tlicy cricfl, ‘'wo know our secret, pride 
Hiif< scorned thee, and thy worship, and thy name ; 

Secure in human poAver, wo l)avc defied 
Tliy tearful iniglit ; wo bend in fear and shame 
I'efore thy presence ; with the dost we claim 
Kindred. l>ti merciful, 0 King of Heaven ! 

IMo.st justly have wo siitfercd for thy fanui 
^lade dim, but be at length our sins forgiven, 

Ere to despair and death thy worshippers be driven. 

XXVIII. 

“ 0 King of Glory ! Thou alone hast poAver ! 

AVlio can resist IhyAvill l \\iio can restrain 
HMiy Avrath, Avhen on the guilty thou dost .shoAver 
The sliafts of tliy revenge, -a blistering rain ? 

Greatest ai^d best, be merciful again ! 

IhiA'o Avc not staldx'd thine enemies, and made 
The Karth an altai*, and the HeaAmns a fane, 

W here thou Avert AA'orshi)>ped Avith their blood, and laid 
'I’liosc: lieaHsiii dust Avhich would thy searchloss works have weigh 

“ AVell <lidst thou loosen on this impious City 
Thine angels of revenge : recall them now; 

'J'hy wois]ii]>pcr.s abased, Lore kneel for pity, 

And bind tinm* souls by an immortal A'ow : 

W'e SAvear by tliee ! And to our oath do tliou 
Give sanction, from thine hell of fiends and flame, 

'flint AVOAvill kill with lire and torments slow, 

The last of those Avho mocked thy holy nnnie. 

And scorned the sacred laws thy prophets di<l proclaim. ” 
xxx. 

Thus they Avith trembling liinh.s and pallid lips 
A\’orshi]jpe(l their own hearts’ imago, dim ami vast, 

J^cared by the shade whercAvilh they Avould eclipse 
'L’hc light of other minds; — troubled they past 
h’rom the great Temple. Fiercely still and fast 
The aiTOAVAS of tlie jdagne among them fell, 

And they on one anotlicr gazed aghast. 

And through the hosts contention wild befell, 

As each of his OAvn god the AAoiidrous Avorks did tell. 

XXXI. 

And Oromaze, Joshua, and IVhihomct, 

Moses, and Buddh, Zerdusht, and Brahm, and Fob, 

A tuimilt of strange names, which ncA'^cr met 
Before, as Avatch-Avoi'd.s of a single aa'oc, 

Arose. Each raging votary 'gan to tliroAv 
Aloft his aiTiicd hands, and each did howl 
“ Our God alone is God ! ” and slaughter uoav 
W ould have gone forth, Avhen, from beneath a co\Ad, 

A voice came forth, Avhich pihreed like ice tluough every soul. 
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xxxir. 

Twas an Iberian Priest from whom it came, 

A zealous man, wlio Jed tlie legioned west 

With words winch faith and pride had steeped in flame, 

To (|ucll the unbelievers ; a dire guest 

Even to his friends wjis ho, for in his breast 

Did hate and guile lie watchful, intertwined, 

Twin serpents in one <leep and winding nest ; 

Ih* loathetl all faith beside his own, and ])ined 
To wreak his ft?ar of Heaven in vengeance on mankind. 

XXX HI. 

Rut more lie loathed and hated the clear light 
Df wi.sdom and free thought, and more did fear, 

Jjost, kindled once, its beams might pierce the night, 
b]von where his Idol stood ; for, far and near 
Did many a in Europe lea]> to In^ar 

l^hat 1‘aitli and tyranny were traiiipleil down ; 

Many a i>alc victim, dot)med for truth to share 
'J'Jie mui’derer’s cell, or sec, with helpless groan, 

•The priests his children dr.ag for slaves to serve their own. 

XXX IV. 

lie dared not kill the infidels with fire 
Or steel, in hlurope : the slow agoiuh‘» 

Of legal t(n’ture mocked liis been desire : 

8o he iiKulc truce ^»ith tho.so who did des[)ise 
The (''cpiation, and the sacrifice. 

That, tliough detested, Jslaiifs kindred creed 
Might crush for liiin those deadlier enemies; 

Fur fear of God did in his bosom breed 
A jealous hate of man, an unreposing need. 

XXXV. 

“ Peace ! Peace ! *’ be cried. “ When wc are dead, the Da 
Of Judgment come.s, and all sliall surely know 
Whose G()<1 is Go<l, each fearfully shall pay 
The errors of his faitli in endless woe ! 

Rut there is sent a mortal veiigoanee now 
(.>n earth, because an impious race bad spurned 
Him whom wo all adore,— a subtile foe, 

Ry wlioiii for ye thi.s dread rewar<l was earned. 

And kingly thrones, which rc.st on fuitli, nigh ovcrturnetl. 

XXXVl. 

‘'Think yc, because wo W’cej), and kneel, and jira}^. 

That God will lull the pestilence? It rose 
Even from beneath bi.s throne, where, many a day 
His mercy soothed it to a tUn k repose : 

It walks upon the earth to judge his foes, 

And AYhat art thou and J, that lie should deign 
To curb his ghastly minister, or close 
The gates of death, ere tlioy receive the tw’ain 
WliO. shook with mortal spells Ids undefended reign ! 
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XXXVIT. 

‘*Ay, there is famine in the gulf of hell, 

Its giant worms of tire for over yawn, — 

Their Inrul eyes are on us ! Those who fell 
By tile swift sliafts of pestilence ere dawn, 

Are in their jaws ! They hunger for the spawn 
Of Satan, their own brethren, who were sent 
To mske our souls their spoil. See ! sec ! they fawn 
Like clogs, and they wdll sleep with luxury spent, 

When those detested Jiearts their iron fangs have rent ! 

XXXV nr. 

^'Our God may then lull Bcstilence to sleep ; — 
rile Ingh the pyre of expiation now ! 

A forest’s spoil of boughs, and on the heap 
Pour venomous gums, wliicli sullenly and slow, 

■\Vhpn touclicd by dame, shall burn, and melt, and (low, 

A str'eam of clinging fire, — and fix on higli 
A net of iron, and spread forth below 
A coucli of snakes, and scorpions, an<l the fry 
Of centipedes and worms, earth’s hellish progeny ! 

XXXIX, 

“Let Jjaon and Laone on that pyre. 

Linked tight willi burning brass, perish ! — then jn’ay 
Tliat, witli this sacrifice, the wilhoriiig i?*e 
Of Heaven may bo appcjised.” Ho coasod, and they 
A sjrace stood silent, as far, far away 
The eclioos of liis voice among them ilied; 

And he knelt <iown upon the dust, idway 
Muttering the curses of liis speechless pride, 

Whilst shame, and fciu-, ami awe, the armies did divide. 

XI.. 

His voice was like a blast tliat burst the portal 
Of fabled lu ll; and as lie spake, each one 
Haw g.ape heneatli the chasms of fire immortal, 

And Heaven above seemed cloven, where, on a throne 
Girt round with storms au<l shadows, sate alone 
Their King ami .ludge. Fear killed in every breast 
All catural pity then, a fear unknown 
Before, and witli an inward fire possest, 

Tliey raged like homeless beasts wlioiii burning woods invest. 

XLI. 

’Twas Tuorn. — At noon the public crier went forth, 
Proclaiming through the living and the dead, 

“ The Monarch saith, that his groat empire’s worth 
Fs set oil Laoii and Laonc’s heoAl : 

He who liut one yet living here can lead, 

Gr who the life from botli their hearts can wring, 

Shall be the kingdom’s heir, — a glorious meed ! 

But he w'ho botli alive cau Jn'thcr bring, 

The Princess shall espouse, and reign an equal King.” 
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Ere night the pyre was piled, the net of iron 
Was spread above, the fearful couch below; 

It overtopped the towers that did environ 
That spacious square ; for Fear is never slow 
To build the thrones of 1 fate, her male and foe, 

So, she scourged forth the maniac multitude 
To rear this pyramid — tott(M-ing and slow. 

Plague-stricken, foodless, like lean herds ])ursucd 
By gad-riies, they have piled the lieath, and gums, and wood. 

TT.IiI. 

E'ight came, a starless and a nioonlcss gloom. 

Until the dawn, those hosts of many a nation 
Stood round that pile, as near one lover’s tomb 
Two gentle sisters mourn* their desolation; 

And in the r ilenee of that expectation, 

Was hear<l on higii the reptiles’ his.s and crawl— 

It was so deep, save when the devastation 
Of the swift pest with fearful interval, 

Marking its path with shrieks, among the crowd would fall. 

XI. :v. 

Morn came. — Among those sleepless multi tudos, 

Madness, and Fear, ami Plague, and Famine, still 
Heajied corpse on corpse, as in autumnal woods 
The frosts of many a wind with <lcad leaves fiil 
Earth’s cold and sullen brooks. In silence sti‘l 
The pale survivors stood; cu*e noon, the fear 
Of licll became a panic, ubicli did kill 

Like hunger or disease, with whispers drear, [is near ! ” 

As ‘‘Hush! hark! Come tho^’^ yet ? Just! leaven I thine hour 

XLV. 

And Pricst.s rushed through tlicir ranks, .some counterfeiting 
The rage they di<l inspire, some mad indeed 
With their own lies. They said tlieir god was waiting 
To SCO his enemies writhe, and burn, and bleed, — 

And that, till then, the snake.s of iJell had need 

Of human souls. — Three hundred furnact^s 

80011 blazed through the wide City, where, with speed, 

Men brought their infidel kindrc<l to ajijaiase [knees. 

God’s wrath, and while they burned, knelt rtnind on cpiivering 

XLVI. 

The noontide .sun was darkcnietl w ith that smoko, 

Tiio wdnds of eve dispersed those jcshes grey. 

The madness which these rites had lulled, awoke 
Again at sunset. — Who shall dare to say 
The deeds whicli night and fear brought forth, or w’eigh 
In balance just the good and evil there'* 

He might man’s dee]) and searchless heart dis])la3% 

And cast a light on those dim labyi-intljs, where 
Hope, near imagined cliasms, is struggling with despair. 
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XT. VII. 

’Tis said, a mother dragfjjcd three children then, 

To those fierce flames which roast tlie eyes in tlic head. 
And lauj^licd and died; and that unholy men. 

Feasting like fiends upon the infidel dead, 

Looked from their meal, and saw an Angid tread 
The visible floor of Heaven, and it was she ! 

And, on that night, one without doubt or divad 
Came to the fire, and said, “ Stop, 1 am he ! 

Kill me !” — They burned them both with hellish mockery. 

XT.VTir. 

And, one by one, that night, young maidens came, 
llcauteouR and calm, like shapes of living stone 
Clothed in the light of ilreani.s, and by the flame 
Which shrank as overgorged, they laid them down, 

And snng*a low sweet song, of which alone 
One win’ll was heard, and tliat was Liberty; 

And that some kissed their marble feet, with moan 
Tiike love, and died, and then that they did die 
With happy smiles, which sunk in white tranquillity. 


CANTO XL 


I. 

Siff-: saw me not — she hoard mo not — alone 
C[)on the i:iountaiii’s dizzy brink sbe stood ; 

She spake not, brinithcd not, moved not -there was thrown 
Over her look, the shadow of a mood 
Which only clotlies the heart in solitude, 

A thought of voiceless death. — She stood alone, 

Above, the Heavens wore spread; — below, the flood 
Was murmuring in its caves; — the wind had blown 
Her hair apart, thro’ wdiieh her eyes and forehead shone. 


A Cloud was hanging o’er the western mountains; 
B(>foro its blue and ioovoIh.ss depth were flyiug 
Urey mists poured forth from the unresting fountains 
Of darkness in the North: — the day was dying: — 
Sudden, the sun shone forth ; its beams were lying 
Like boiling gold on Ocean, strange to sec, 

And on the shattoi’ed vapours, which, defying 
The power of light in vain, tossed restlessly 
lu the red Heaven, like wrecks in a tempc-stuous sea. 
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It was a stream of living beams, whose bank 
On cither side by the cloud’s cleft was made ; 

And where its chasms that flood of glory drank, 

Its waves gushed forth like fire, and, as if swayed 
By some mute tempest, I'olled on 7ier. The shade 
Of her bright image floated on the river 
Of liquid light, which tlien did end and fade — 

Her radiant sliape upon its verge did shiver; 

Aloft, her flowing liair like strings of flame did quiver. 

i\ . 

I stood beside her, but she saw me not — 

She looked upon the sea, and skies, and earth. 

Itaptnro, and love, and admiration, wrought 
A passion deeper far tliaii tears, or mirtli, 

Or s]Kiech, or gep^nro, or wbat.e’er has birth ^ 

From common joy; which, with the speechless feeling 
'^Phat led her there, united, and shot forth. 

From lior far eyes, a light of deoj) revealing. 

All but her dearest self from my regard concealing. 

V. 

Her lips wore parted, and the measured breath 
AVas now Inward tliero her dark and intricate eyes 
Orb within orb, deeper tlian sleo]) or death, 

Absorbed the glories «.'f the hnrning hkios, 

AVIuch, mingling with her lioart’s dec.'p (uistaciet'. 

Burst from lier looks ami gestures; - and a light 
Of li<|uid tciiderii<\ss, liko love, clid l ise 
From luir whole frame, — an atmosphere which ijuite 
Arrayed her in its beams, treiiiulons and soft and bright. 

VI. 

She wonld have clasped me to her glowing frame ; 
Those warm and orlorons lips might soon have shed 
On mine the fragrance and the. invisible flame 
Which now the cold wimls stole ; — she w«>uld have laid 
Upon my languid heart her dearest head ; 

J might have heard lier voice, ten(h;r and sweet ; 

Her eyes mingling with mine, might soon have fed 
My sold w’ith their own joy. — One moment yet 
I gazed — we partcil then, never again to meet ! 

VII. 

Never but once to meet on earth again ! 

She heai-d me as I fled — her eager tone 
Sank on my lieart, and almost wove a chain 
Around my will to link it wiili her own, 

So that my stern resolve was almost gone. 

“ I cannot reach thee ! Avhithm* dost thou fly? 

My steps are lixint. — Come hack, thou dearest one — 
Return, ah me ! return ! ” Tlie wind passe<l V>y 
Ou which those accents died, fahit, far, and lingeringly. 
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Woo ! woo ! that moonless midnight. — ^Want and Pest 
Wore horrible, but one more fell doth rear, 

As in 11 hydra's swarming lair, its crest 
Eminent among those victims — even the Fear 
Of H cll : each girt by the hot atmosjdiere 
Of his blind agony, like a scorpion stung 
By his own rage upon his burning bier 
Of circling coals of firo; but still tliere clung 
One lioi>e, like a keen sword on starting threads uphung : 

IX. 

Not death — death was no more refuge or rest ; 

Not life — it was despair to he ! — not sleep, 

For fiends and chasms of fire had dispossessed 
All natural dreams; to wake was not to weep, 

But to gaz§ mad and pallid, at the leap 
'J'o which the Future, like a snaky scourge, 

Or like some tyrant’s eye, which aye doth keep 
Its witlieriiig beam upon its slaves, did urge 
Their stops ; — they heard the roar of llcll’s sulphureous surge. 

X. 

Each of that multitude uloiic, and lost 

T’o sense of outward things, one hoi>e yet knew ; 

^\s on a foam-girt crag some seaman tost, 

Start's at the rising tide, or like the crow 

Whilst now the ship is splitting through and through ; 

EfU'h, if tJie tramp of a far steed was heart!, 

Startetl b’oin sick despair, or if there flow 
One murmur on the wind, or if stmie word 
Wliich none can gather yet, the distant crowd has stirred. 

XI. 

\Vhy bceamo cheeks, wan with the kiss of death, 

Paler from liope tlioy had sustained despair. 

Why watched those myriatls with susptiiided breath 
.Sleepless a second night ? they are not hei'C 
I'Jie victims, and liour by hour, a vision drear, 

Warm corpses fall upon the clay-cold dead; 

And oven in death their lips arc writhed with fear. — 

The crowd is mntc and moveless — overheatl 
Silent Aretunis shines — 11a ! hears’t tliou not the tread 

XTI. 

Of rushing feet ? laughter ? the sliout, the scream, 

Of triumpli not to be contained ? See ! hark ! 

They come, they come I give way ! Alas, ye deem 
Falsely- -’tis but a crowd of maniacs stark 
Driven, like a troop of spectres, through the dark 
IT’om the choked well, whence a bright death-fire sprung, 

A lurid earth-star, which dropped many a ,sp:irk 
bVom its blue train, and spreading widely, clung 
To their wild hair, like mist the toiunost pines ainoug. 
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And many, from the crowd collected there, 

Joined that straiif'e dance in fearful s^'inpathics ; 

There \vas the silence of a lon^ despair. 

When the last echo of those tci*i*iblo cries 
Came from a distant street, like agonies 
Stilled afar. — Ijoforo the Tyrant’s throne 
All night his aged Senate sate, their eyes 
In stony exiieetation fixed ; when one 
Sudden before them stood, a Stranger and alone. 

^ JV. 

Dark Pj’iests and hanglity Warriors gazed on him 
AVith balHed wonder, for a hermit’s vest 
Concealed his face ; but when he spake, his tone, 

]*lrc yet the matter did their thoiiglits arrest, 
l^arnesf, benigiiMut. calm, as from a breast 
Void of all hate or terror, ma<le them start ; 
lAn* as with gentle accents he a<ldrcssod 
Ifis speech to them, on each unwilling heart 
Unusual awe did fall — a spirit-cpiclling d;u-t. 

XV. 

Ye Princes of the Earth, ye sit aghast 
Anihl the ruin whic.h yourselves have made ; 

Yes, Desolation hoanl your trum])et’s blast. 

And sprang from sleep ! — -dark Terror has ob(*;'cd 
Your bidding — Oli that T, whom ye have madv 
A’'our foe, could set my dearest cuemy free 
From 2>ain and fear ! but evil casts a shade 
AVhich cannot pass so soon, and Jiate must bo 
The nurse aiul i)arent still of an ill ju’ogcuy. 

XVT. 

Ye turn to Heaven for aid in your distress ; 

Alas, that ye, the mighty and the wise. 

AVho, if ye dared, might not as2>ire to less 
Tliaii ye c(mceive of ])o>vor, slionhl h^ar the lies 
AA^hich thou, and tliou, ditlst frame for mysf « ries 
To blind your slaves : — cam.sider your owni thought. 

An empty and a cruel sacriticc 
Ye now prepare, for a vain idol wrought 
Out of the fears and hate which vain desires have brought. 

XVII. 

“ Yo sock for happiness — alas the day ! 

Ye fiinl it not in luxury nor in gold, 

Xor in the fame, nor in the envied sway 
For which, O willing slaves to Cn.stom old, 

♦Scvci'e task-mistress ! ye yuiir liearts have sold. 

Ye seek for peace, and when yc die, to dream 
No evil dreams; all mortal things are cold 
And senseltiss then. If aught survive, I deem 
It must be love and joy, for they immortal seem. 
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Fear not tho future, wecj) not for tlie past. 

Oh, could I will your ears to dare be now 
(llorious, and great, and calm ! that yo would cast 
Into the dust those symbols of your woe, 

Purple, and gold, and steel ! that yc would go 
Proclaiming to tho nations whence ye came, 

That Want, and Plague, and Fear, from slavery flow ; 

And that mankind is free, and that the shame 
Of r<jyalty and faith is lost in freedom’s fame. 

XIX. 

If tliiis ’tis well — if not, I come to say 
That li.'ion — While the Stranger spoke, among 
1’ho Council sudden tumult and alfray 
Arose, for many of those warriors yoimg 
1 fiid on his; eloquent accents fed ami hung 
Tjike bees on mountain-flowers ! tliey knew the trutli. 

And from their tlirones in vindication sprung; 

The men of faith and law tlien without ruth 
T^row forth tlicir secret steel, and stabbed each ardent youth. 

XX. 

They stabbed them in the back and sneered. A slave 
IVho stood behind the throne, those corpses drew 
Kach to its bloody, dark, and secret grave ; 

And one more daring raise<l his steel anew 
To pierce the Stranger : ** What hast tlioii to do 
With me, poor wretcJi — Calm, solemn, and sovcto, 

That voice iinstiaing his sinews, and he threw 
His d}igg('r on the ground, and ]>ale with fear, 

Sate silently — his voice then did the Stranger roar. 

XXI. 

“ It doth avail not that I weep for yc - 
Yc cannot change, since yc are old and grey. 

And yc have chosen your lot -your fame must be 
A book of blood, whence in a milder day 
Men shall learn truth, when ye are wrapt in clny : 
jYow ye shall triumph. I am Laon’s friend. 

And him to your revenge will I betray, 

So yc concede one easy boon. Attend ! 

F'»r now I speak of things which ye cau apprehend. 

XXII. 

“ There is a People mighty in its youth, 

A land beyond the Oceans of tho West, 

Where, though with rudest rites, Freedom and Truth 
Are Worshipped; from a glorious mothers breast 
Who, since high Athens fell, among the rest 
Sato like the Queen of Nations, but ‘ii woe, 

By inbred monsters outraged and oppressed. 

Turns to her chaiuless child for succour now. 

And draws the milk of power in Wisdom’s fullest flow. 
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XX1I1. 

“ This land is like an Kagle, whose young gaze 
Feeds on the noontide beam, whose golden plume 
Floats moveless on the storm, and in the blaze 
Of sun rise gleams when eartli is wrapt in gloom ; 

An epitaph of glory for the tomb 
Of murdered I^uropc may thy fame bo made, 

Great People ! As the sands slialt thou become ; 

Thy growth is swift as morn, when night must fade ; 

The multitudinous Earth shall sloe[) beiioiith thy shade. 

XX 1 V. 

“ Yes, in the desert then is built a home 
For Freedom. Genius is made strong to rear 
The monuments of man beneath the dome 
Of a new hea ven : myriads iussemble there, 

Whom the proud lords of man, in rage or fear. 

Drive from their wastoil homes. The boon 1 pray 
Js thi.s, — that Cythna shall bo eonvo^'ed there,— 

Nay, start not at the name — America ! 

And then to you this night Laou will I betray. 

XXV. 

** AVith mo do what yo will. I fim your foe ! ” 

The light of such a joy as nuikcs the stare 
Of hungry snakes like living emeralds glow, 

Shone in a hundred human (jyes. — ‘‘ Where, wfiere 
Is Laon 1 haste ! lly ! drag him swiftly here ! 

Wo grant thy boon.” — I put no trust in yo, 

Swear by the Power ya <lread.” — “ Wo swear, we swear ! ” 
The Stranger threw his vest back sudtleiily, 

And smiled iu gentle pride, aud said, “ Lo ! I am he ! ” 


CAXTO XIL 


Tite transport of a fierce and monstrous gladness 
Spread through the multitudinous streets, fast flying 
Upon the w’iiids of fear, from his dull madness 
The starveling w'aked, and died in joy ; the dying, 
Among the corpses in stark agony lying, 

Just heard the liappy tidiiig.s, and in hope 
Closed their faint eyes ; from house to house replying 
AVith loud acclaim, the living shook Heaven’s cope. 
And filled the startled Earth with echoes : morn did opo 
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II. 

Its pale eyes then ; and lo ! the hmg airay 
Of jniards in golden arriia, and priests beside, 

Singing their bloody hj’iniis, whose garbs betray 
The blackness of the faith it seems to liide ; 

And SCO, the Tymnt’s gem-wroiiglit chariot glide 
Ain«.»ng the gloomy cowls and glittering speiu’s — 

A shape of light is sitting by his aide, 

A child most beautiful. 1’ the midst appears 
Tiaon — e.^empt alone from mortal hopes and fears. 

III . 

His head and feet arc bare, his liands arc hound 
Eohind with heavy ch;iiiis, yet none do wreak 
Their scolfs on him, though uiju*iads throng around ; 
There are no sneers upon his lip which speak 
Tliat scorn or hate luis iiuulo him huhl ; his check 
Resolve has not turned pale, — his eyes are mild 
And calm, and like the morn about to break, 

Smile on mankind — his heart seems reconciled 
To all things and itself, like a reposing child. 

TV. 

Tumult was in the soul of all hosi<le, 

111 joy, or doubt, or fear ; but those who saw 
Their tmiKpiil victim i)ass, felt wonder glide 
Into their brain, and bceamo calm with awe. — 

See, the slow pageant near the pile «h)tli di’aw, 

A thousand torches iu the spacious sipiare, 

Rome by the ready slaves of ruthless law, 

Await the signal rtuind : the morning fair 
Is changed to a dim night by that uiiiiatiiral glare. 

V. 

And see ! beneath a sun-bright canopy, 

Upon a platfoi’m level with the pile, 

^I’hc anxious Tyrant sit, enthroned on high, 

(lilt by the chieftains of the bust. All smile 
111 expectation, but one child : the while 
1, Laon, led by rmiR's, ascend my hier 
Of iire, and look arouinl. Each ilistant isle 
Is diirk in the bright <lawn ; towers far an<l near 
Ricrce like reposing llamcs the tremulous atmosjihove. 

VI. 

There was smdi silence through the host, as when 
An earthquake, trampling on some populous town, 
Has erush(id ten tliousaiid with one tread, and men 
Expect the second ; all were mute but one, 

That fairest child, who, hold with love, alone 
Stood up before the king, without r.vail, 

Rlcadiiig for Laon’s life — her stilled groan 
VVas heard — she trembled like an Jispen pale 
Among the gloomy pines of a Norwegian vale. 
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VII. 

Wheat were his thoughts linked in the morning sun, 
Among those reptiles, stiiiglcss with delay, 

Even like a tjn-aiit’s wrath? — tlio signal-giui 
Roared — hark, again ! In that dread pause he lay 
As in a Cjuiet dream — the slaves obey — 

A tliousaiid torches drop, — and liark, the last 
Rursts on that awful silence. Far away 
Millions, with hearts that beat both loud and fast, 
Watch for the springing tlamo expectant and aghast. 

vur. 

They fly — the torches fall— a cry of fear 
Has startled the triiimphaiit !- -they recede ! 

For ere the cannon’s roar lias died, they hear 
The tramp of hoofs like ejirtlnpiakc, and a steed 
Dark and giganti. . nith a tempest’s speed, 

Rursls through their ranks : a woiiiau sits thereon, 
Fairer it seems than anglit that earth can breed. 
Calm, 7 'adiant, like the phantom of the dawn, 

A spirit from the caves of day-light wandering gone. 

IX. 

All thought it was (lod’s Angel come to sweep 
The lingering guilty to their fiery grave; 

TIjc tj’raut from his throne in ilread <lid Icai-i, — 

Her innocence his child from fear did save. 

Scared by the faith they feigned, each priestly slave 
Knelt for his mercy whom they served with blood, 
And, like the rcflueiicc of a iniglity wave 
Sucked into the loud sea, the muUitiide 
With crushing panic lied in terror’s altered mood. 

X. 

They pause, they blush, they gaze ; a gathering shout 
Bursts like one sound from the ten tbonsaiul streams 
Df a tempestuous sea : that Ru<blen rout 
Une cheeked, who never in his mildest dreams 
Felt awe from grace or loveliness, the seams 
Of his rent heart so hard and cold a (U’ced 
Had seared Vith blistering ice — hut ho misdeems 
That ho is w'ise, whose wounds do only bleed 
Inly for self; thus thought the Iberian Jh’iest indeed ; 

XI. 

And others, too, thought he was wise to see, 

111 pain, and fear, and hate, something divine ; 

In love and beauty — no divinity. — 

Now with a bitter smile, whose light did shino 
Like a fiend’s hoiie upon his lips and eyne, 

Ho sai<l, and the persuasion of that sneer 
liallicd his trembling comrades — “ Is it miuo 
To stand alone, when kings and soldiers fear 
A woman ? Heaven has sent its other victim here.” 
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XII. 

** Were it not impious,” said tlie King, “ to break 
Oiir I'oly oath ?” — ** Impious to keep it, say ! ” 
Shriekerl tlie exulting Priest “ Slaves, to the stake 
Bind her, and on my hcjid the burthen lay 
Of her just torments : — at the Judgment Day 
Will I stand up before the golden throne 
Of Heaven, and cry, to thee I did betray 
An inlidel ! but for me she would have known 
Another moment’s joy ! — the glory be thine own.” 

XIII. 

They trembled, but replicil not, nor obeyed. 

Pausing in breathless silence. Cythna sprung 
From her gigantic steed, who, like a shade 
Chased by tlic winds, those vacant streets among 
Fled tameli^ss, as the brazen rein she flung 
Upon his neck, and kissed his mooned brow. 

A piteous sight, that one so fair and young. 

The clasp of such a fearful death should woo 
With smiles of tender joy as beamed from Cythna now. 

XIV. 

The warm tears burst in spite of faith and fear, 

Prom many a tremulous eye, but, like soft dews 
Wljich feed S])riiig’s earliest biuls, liung gathered there. 
Frozen l»y doubt, — alas ! they could not choose 
But wee]i ; for when lier faint limbs did refuse 
To climb the pyre, upon the mutes she smiled ; 

And with lii'r oloiiueut gestures, and the hues 
Of Jier <pii(!k lips, even as a weary child 
W'iiis sleep I'rom some fond nurse with its caresses mild, 

XV. 

Slic won them, though unwilliug, her to bind 
Near me, among the stakes. When then had fled 
One soft reproach that was most thrilling kind, 

She smiled on me, and notliiiig then we said. 

But each upon the other’s countenance fed 
Books of insatiate love; the mighty veil 
Which doth divide the living and the dead 
Was almost rent, the world grew dim and pale, — 

All light in Heaven or Earth beside our love did fail. — 

XVI. 

Yet, — yet — one brief relapse, like tlie last beam 
Of dying Hames, the stainless air around 
Hung silent and serene, — blood-red gleam 
Burst upwards, Imrliiig fiercely from the ground 
The globed smoke. — I heard the mighty sound 
Of its uprise, like a tomjiestuous ocean ; 

And, through it.s chasms I saw, as in a s wound, 

The tyrant’s child fall without life or niotiou 
Before his throne, subdued by some unseen emotion. 
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XVII. 

And is this death] The pyre has disiippcared. 

The Pestilence, tlio Tyrant, and the throng ; 

The flames grow silent — slowly there is heard 
The music of a breath-suspending song, 

Which, like the kiss of love when life is young, 

Steeps the faint eyes in darkness sweet and deep ; 

With ever-changing notes it floats along. 

Till on my passive soul there seemoil to creep 
A melody, like waves on wrhikleil sands that leap. 

XVTII. 

The warm touch of a soft and tremulous hand 

Wfikened me then ; lo, Cythna sate reclined 

Jleaide mo, on the waved and golden sand 

Of a clear pool, upon a bank o’ertwined 

With strange rod star-bright flowers, which to the wind 

Hreathed divine odour ; high abovt', was sjiread 

The emerald heaven of trees of unknown kind. 

Whoso moonlike blooms and bright fruit overhead 
A shadow, which was light, upon the waters shed. 

XIX. 

And round about sloped many a lawny mountain 
With ineemse-hoaring forests, and vast caves 
Of marble radijiiico to that mighty fountain; 

And where the flood its own bright majgin Ir vcs. 

Their echoes talk with its eternal waves. 

Which, from the depths whose jagged caverns brciod 
Their uiireposing strife, it lifts and lieaves, 

Till through a cliasm of hills they roll, and feed 
A river deep, which flics with smooth but arrowy speed. 

XX. 

As wo sate gazing in a trance of wonder, 

A boat approached, borne by the musical air 
Along the waves, which sung and sparkled under 
Its rapid keel — a winged sliai)0 sate there, 

A cliild w’itli silver-shining wings, so fair, 

Tliat as her bark did througli the waters gli<lo, 

The shadow of the lingering waves did wear 
Light, as from starry beams ; from side to side, 

While veering to the wind, her plumes the bark did guide. 

XXI. 

The boat was one curved shell of hollow pearl. 

Almost translucent with the light divine 
Of her within ; the prow and stern did curl, 

Horned on high, like the young moon supine, 

When, o’er dim twilight mountains dark with pine, 

It floats upon the sunset’s sea of beams. 

Whoso golden waves in many a purple line 
Fade fast, till, borne on simliglit’s ebbing streams, 
Dilating, on earth’s verge the sunken meteor gleams. 
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x\.n. 

Its keel lias struck the sands beside our feet ; — 

Tlicii Cytbiia turned to me, and from her eyes 
Which swam with unshed tears, a look more sweet 
Than liappy love, a wild and glad surprise, 

Glanced as sho spake : “ Ay, this is Vai-adiso 
And not a dream, and wo are all uiiitoil ! 

Lo, that is mine own child, who, in the guise 
Of madness, came like day to one beiiiglitcd 
In lonesome woods : my heart is now too well reiiuited ! ’ 

XXIII. 

And then she wopt aloud, and in her arms 
Clasped that bright Sliape, less marvellously fair 
Than her own human hues and living charms ; 

Which, as she leaned in passion’s silence there, 
Jlreatlicd \(rarmth on the cold bosom of the air. 

Which seemctl to blush and tremble with (hjlight ; 

The glossy darkness of her streaming hair 
h\dl o’er tliat snowy child, and wrapt from sight 
The fond and long embrace which did their hearts unite. 

XXIV. 

Then (ho briglit child, the plumed Seraph, came, 

And fixed its blue and beaming eyes on mine. 

And said, I was disturbed by tremulous sliamo 
When on CO we met, yet knew that I was tliino 
From the same hour in which thy lips «liviue 
Kindled a clinging ilreaiu within inybrnin, 

Whicli ever wakeil when I might sleep, to twine 
Thine image with /wr memory dear- - again 
Wo meet ; exempted now from mortal fear or ]>aiu. 

XXV. 

“ When the consuming flames had wrapt ye round, 

The hope which I had cherished went away ; 

I fell in agony on the senseless ground. 

And hid mine eyes in dust, and far astray 
My mind was gone, when bright, like davvning day. 

The Spectre of the Plague before me flew. 

And breathed upon my lips, and seemed to say, 

* They wait for thee, beloved !’— then I knew 
The death mark on my breast, and became calm anew. 

XXVI. 

“ It was the calm of love — for I w'as ilying. 

I saw the black and half-extinguished pyre 
In its own grey and shrunken ashes lying; 

The pitchy smoke of the departed firo 
Still hung in many a hollow dome an l spire 
Above the towers, like night ; beneath whoso shade, 
Awed by the ending of their own desire, 

Tlio aimies stood ; a vacancy was made 
la expoctatiou’s depth, and so they stood disinuyed. 
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xxvrr. 

“ The frightful silence of that altered mood. 

The tortures of the dying clove alone, 

Till one u]irose ainoiig tlie multitude, 

And said — " The ilootl of time is rolling on. 

We stand upon its brink, whilst they are gone 
To glide in ponce down death’s mysterious stream. 

Have yc done well I ’Phey moulder ilesh and hone, 

Who might have made this life’s envenomed dream 
A sweeter draught than ye will ever taste, 1 deem. 

XX Yin. 

‘ These perish as the gootl and great of yore 
Have perished, and their murderers will repent. 

Yes, vain and barren tears shall Ilow before 
Yon smoke lias laded from the tirmament 
Even for this c. . t , that ye, who must lament . 

The death of those that made this world so fair. 

Cannot recall tlumi now ; but then is lent 
To Jriaii tlie wisdom <if a high despair, 

When such can die, ami he live ou and linger here. 

XXIX. 

* Ay, yc may fear not now the Pestilence, 

From fabled hell as by a charm withdraw n ; 

All pow'cr and faith must i)a.ss, since calmly henco 
In pain and fire have unihelievoi*s gone ; 

And yo must sadly turn away, and moan 
In secret, to his home each one returning ; 

And to long ages shall this hour be known ; 

And slowly slndl its memory, ever bui'ning, 

Fill this dark niglit of tilings with an eternal morning. 

XXX. 

‘ For me the w^orld is grown too void and cold, 

Since ho\^e pursues imuu^rtal destiny 

With ste]>s thus slow' — therefore shall yo behold 

How those who love, yet fear not, <lare to die; 

Tell to your ehildrcii this I’ then suddenly 
JIc sheathed a dagLmr in liis hciU’t, and fell; 

My brain grew' dark in death, juid yet to mo 
Tliere came a murmur from the crow'd to tell 
Of dee£> and mighty change which suddenly befell 

XXXI. 

“ Then suddenly I stood a w'iugod Thought 
Before the iminoi tal Senate, and the seat 
Of that star-shiniug spirit, wdienee is wrought 
The strength of its dominion, good and groat, 

The bettor Ceuius of this w'orld’s estate. 

His realm around one mighty Fane is siiread, 

Elysian islands hriglit ami fortunate, 

(kilm dwellings of the free and happy dead, 

Where I am scut to lead ! ” These winged words she said, 
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XXXII. 

And with the silence of her elotiuciit smile, 

Bade us ciuhavk in her divine canoe; 

Tlieii at tho helm we took our seat, the wliilo 
Above lier head those plumes of dazzling hue 
Into the wind’s invisible stream she threw. 

Sitting beside the prow : like gossamer, 

On tho swift breath of morn, tho vessel flew 
O’er the bright whiilpools of that fountain fair, 

Whose shores recoded fast, while we scemc<l lingering there; 

XXXI IT. 

Till down that mighty stream dark, calm, and lleet, 

Between a chasm of cedar mountains ri' eii. 

Chased by the thronging Avinds, whoso viewless feet 
As swift as twinkling beams, had, muhu* Heaven, 

From Avoods and Avaves wild sounds and odours driven, 

The boat Hew visibly — three nights and days. 

Borne like a cloud through morn, ami noon, and even, 

Wo sailed along tho Aviudiug Avatery Avays 
f)f the A^ast sti'cam, a long and labyriiitldiio maze. 

XXXIV, 

A scene of joy and Avonder to liehold 

That river’s shapes and shadow's changing CA'cr, 

Where the bn)ad sunrise filled AV'itli deepening gold 
Its AA’hirlpools, whore all lines did sprc.'d and (iiiiver, 

And whore melodious falls did burst and sliivei 
Among rocks cliul w'itli flowers, the foam and spray 
Sparkled like stars upon the sunny river. 

Or W'hon the moonlight poured a holier day. 

One vast and glittering lake around green islands lay. 

XXXV. 

Morn, noon, and ca'cii, that boat of pearl outran 
Tho streams Avhieli boro it, like tlic arrowy cloud 
Of temjiest, or the speedier thought of man, 

Which llietli forth and cannot make abode ; 

Sometimes througli forests, deep like night, avc glodc, 
Between the Avails of niiglity mountains croiA'iied 
With (’yclopeau piles, whose turrets proud, 

The homes of the departed, dimly froAvned 
d’er the bright waves which girt their dark foundations round. 

XXXVT. 

Sometimes between the Avide and flow'ering meadoAA’^s, 

Mile aftci- mile we sailed, and ’tvvas delight 
To see far off the sunbeams chase tho shadoAA's 
Over the grass ; sometimes beneath the night 
Of Avidc and vaulted caves, AA'hose roofs were bright 
With starry gems, Ave fled, whilst fro.n theii* doei) 

And dark green chasms, shades beautifid ami Avliite, 

Amid sAveet sounds across our path Avonld sAveep 
hike swift and lovely dreams that Avalk tho waves of sleep. 
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XXXVll. 

And ever as wc sailed, onr minds were full 
Of love and wisdom, which would overflow 
In converse wild, and sweet, and wonderful ; 

And in quick smiles whose lifcht would come .and go, 

Like music o’er w'ido waves, and in the flow 
Of sud<lcn tears, and in the mute caress — 

For a deep shade w.as cleft, and we did know. 

That virtue, though obscured on Earth, not less 
Survives all mortal cluangc in lasting loveliness. 

XXXVIII. 

Tlireo days and nights wo sailed, as thought and feeling 
Number delightful hours — for through the sky 
The sphered lamps of day and night, revealing 
New changes and new glories, rolled on higli. 

Sun, Moon, ami inooiilike lamps, the progeny 
Of a diviner Heaven, serene and fair : 

On the fourth day, wild as a wind-wrought sea, 

The stream became, .and fast and faster bare 
The spirit- winged Ijoat, steadily siiccding tborc. 

XXXIa. 

Steadily and swift, where the waves rolled like mountains 
Within the vast ravine, whoso rifts did ])onr 
Tumultuous fl(K>tls from their ten tliousand fountains, 

The thunder of who«o e.arth-upli fling roar 
Made the air sweep in whirlwinds from tlio shcro, 

C.alm as a shade, the boat of that fair child 
Securely fled, that rapid stress before, 

Amid the topmost S]>ray, and sunbows wild, 

Wrejithed in the silver mist : in joy and pride wc smiled. 

XL. 

The torrent of that wide ami luging river 
.Ts passed, and oiu* aerial speed sus]Kmded. 

Wc look behind ; a golden mist did quiver 
When its wild surges with the lake were blended : 

Our bark hung there, as one line suspended 
Between two heavens, that windless w.aveli;ss lake; 

Which four gre.at cataracts from four v.ales, .attended 
By mists, aye feed, from rocks and clouds they bre.ak, 

And of that azure sea a silent refuge make. 

XI.I. 

Motionless resting on the lake awhile 
I saw its marge of snow-hright mountains rear 
Their peaks aloft, I saw e.ach railiant isle. 

And in the mitlst, afar, even like a sphere 
Hung in one hollow sky, did there appear 
The Temple of the Sfiirit ; on the sound 
Wliich issued tlienco, drawn nearer and more near. 

Like the swift moon this gloriou.s c.arth around, 

The charmed boat approached, and there its haven found. 
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A Lyuu’al Diiaaia, in Foun Acts. 


Audisnc hccc Amphiarac, sub terrain abdite ? 


PREFACE. 

The Greek tragic winters, in selecting as their subject any 
portion of their national history or luythologj’', employed in 
their treatment of it a certain arbitrary discretion. They by no 
means (jonccived iheiriselves bound to adhere to the common 
interpretation, or to imitate in story, as in title, tlicir rivals and 
2)rerle(5(^s.sors. Hi’cli a system would have amounted to a resigna- 
tion of those i'laims to preference over their competitors which 
incited the comiiosition. The Agamemnonian story was exhi- 
bited on the Athenian theatre with as many variations as 
dramas. 

I have presumed to employ a similar lineiiso. The Prome- 
theus Unbound ” of ^Eschylus supposed the reconciliation of 
.Jupiter witli liis vnetim as the ivrice of the disclosure of the 
danger threat(uied to his empire by the consummation of his 
marriage with Thetis. Thetis, accor<liiig to this view of the 
subject, was given in marriage to Pclcus, and Promethous, by 
the permission of Jujiiter, delivered from his captivity hy 
IJorcules. Had I framed my story on this model, I should liave 
done no more than have attempted to restore the lost drama of 
./T'^selijdu.s ; an ambition, which, if my preference to tliis mode 
of trc.i ting the subject had incited me to cherish, the recollec- 
tion of the high conqiarison such an attempt would challenge, 
might well abate. But, in truth, I was averse from a catastroidie 
so feeble as that of reconciling the Champion with the Ofiprcsisor 
of mankind. The moral interest of the fable, which is so 2mwcr- 
fiilly sustained by the sufferings and endurance of Prometheus, 
would be annihilated if we could conceive of him as unsaying Jiis 
high language and quailing before hi.s successful and jicrfidious 
adversary. Tlie only imaginary being resembling in .any degree 
Prometheus, is Satan : aiid Promctlieus is, in my judgment, 
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:i more poetical cliaraeter than Satan, because, in addition 
to courage, and majesty, and firm and patient opposition to 
omnipotent force, he is suscex>til)lc of being described as exemx)t 
from the taints of ambition, envy, revenge, ancl a desire for jicr- 
sonal aggrandisement, wliicb, in the >lcro of Paradise Tjost, 
interfere with the interest. The character of Satan engenders 
in the mind a i)ernieious casuistry, which leads us to weigh his 
faults with Ids wrongs, and to excuse the former because the 
latter exceed all measure. In the minds of those who cousi<lor 
that magnificent fiction with a religious feeling, it engenders 
somethiug w’orse. But Prometheus is, as it were, the type of 
the highest perfection of moral and inlellectiuil nature, imx)clled 
by the purest and thc3 truest uiotives to the best and noblest 
ends. 

This Poem w\as chielly written upon the mountainous ruins of 
the Piaths of Caracalla., arnuiig the llowery glades, and thickets 
of odoriferous l.»h"'«nming trees, Avhich arc extending in over- 
winding labyrinths ux)oii its immense [datforms and diz/y arches 
snspcncled in the air. The bright blue sky of Koine, and the 
offcct of the vigorous awakening of spring in that divincsl 
climate, .'iri<l the new life with which it drenches the sjdrits even 
to intoxication, W’ero the inH])iration of this di*ama,. 

The imagery w’hieh 1 have em])loyed will be found, in many 
instances, to have been drawn from the oxierations of the human 
mind, or from those exter?ial actions by which they are expressed. 
This is unusual in uiodeni jioetiy, aUlu>agh Dante and Shak- 
spearo are full of instances of the same kind : Dante indeed 
more than any other poet, .and with greater success. But the 
Greek poets, as writci'S to whom no resource of awakening the 
symjiathy of their contemx>oi*aries was unknown, were in the 
habitual use of this ])()wer ; and it is the study of their w’orks 
(since a higher merit would jirobably be denied me), to which I 
am w'illing that my rea«lers should imjaitc this singularity. 

One word is due inh?audour to the degree in wdiicli tlic study 
of contemporary wa itings may liavc tinged my com]H)sition, for 
such has been a tofiic of censure with regard to ])oems far more 
popular, and, imleed, more descrvetlly jxjpular, than iiiirie. It 
is imx^ossiblc that any one who inhabits the same age with such 
writers as those who stand in the foremost ranks of our own, 
can conscientiously assure himself that his language and tone of 
thought may not h.avc been modified by the study of the produc- 
tions of those extraordinary intellects. It is true, that, not the 
spirit of their genius, hut the foniis in which it has manifested 
itself, arc due less to the peculiarities of their own minds than 
to the fieculiarity of the moral and intellectual condition of the 
minds among which they have been produced, Tims a numher 
of writers possess the form, w^hilst they want the spirit of those 
whom, it is alleged, tliey imitate : because the former is tlio 
endowment of the age in wdiich they live, .and the latter must 
bo the uncommuuicated lightning of their ow^n mind. 
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The peculiar style of intense and comprehensive inia^eiy wliich 
(listingiiislies the modern literature of England, has not been, as 
a general power, the product of the imitation of at\y particular 
writer. Tlic mass of capabilities remains at every period mate- 
rially the same; the eireumstaiices which awaken it to action 
pcrpetujdly cliangc. If England were divided into forty repub- 
lics, eacli ccpial in population and extent to Atliens, tliero is no 
reason to suppose but that, under institutions not more perfect 
than those of Athens, each would produce philosophers and 
]>oets e([nal to tliosc who (if we except Sliakspcarc) have never 
been surpassed. Wc owe tlie grc'at writers of the golden age of 
our literature to that fei-vid awakcniiiig of the public mind wliich 
.shook to dust, the olde.st and most oppressive form of the 
(diristiau religion. IVc owe Milton to tlie ])rogressand develop- 
ment oT the same spirit: the sacred Milton was, let it ever be 
remembered, a republican, and a bold imj^uirer into moials and 
religion, ^fbe great writers of our owi\ ago arc, wc have reason 
to suppose, tlie companions and fmerunners of some unimaginod 
cliiiiigcj ill our social condition, or the opiiiion.s Avliicli cement it. 
'J’lie cloud of mind is discharging its collected lightning, and the 
e«]uilibriiim between institutions and opinions is now restoring, 
or is about to lie restored. 

As to imitation, poctiy i.s a'^mimetic art. It creates, but it 
crealos by combination and representation. I’ootical abstrac- 
tions are bi'antiful and new, not because tbo iiortions of which 
iliey are coiMpo,sed bad no previous existence in the mind of 
man, or in nature, but becan.so the wiiolo produced by their 
combination lias some intelligible and beautiful analogy with 
those sources of emotion and tliought, and with the contempo- 
rary condition of them; one great poet is a. nuisterpioco of 
nature, which anotlmr not only ought to study but must study. 
He might as wisely and as easily detennine that Ids mind should 
no longer be the mirror of all that is lovely in the visible uni- 
verse, as exclude from bis contemplation the beautiful which 
exists in the writings of a great contemporary. I’be jiretenco of 
■h)ing it would be a presumption in any but t lie greatest ; the 
cflcct, even in him, would be strained, unnatural, and ineffectual. 
A. poet is the combined product of such internal powers as 
nuulify the nature of others ; and of such external inlliienoes as 
excite and sustain these powers : he is not one, but both. Every 
man’s mind is, in this respect, modified by all tlio objects of 
HM Olive ml art; by every word and every suggestion which he 
ever admitted to act upon his consciousness; it is the mirror 
upon which all forms are reflected, and in which tliey compose 
one form. Toots, not otherwise tlian philosopliers, painters, 
sculptors, and musicians, are, in one souse, the creators, and, in 
another, the creations, of their age. From this subjection the 
loftiest do not escape. There is a similarity between Homer 
and Hesiod, between iEschylus and Euripides, between Virgil 
and Horace, between Dante and Fetiarch, between Sliakspearc 
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and Fletcher, between Dryden and Pope; each has a generic 
resemblance under which their specific distinctions are arranged. 
If this similarity be the result of imitation, I am willing to con- 
fess that I have imitated. 

Let this opportunity be conceded to mo of acknowledging 
that I have, what a Scotch philosoidicr characteristically terms, 
passion for reforming the world;” what passion incited him 
to write and jniblish his book, he omits to explain. For my 
part, I had rather be damned with Plato and Lord Bacon, than 
go to heaven with Palcy and Malthus. But it is a mistake to 
suppose that T dedicate my poetical compositions solely to the 
direct enforcement of reform, or that 1 consider them in any 
degree as containing a rcjisoucd sy’stom on the theory of human 
life. Didactic i)Ociry is my abhorrence ; nothing can he etiually 
well expressed in prose tliat is not tedious and supererogatoiy 
in verse. My purpose has hitherto boon simply to familiarise 
the highly refin'' l imagination of the more select classes of 
poetical readers with beautiful idealisms of moral excellence ; 
aware that until the mind can love, and admire, and trust, and 
hope, and endure, reasoned principles of moral conduct arc 
seeds cast upon tlie highway ot life, which the unconscious pas- 
senger tramples into dust, although they would boar the harvest 
of his happiness. Sho\ild T live to accomplish what 1 purpose, 
that is, produce a syst(iniatlcal liistory of what a])])ear to me to 
bo the genuine elements of liuman society, let not the advocates 
of injustice and sui)erstitioii flatter tliejnselvos that I should 
take yKschylus rather than Plato as my model. 

. The having spoken of myself with unaffected freedom will 
need little apology with the candid ; and let tlic uncandid con- 
sider that they injure me less than their own hearts and minds 
by misrepresentation. Whatever talents a i)erson may possess 
to amuse and instruct othei’s, be they ever so iiiconsiilerable, he 
is yet bound to exert them : if his attempt be ineffectual, let the 
punishment of an unaccoinplislied purpose have been sufficient; 
let none tro\ible tbcmsclvcs to heap the dust of oblivion upon 
bis efforts; the pile tluy raise will betray his grave, >vhich might 
Otherwrise have been unknown. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON.!*:. 


pKOMKTITKIja. 

Dkaio(:3or<;on. 

Jm'lTER. 

The Emith. 

OrnAN. 

AroTJ/i. 

M RlfCURV. 
liKKCULES. 


Ast.a, 'I 

3*an'tuea, OvmniiJes. 

IciXE, j 

The I'HANTASM OF JUFITKR. 
The. Spirit »)k tttk Karhi. 
The SniUT of tkk Moon. 
Spiiiits of the IIour^;. 
SPHMTri. Echoes. Eacx.s. 
FuriiE.s. 


ACT I. 

'KNE. — A Ravmc of ley lioehs hi the Indian Caucasus, Pro- 
metheus is discovered hound to the Prediykc, Pantuka and 
loNK are sealed at his feet, ThnCy Niyht. TJuriny the Scene, 
MorniiKj slowly breaks, 

Prometheus. Moiiarcli of Gods and Dajrnons, and all Spirits 
But One, wlio throng tliose bright and rtjliing worlds 
Which Thou and I alone of living things 
Behold with sleepless eyes ! regard this Karth 
Made nuiltitudinoiia with thy slaves, whom thou 
Koquitest for knee-worahip, prayer, and i)raise, 

And toil, and hecatombs of broken hearts, 

With fear and sclf-coutcnnpt and barren ho 2 >e. 

Wliilst me, Avho arn tliy foe, eyeless in luitc, 

Hast thou made reign and triumph, to thy scorn, 

O’er mine own misery and thy vain revemge. 

Three thousand years of slecii-uiishcltereil hours, 

And moments aye divided by keen pangs 
Till they seemed yeai's, torture and solitude, 

Scorn and despair, — these are mine empire. 

More glorious far tluiri that wdiicli thou survey cst 
From thine uneiiviod throne, 0, Miglity God ! 

Aln.ighty, had I deigned to share the shame 
Of thine ill tyranny, -and hung not here 
Nailed to this wall of eagle-baffling mountain, 

Black, wintry, dead, unmeasured; without herb, 

Insect, or beast, or shape or sound of life. 

Ah mo, alas ! pain, pain ever, for ever ! 

No change, no j)ausc, no hope ! Yet I endure 
1 ask the Earth, have not the mountains h'U'i 
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I ask yon Heaven, the all-beholding 8un, 

Has it not seen ? The Sea, in sfconii or calm, 

Ifeavcn’s ever-changing Shadow, sj-read below. 

Have its deaf waves not heard iny agony '< 

All me ! alas, pain, i>ain ever, for ever ! 

The crawling ghiciers pierce mo with the spears 
Of their uiooJi- freezing crystals; tlie bright chains 
Kat witli their burning cold into my bones. 

Heaven’s winged hound, x)olliiting from thy lips 
His beak in poison not his oN\n, tears np 
IMy heart ; and shapeless sights come wandering by, 
The ghastly ])cox>le of the lealm of diaiam, 

Mocking me : and the Kartlnpiake-fiends are clnirgcd 
To wrench the rivets from my tpiivei’ing wounds 
When tlic rocks sjilit and close again behind : 

While from i.he'.r loud abysses howling throjig 
The genii of the stoiaii, urging the rage 
Of whirlwind, and attlict me with keen hail. 

And yet to mo welcome is <lay and night, 

AVhether one breaks the boar frost of the morn, 

Or starry, dim, and slow, the other climbs 
The lea<len-colonred east ; for then they lead 
TIio wingless, ciawling hours, one among wliom 
— As some diirk Pj’iest halos the reluctant victim — 
Shall drag thee, cruel King, to kiss tlie blof! 1 
From these pale foot, which thou might tramx>le tlieo 
If tlu^y disdained not such a xjrostr.ite slave. 

Disdain ! Ah no ! I jiity tliee. What ruin 
AVill hunt thee undefended thumgh the wide Heaven ! 
How will thy sold, cloven to its dej)th with terror, 
Gape like a hell witliin ! I S}»eak in grief, 

Kot exultation, for I hate no more. 

As then ere misery made me wise. The curse 
Once breathed on tliec 1 would recall. V'o Moim tains, 
AVliosc iiiany-voi(!ed Echoes, thmugli the mist 
Of cataracts. Hung tlio thunder of ihat spell ! 

Ye icy Springs, stiignant with wrinkling frost. 

Which vil)rated to hear mo, and tluai crej)! 

Shuddering through India ! Thou seronest Air, 
♦Through which the Sun w^alks burning without beams ! 
And 5'c swift Whirlwinds, who on poised wings 
Hung mute and moveless o’er yon linslied abyss. 

As tliuiuhT, huidcr tlum your own, made rock 
The orbed world i If then my words had x>oiver, 
Though I am changed so that aught evil wish 
Is dead within; althougli no memory be 
Of what is liato, let tliem not lose it now ! 

What was that curse ? for yc all heard me speak. 
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FmsT VoirE : (from Uie mountaius). 

Thi-icc three huiulred tbousaud years 
O’er the Earthejuake’s couch we stood : 

Oft; as men convulsed with fears, 

We trenihled in our multitude. 

Second Vou’R : (from the springs). 
Thundcr])oU.s had parched our water, 

Wo had been staxined with bitter blood, 

And had run mute, ’mid shrieks of sljuiglitor, 
Through ji city and a solitude. 

I'inuD VoiCH : (from thf. air). 

I had clothed, since Eairth upi*oso 
Its wastes in colours not their own ; 

And oft had my serene rcjwso 

IjOcii cloven by many a rending groan. 

Focitrir Voice: (from the n'kirlivimls). 

We had soared beneath these mountains 
Unresting ages; iior had thunder, 

Nor yon volcano’s flaming fountains, 

Nor any power above or under, 

Ever made us mute wnth wonder. 

' Kiust Voick. 

But never bowed our snowy crest 
at tlie voice of tliine unrest. 

8k(’ond Voice. 

Never such a sound before 
To the Indian waves we bore. 

A pilot .'ihle«3p on the howling sea 
Ec'aped uj^ from the deck in agony. 

And heal'd, and cried, “ Ah, woe is me ! ” 

And died as mad as the wild waves he. 

Tuiud Voice. 

By sui h dread -words from Earth to ireaveii 
My still realm was never riven : 

Wdien its wound w’as closed, there stood 
Darkness o’er the day like blood. 

Fourth Voice. 

And we shrank back : for dreams of ruin 
To frozen caves our flight pursuing 
!Mado ns keep silence — ^thus — and thus — 

Though silence is as hell to us. 

TL< Earth. I’lie toiigueless Caverns of the craggy hills 
Cried, “Misery !” tlieu ; the hollow llcaveji replied, 

“ Misery !” And the Ocean’s purple weaves, 

Climbing the land, howled to the lashing winds. 

And the pale nations heard it, “ Misery ! 

Prometheus. I hear a sound of voioos : not the voice 
Which I gave forth. Mother, thy sous and thou 
Scorn him, without whoso all-enduring will 
Beneath the fierce 'omnipotence oflOove, 
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Both they and thou had vanished, like thin mist 
Unrolled on the morning wind. Know ye not me, 

The Titan ? lie who made his .ngony • 

The barrier to your else all-con <iucriug foe ? 

Oh, rook-embosomed lawns, and snow-fc<l streams. 

Now seen athwart froro vapours, deep below, 

Through whose o’ershadowing woods I wandered once 
With Asia, drinking life from her loved eyes ; 

Why scorns the spirit which informs ye, now 
To commune with me? me alone, who checked. 

As one who checks a'ficnd-drawn charioteer, 

The falsehfKxl and the force of him who reigns 
Supremo, and with the gi'oans of pining slaves 
Fills your dim glens and liquid wildei-nesses : 

Why answer ye not, still? Brethren ! 

The. Eurth. They dare not. 

Prometheus. \Mio dares? for I would hear that curse agai 
Ha ! what an awful whisper rises up ! 

’Tis scarce like sound : it tingles through the frame 
As lightning tingles, hovering ere it strike. 

Speak, Spirit I from thine inorganic voice 
I only know that thou art moving near 
And love. How cursed I him ? 

The Earth. How canst thou hear, 

Who knovvest not the language of the dead ? 

Prometheus. Thou art a living spirit ; sj'eak as they. 
The Earth. I dare not speak like life, lest Heaven’s fe 
King 

Should hear, and link me to some wheel of pain 
More toi'turing than the one whereon I roll. 

Subtle thou art and good ; and though the (lods 
Hear not this voice, yet thou art more than God 
Being wise aud kind: earnestly h( .ul:cu now. 

Prometheus, Obscurely through my brain, like shadows 
dini, 

Sweep awful thoughts, rapid and thick. I feel 
Faint, like one mingled in 'entwining love ; 

Yet ’tis not ideasurc. 

The Earth. No, thou canst not hear : 

Thou art immortal, and this tongue is known 
Only to those who die. 

Prometheus. And what art tliou, 

0 melancholy Voice? 

The Earth. lam the Karth, 

Thy mother ; she within whose stony veins, 

To the hist fibre of the loftiest tree 
Whose thin leaves trembled in the frozen air, 

Joy ran, as blood within a living frame. 

When thou didst from her bosom, like a cloud 
Of glory, arise, a spirit of keen joy ! 
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And at tliy voice her pining sons uplifted 
Their prostrate brows from the polluting dust. 

And our almighty Tyrant with fierce dread 
Crew pale, until his thunder cliaincd thee here. 

Then, see those million worlds which burn and roll, 
Around us : their inhabitants beheld 
My sphered light wane in wide Heaven ; the sea 
Was lifted by strange tempest, and new fire 
From earthquake-rifted mountains of bright snow 
Shook its pt>i’tentous hair beneath Heaven’s frown; 
Lightning and Inundation vexed the plains ; 

Blue thistles bloomed in cities; foodless toads 
Within voluiituous chambers panting crawled; 

Wlien Blague had fallen on man, and boast, and worm, 
And Famine ; and black blight on herb and tree; 

And in the corn, and vines, and meadow-grass, 

Teenied ineradicable poisonous weeds 
Draining their growth, for my wan breast was dry 
With grief; and tlio thin air, my breath, was stained 
With the contagion of a mother’s hate 
Breathed on her child’s destroyer ; ay, I heard 
Thy eurc;e, the which, if thou rememberest not, 

Yet my innunierablc seas and streams, 

Mountains and cjives, and winds, and you wide air, 

And the inarticulate people of the dead, 

Preserve, a treasiu'ed spell. We inctlitato 
In secret joy and hope those dreadful words 
But dare not speak them. 

l^roinethcUii. Venerable mother ! 

All else who li\e and sulfer take from thee 

Some comfoj’t ; llowers, and fruits, and liappy sounds. 

And love, though ileeting; these may not be mino. 

But mino own words, 1 pray, deny me not. 

The Earth. I’liey shall be told. Ere Babylon was dust. 
The Magus Zoroaster, my dear cliild, 

Met his own image walking in the garden. 

That apparition, solo of men, he saw. 

For know' there are twm worlds of life and death : 

One that which thou boholdest ; but tho other 
Is underneath the grave, where do inhabit 
T1 e shadows of all forms that think aud live 
Till death unite them and they part no more; 

Dreams and the light imaginings of men, 

And all that faith creates or love desires, 

Terrible, strange, sublime aud beauteous shapes. 

Tlierc thou jxrt, and dost hang, a writhing slnule, ' 

’Mid wdiirlwiud-peoplcd mouutuins , all tlic god 
Arc there, aud all the powers of nameless worlds. 

Vast, sceptred phantoms; heroes, men, and beasts; 

And Demogorgon, a tremeudous gloom ; 
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And ho, the supreme Tyrant, on his throne 
Of burning gold. Son, one of these shall utter 
The curse which all remember. Call at will 
Thine own ghost, or the ghost of Jupiter, 

Hades or Typhon, or what mightier Gods 

From all-prolilic Evil, since thy ruiu 

Have sprang, and tmmpled on my prostrate sons. 

Ask, and they must reply : so the revengo 

Of the Supreme may sweep through vacant shades, 

As rainy wind through the {ibaiidoued gato 
Of a fallen palace. 

Proind/if.Ks. Motlier, let not aught 
Of that which may be evil, pass again 
My lips, or those of aught resoml)ling me. 

Phantasm of Jupiter, arise, appear ! 

loNE, 

]\ry wings are folded o’er mine cars : 

My wings are crossoil o’er mine e^^es ; 

Vet through tlicir silver shade a]>pi?ars, 

And through their lulling ]dumes arise, 

A Shape, a throng of sounds ; 

May it be no ill to thee 
0 thou of many wounds ! 

Near whom, for our .sweet si.ster’s sake. 

Ever thus we watch and wake. 

Pan niKA. 

The sound is of whirlwiml underground, 
j!lartli(piake, and firo and mountains cloven ; 

The shape is awful like the sound, 

Clothed ill dark imrplc, star-inwoven. 

A sceptre of pale gold 

To stay stejis proud, o’er the slow cloud 
His veiued hand doth liohi 
Cruel he looks, but calm and strong, 

Like one who does, not sulfors wrong. 

Phautaam of Jupiter. Why have tlie sc.crct powcr.s of this 
strange world 

Driven me, a frail and empty ]>h;uitom, hitlicr 
On direst storms '? Wliut unac»-u.stonied sounds 
Aj*c hovering ou my lips, unlike the voice 
With which our pallid race liold ghastly talk 
In darkness ? And, proud sulFerer, who art thou ? 

Promdhem. Tremendous linage ! as thou art must be 
He whom thou shadowest forth. I am his foe, 

’'J’he Titan. Speak the words w'hicli I would hear. 

Although no tliought inform thine empty voice. 

The Earth. Listen ! And though your echoes must be mute, 
Grey mountains, and old woods, and haunted springs, 
Prophetic caves, and isle-surrounding streams, 

Rejoice to hear wdiat yet ye cannot speak. 
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Phantasm, A spirit seizes me and speaks witliin : 

U tears me as fire tears a thunder-cloud. 

Panthea. Sec, how he lifts Iiis mighty looks, the Heaven 
Darkens above. 

lone. Ho speaks ! O shelter me ! 

Promttlicm. I sec the curse on gestures j>roud and cold, 
And looks of firm defiance, and calm hate, 

And such despair as mocks itself with smiles, 

Written as on a scroll : yet speak : Oh speak ! 

Phantasm. 

Fiend, I defy thee ! with a calm, fixed mind, 

All that thou canst inflict I bid thee do ; 
l<\nil Tyrant both of Gods and Human-kind, 

One only being slialt thou not subdue, 
llain then thy plagues upon me here. 

Ghastly disease, and frenzjdng fear ; 

And let alternate frost and fire 
Eat into ino, and be thine ire 
bightning, and chitting hail, and legioned forms 
Of furies, driving by upon the wounding storms. 

Ay, <lo thy worst. Thou art omnipotent. 

O’er all things but thyself I gave thee power, 

And my own will. I’o thy swift mischiefs sent 
To blast mankind, from you ethereal tower. 

Lot thy melignant spirit move 
In darkness over those I love : 

On mo and mine I imprecate 
The utmost toriurc of thy hate ; 

And thus devob‘ to sleepless agony, 

This uiideclining head while thou must reign on high. 

lint thou, wlio art tlic God and Lord : O, thou 
Wliofillest with thy soul this world of woe. 

To wliom all things of Earth and Heaven do bow 
In fear and worship : all-prevailing foe I 
I curse thee ! let a suftercr’s curse 
Glasp thee, his torturer, like remorse ! 

Till thine Infinity shall be 
A robe of envenomed agony; 

And thine Oiimipotcnco a crown of pain, 

T(j clif^g like burning gold round thy dissolving brain. 

Heap oji thy soul, by virtue of this curse, 

111 deeds, tlien be thou damned, beholding good ; 
Loth infinite as is the universe, 

And thou, and thy self- torturing solitude. 

An awful image of calm power 
Though now thou sittest, let the hour 
Come, when thou must appear to be 
That which thou art internally. 


o 
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And after many a false and fruitless crime, 

Scorn track tliy lagging fall through boundless space and time. 

Prometheus. Were these my words, 0 Parent ] 

The Earth. They were thine. 

Prometheus. It doth repent me ; words ai*e quick and vain ; 
Grief for awliile is blind, and so was mine. 

I wish no living thing to siilfer pain. 

The Eakth. 

Misery ! Oh misery to me, 

That Jove at lougtii should vanquish thee. 

Wail, howl aloud, Land and fcjea, 

The Karth’s rent heart shall answer ye. 

Howl, Spirits of the living and the dead, 

Your refuge, your defence lies fallen and vanquished. 

PiBST Echo. 

Lies faiioii .'ind vauquished I 
Skconi> 

Fallen and vau([uishcd ! 

loNK. 

Pear not : *tis but some passing s])asm, 

The Titan is nnvaiKpiishcd still. 

Put see, where through the a/uro cliasni 
Of yon forkoil and snowy hill 
Trampling the slant wiinls on high 
With golden-sandal led feet, thnb glow 
TTiider xdunios of ]uirple dye, 

Like roKe-ensanguiiie<l ivory, 

A Shape comes now. 

Stretching on high from Ids right hand 
A serpcnt-cinctured wand. 

Panlhea. "Tis Jove’s world -wajidering herald, Mercury. 

lONJi. 

And who ar(^ tho.se with hydra ti’ossos 
And iron wings that climb the wind, 

Whom tho frowning God rex/re.^sos 
Like vapours steaming iq) behind. 

Clanging loud, an endless crov»d — 

Panijika. 

These are Jove’s tempest- walking hounds. 

Whom lie gluts with groains aud.blood, 

AVhen charioted on sulxdiurous cloud 
He bursts Heaven’s bounds, 

loNE. 

Arc they now led, from tho thin dead 
Ou new x)aiigs to he fed ? 

Panthea. The Titan looks as ever, firm, uot proud. 

First Fury. Ha I 1 scent life ! 

Second Fury. Let me but look into his eyes 
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Third Fury. The hope of torturing him smells like a heap 
Of corpses, to a death -bird after battle. 

Firat Fury. Darest thou delay, O Herald ! take cheer, 
Hounds 

Of Hell : what if the Son of Maia soon 

Should make us food and .sport — who can please long 

The Omnipotent 1 

Mercury. Back to your towers of iron, 

And gnash beside the streams of fire, and wail 
Your foodlcss teeth. Geryon, arise ! and Gorgon, 

Chimiera, and thou Sphinx, subtlest of fiends, 

AVho ministered to Phebea Heaven’s ])oi8oncd wine, 
Unnatural love, and more unnatui*al hate : 

Th(?se shall perform your task. 

Fimt Fm^y. Oh, mercy ! mercy ! 

We die with our desire : drive us not back ! 

Mercury, (h'ouch then in silence. 

Awful Suftcrer ! 

To thee unAvilling, most unwillingly 
T come, by the Great Father’s will driven down. 

To execute a doom of new revenge. 

Alas ! I pity thee, and hate myself 
That T can <lo iio more : aye from thy sight 
Beturuing, fur a season, heaven seems hell, 
thy worn foi-ni pursues me night and day. 

Smiling reproach. Wise art thou, firm ami good, 

But vainly would ’st stand forth alone in strife 
Against the Omnipotent; as yon clear lamps 
That measure and divide the weary years 
Fj’om which there is no refnge, long liave taught, 

And long must teacdi. Even innv thy Torturcj* an us 
With the strange might of uiiimagiiied pains 
Tlie powei’s who scheme slow agonies in Hi ll, 

And my commission is to load them here, 

Or what more subtle, foul, or savage fiends 
People the abyss, ami leave them to their task. 

Be it not so ! thci’c is a secret known 
To tlc'e, and to none else of living things, 

Which may transfer the sceptre of wdde Heaven, 

The fear of whicli perplexes the Supreme ; 

Elotl'o it in words, and bid it clasp his throne 
in inti rcession ; bend thy soul in pniyer, 

And like a suppliant in some gorgeous fane, 

Let the will kneel within thy haughty heart : 

For benefits and meek submission tamo 
The fiercest and the mightiest. 

Prometheus. Evil n inds 

Change good to their own nature. I gave all 
He has; and in return he chains mo hero ^ 

Years, ages, night and day ; whether the Sun 
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Split my pjirchcd skin, or in the moony night 
Tlie crystal-winged snow cling round my hair : 

Whilst my beloved race is trampled down 
By his thought-executing ministers. 

Such is the tyrant’s recompense : ’tis just : 

Ho who is evil can receive no good ; 

And for a world bestowed, or a friend lost, 

He can feel bate, tear, slramc ; not gratitude : 

He but req\iites me for his own misdeed. 

Kindness to sueli is keen reproach, which breaks 
With liittor stings the light sleep of Revenge. 

Submission, thou dost know 1 cannot try ; 

For what submission but that fabd word, 

The death-seal of mankind’s captivity. 

Like the Sicilian’s hair-suspended sword, 

Which trembles o’er bis crown, would he accept. 

Or could I yield ’ Which yet 1 will not yield. 

Ijot others tiattcr Crime, where it sits throned 
J 11 brief Omnipotence; secure .are they : 

For Justice, when triumphant, will weep down 
Pity, not punishment, on her own wrongs, 

Too much avenged by those who err. I wait, 

Enduring thus, the retributive hour 
Which since we spake is even nearer now. 

But hark, the hell-hounds clamour. Fear dcloj^ ! 

Behold ! Heaven lowers under thy father’s fro vn. 

Men iu'ii. Oh, that we might bo spared : 1 to inflict. 

And thou to suffer f once more tuiswer me : 

Thou kiiowest not the j)eriod of Jove’s power ? 

Promethms, 1 know but this, that it must come. 

Mercury. Alas ! 

Thou caiist not count thy years to come of pain ? 

Promethruit. They last while Jo\c must reign; nor more, 
nor less 

Do 1 desire or fear. 

Mercury. Yet pause, and plunge 

Into Fitcruity, where recorded time, 

Even all that wo imagine, jige on age. 

Seems but a point, and the reluctant mind 
Flags, wearily in its unending flight. 

Till it sink, dizzy, blind, lost, shelterless; 

Perchance it has not numbered the slow years 
Which thou must spend in torture, unrepiieved ? 

Pronu ffuiuu. Perchance no thought can count them, yet 
they pass. 

Mercury. If thou might’st dwell among the Gods the 
while, 

Lapped in voluptuous joy ? 

Promdhtm. I would not quit 

This bleak ravine, these unrepentant pains. 
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Mercut'jf, Alas ! T wonder at, yet pity thee. 

Prometheus. l*ity the self-despising slaves of Heaven. 

Not me, witliin whose mind sits peace serene. 

As light in the sun, throned : how vain is talk ! 

Call lip the fiends. 

lo'iie. O, sister, look I Wliite fire 

Has cloven to the roots yon huge snow-loaded cedar ; 

How fearfully God’s thunder howLs behind ! 

Mercury. I must obey his W'ords and thine : alas ! 

Most heavily remorse hangs at my heart ! 

Pnuthea. See whore the cliild of Heaven, with winged feel-. 
Huns down the slanted sunlight of the dawn. 

lone. Dear .sister, close thy plume.s over thine eyes 
Lest thou behold and die : they come : they come 
blackening the birth of day with countless wings, 

And hollow underneath, like death. 

First Fury. IVomctheus ! 

Second Fury. Immortal Titan ! 

Third Fury. Champion of Hoaven’.s slaves ! 

Prometheus. Ho whom some dreadful voice invokes is here, 
Prometheus, the chained ^'itan. Horrible forms, 

What and who are ye? Never y^et there came 
rhantasius so foul through monster-teeming Hell 
Prom tlio all-iiiiscrcative brain of .Jove; 

Whilst T behold such execrable shapes, 

Methiuks I grow like what I conteinjjl.ite, 

And laugh and .stare in loathsome sympnthy. 

First Fury. We are the ministers of pain and foai’, 

Ami disa])pointmont, and mistrust, and hate, 

And clinging crime ; and a.s lean dogs pu)’.^ue 
Through wood and lake some struck and sobbing fsuvii, 

We track all things that weep, and bleed, ami live, 

When the great King betrays them to our will. 

Prometheus. Oh ! many fearful natures in one niinic, 

I know ye; and these lakes and echoes know 
The dai-kness and the clangour of your wings. 

Hut why more hideous tliaii your loathed selves 
(Jathfr ye up in legions from the deep? 

Second Fury. We know not that : Sisters, rejoice, rejoice ! 

Prometheus. Can anght exult in its defjrinity ! 

Second Fury. The beauty of delight make.s lovers glad, 
Gazing on one another : so are wc. 

As from the rose which the pale priestess kneels 
To gather for her festal crown of flowers 
The aerial crimson falls, flushing her chock. 

So from our victim’s destined agony 

The shade which is our form invests .s round, 

Klse JVC are shapeless a.s our mother Night. 

Prometheus. I laugh your power, and his who sent you hero, 
To lowest scorn, Tour forth tho cup of pain. 
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First Fmy. Thou thinkest we will rend thee bone from bone, 
And nerve from nerve, working like fire witldn ] 

Prometheus. Piiin is my elcmejit, as liate is thine ; 

Ye rend mo now : I care not. 

Second Fury. Dost imagine 

We will but liiugh into thy lidless eyes'? 

Prometheus. 1 weigh not what yc do, but what yc suffer, 
Being evil. Cruel was the power which called 
You, or aught else so wretched, into light. 

Third Fury. Thou tliink'st wo will live through thee, one 
by one, 

Like animal life, and though we can obscure not 
The soul which burns within, that we will dwell 
Beside it, like a vain loud multitude 
Ve.xing tlie self-content of wisest men : 

That we wii I be dread thought beneath thy brain. 

And foul desire round thine astonished heart, 

And blood within thy labyrinthine veins 
Crawling like agony. 

Prometheus. Why, ye arc thus now; 

Yet am I king over myself, and rule 

The torturing and conflicting throngs within, 

As Jove i*ules you when Hell grows mutinous. 

Ciiuims OF FuitiKs. 

From the ends of the earth, from the ends of tho earth. 
Where tho night has its grave and the morning its birth, 
Come, come, coino ! 

Oh, yo who shako hills with the scream of your mirtli. 

When cities sink howling in ruin ; and yo 
Who with wingless footsteps tramxde the sea, 

And close upon Shipwreck and hamino's track, 

Sit chatteriug with joy on tho foodless wreck ; 

Come, come, come ! 

Tjeave the bed, lo>v, cold, and red, 

Strewed beneath a nation dead ; 

Leave tho liati’ed, jis in ashes 
Fire is hjft for future huruing : 

It will burst in bloodier fl;ushcs 
When ye stir it, soon returning : 

Leave the self-contemi)t implanted 
In young spirits, sense-enchanted, 

Misery’s yet uiikindled fuel : 

Leave Hell’s secrets half unehanted. 

To the maniac dreamer : cruel 
More than ye can be with hate 
Is lie with fear. 

Come, come, come 1 

We are steaming up from Heirs wide gate, ^ 

And we burtlien tho blasts of the atmosphere, 

But vainly wo toil till ye come here. 
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Tme. Sister, I henr the thiin«lcr of new wings. 

Panthea. These solid mountains quiver with the sound 
Even {IS the tremulous air : their shadows make 
Tlie space within m}” plumes more bliick than night. 

First Fury. 

Your e{\ll was as a winged car. 

Driven on wdiirl winds fast and far ; 

It rapt us from rod gulfs of war. 

Skcojju Fury. 

From wide cities, famine wasted ; 

Third Fury. 

Groims Indf-hcard, and blood untasted ; 

Fourth Fury. 

Kingly conclaves, stern jind cold, 

Where blood witli gold is bought and sold ; 

Fifth Fury. 

From the furnace, white and hot, 

In which — 

A Fury. 

Speak not ; whisper not : 

I know all tlnit ye would ti'll, 

Hut to s])cak might bre.'tk the spell 
Which must bend the invincible. 

The stern of thought ; 

He yet defies the deejiest power of Hell. 

Fiwv/. Tear the veil ! 

Another Fnvy. It is torn. 

ClTOUl’S. 

The pale sftirs of the morn 
Shine on a misery, dire to be borne. 

Dost thou faint, mighty Tit;ui ? t\'e laugh thee to scorn. 

Dust thou boast the clojir knowledge thou waken’dst for 
man] 

Then was kimlled within him a thirst which outran 
Tliosc perishing waters ; a thirst of fierce fever, 

Hope, love, doubt, <1esire, which consume him for ever. 

One came forth of gentle worth 
Smiling on the sanguine earth : 

His words outlived him, like swift i^oison 
Withering up truth, j)eace, and pity. 

Look ! where round the wide horizon 
Many a inillion-peoplod city 
Vomits smoke in the bright air. 

Mark that outcry of despair ! 

'Tis his mild and gentle ghost 
Wailing for the faith he kindled : 

Look again ! the flames .aim st 

To a glow-worm’s lamp h ..ve dwindled : 

The surviyore round the embers 
Gather in dread. 

Joy» joy* joy 1 
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Past ages crowd on thee, but each one rcmcmbei’s ; 

And tho future is dark, and the ]^rcseiit is spread 
Like a pillow of thorns for thy shimberless head. 

SEmciioiiiJs I. 

Drops of bloody agony flow 
From his wliito and quivering brow. 

Grant a little respite now : 

See ! a disenebantod nation 
Springs like day from desolation ; 

To Truth its state is dedicate, 

And Freedom leads it forth, her mate ; 

A legioned band of linked brothers, 

Whom Love calls children — 

Skmichorls JI. 

’Tis another’s. 

See how kindred murder kin ! 

Tip +l'e vintcige-time for death and sin. 

Iflood, like new wine, bubbles within ; 

Till I)os])air smothers 

The strugLding world, which slaves and tyrants win. 

[All the Furiks van ink, except an 
/one. Ifark, sister I what a low j^ct dreadful groan 
Quite unauppressed is tearing up the heart 
Of tho good Titan, as stornivS tear tlie deep, 

And beasts hear the sea moan in inland eaves. 

Barest thou obsciwe how the (ieiids torture him ? 

Panthva. Alas I I looked fortli twice, but will no more. 
lone. What didst thou see t 

Panthca, A woful sight : a youth 

With patient looks nailed to a crucifix. 

/oac. What next t 

Panf/ica. Tho heaven around, the earth below 
Was peopled with thick shapes of human death, 

All horrible, ami wrought by human h.-inds. 

And some appeared tho work of human lujarts, 

For men were slowly killed hy frowns ami smiles : 

And other sights too foul to speak and live 
Were wandering by. Let ns not tempt worse fear 
By looking forth ; those groans are grief enough. 

Pury. Behold an emblem : those who do endure 
I^ecp wrongs for man, and scorn, and chains, but hca]> 
Thousandfold torment on themselve-s and liim. 

Prometheus. Jleiuit the anguish of that lighted stare ; 
Close those Tvau lips ; let that thorn-wounded brow 
Stream not with bloo<l ; it mingles with thy tears ! 

Fix, fix those tortured orbs in peace and death, 

So thy sick throes shake not that crucifix, 

So those pale fingers play not with thy gore. 

0, honiblo ! Tliy name T will not speak. 

It hath become a curse. I sec, I see 
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The wise, the mild, the lofty, and the just, 

Whom thy slaves hate for being like to thee, 

Some hunted by foul lies from their heart’s home, 

An early-chosen, latc-lamcntcd home. 

As hooded ounces cling to the driven hind ; 

Some linked to corpses in unwholesome cells : 

Some -Hear 1 not the multitude laugh loud ? — 

Impaled in lingering tire : and mighty realms 
hdoat by my feet, like sea-uprooted isles, 

AVhose sons are kneaded down in common blood 
By the rod light of their own burning homes. 

Fary, • Blood thou canst see, and fire ; and canst hear 
groans : 

Worse things unheard, unseen, remain behind. 

Pyimiathcius. Worse ? 

Fury. In each human heart terror survivc.-s 

1'Iie ravin it has gorged ; the loltiest fear 
All that they would disdain to think were tru«i : 

1 1 ypocrisy and custom make their miiida 
The fanes of many a worship, now outworn. 

They dare not devise good for man’s estate, 

And yet they know not that they do not dare. 

Tho good want i^ower, but to weep barren tenrs. 

Tlio powerful goodness w^ant : worse need for them. 

Tlie wise want love ; and those who love want wisdom ; 

And all best things are thus confuse<l to ill. 

Many are strong and rich, and would be just. 

But live among their suffering follow-mcn 
As if none felt: they know not what they dt>. 

Prometheus. Thy w'ords are like a cloud of winged snakes : 
And yet I pity those they torture not. 

Ftinj. Thovi pltiost them'? T speak no more 1 \yiuiinlHtii. 
Prometheus, Ah woe ! 

Ah woe ! Alas ! pain, pain ever, for ever ! 

I close my tearless eyes, but see more clear 
Thy works witliin my woe illumined mind, 

'^riiou subtle tyrant ! Veace is in the grave. 

The grave hides all things beautiful and good : 

I am a Ood and cannot find it there. 

Nor would I sock it : for, though dread rcvcn!;c, 

"^I'liis is defeat, fierce king 1 not victory. 

The bights witli which thou torturest gird my sold 
Witli new endurunco, till the hour arrives 
AVheii they shall be no types of things which arc. 

Panthca. Alas ! what sawest thou 1 

Prometheus, There arc two woos : 

To speak and to behold ; thou spare i e one. 

Names are there, Nature’s sacred watv;h-words, they 
Were borue aloft iu bright emblassonry ; 

The nations thronged around, and cried alon l 
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As with one voice, Truth, liberty, and love ! 

Suddenly fierce confusion fell from heaven 
Among them : there was strife, deceit, and fear : 

Tyrants ruslied in, and did divide the spoil. 

This was the shadow of the truth I saw. 

The Earth. I felt thy torture, son, with such mixed joy 
As pain and virtue give. To cheer thy state 
I bid ascend those subtle and fair spirits. 

Whose homes are the dim caves of human thought, 

And who inhabit, as birds wing the wind, 

Its world-surrounding ether . they behold 
Iloyond that twilight realm, an in a glass. 

The future : may they speak comfort to thee ! 

Panthca. Look, sisba*, where a Iroo]) of spirits gather, 
Like flo(;ks of olou<ls in spring’s delightful weather, 
Thronging in the blue air ! 

fonc. And see ! more come. 

Like fountain-vai)Ours ’when the winds are <lunib, 

That climb up the ravine in scattered lines. 

And hark ! is it the music of the pines 1 
Is it the lake I Is it the waterfall ? 

Panthca. ’^J"is something saddej*, sweeter far than all. 

C-IIOIIUS OF ST'IIIITS. 

From unremembered «ges w'e 
Gcmtlc guides and guar<lians bo 
Of heaven -oppressed mortality ! 

And %vc breathe, and sicken not, 

The atmosphere of human thought ; 
lie it dim, and dank, and grey, 

Tjike a storm-extinguished day. 

Travelled o’er by dying gleams ; 

]>o it bright as all between 
Cloudless skies and windless streams, 

Silent, li(piid, and serene ; 

As the birds within the wind. 

As the fish within the wave. 

As the thoughts of iiniu’s own mind 
Float tlirongU all above the grave : 

We make there our liquid lair, 

A^oyaging cloudlike and unpent 
Through the )>ouudloss element: 

Thence we bear the pro])hecy 
Which begins and ends in thee ! 
lone. More yet eomc, (uio by one : the air around them 
Looks radiant as the air around a star. 

First SriRiT. 

On a battlc-trumj>ot s blast 
I fled hither, fast, fast, fast, 

’3Iid the darkness upward cast. 
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From the dust of creeds outworn, 

From the tyrant’s banner torn, 

Gathering round me, onward borne, 

There was mingled many a cry — 

Freedom ! Hope ! Death ! Victory ! 

Till they faded through the sky ; 

And one sound above, around, 

One sound beneath, around, above, 

AVas moving ; ’twiis the soul of love ; 

’Twas the hope, the prophecy, 

Which begins and ends in thee. 

Skcojsd SrmiT. 

A rainbow’s arcli stood on the sea, 

AV^hicli rocked beneath, imnioveablj" ; 

And the triumphant storm did lice, 

Like a concpieror, swift and proud, 

Between with many a captive cloud, 

A shapeless, dark and rajiid crowd, 

Kacli by lightning riven in half : 

1 heard the thunder hoarsely Laugh : 

Mighty fleets wore strewn like chaff 
And spread beneath a hell of dcatli 
O’er tlio white waters. I alit 
On a great skip lightning-split, 

And speeded hither on tlie sigh 

Of one who gave an enemy 

His plank, tlien plunged aside to die. 

Ttitud SriiiiT. 

I sate beside a sage’s bod, 

And tile lamj) was burning red 
^s'car the book where ho had fal, 

When a Dream with plumes of llame, 

To his pillow hovering came, 

And 1 kn(3W it was the same 
Which had kimlled long ago 
Pity', eloquence, and woe ; 

And the world awhile below 
Wore the shade its lustre made. 

It has borne me here as fleet 
As Desire’s lightning feet ; 

I must ride it back ere morrow. 

Or the sago will wake in sorrow. 

Fouirrii SriRir. 

On a poet’s lips 1 slept 
Dreaming like a love-adept 
In tlie sound his breathing kept ; 

Nor seeks nor finds he m- i’tid blisses, 

But feeds on tlie ficrial I..sses 

Of shapes that luiiint thought’s wildernesses. 

Ho will watcli from dawn to glot^mi 
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Tho lake-roflccted sun illume 
The yellow bees in the ivy-bloom, 

Nor heed nor see, wbat things they bo ; 

But from these create lie can 
Forms more real than living man, 

Nurslings of immortality ! 

One of these awakonc<l me, 

And I sped to succour thee. 

lone, Behold’st thou not two shapes from tho oast and wci>t 
Come, as two doves to one. beloved nest, 

Twin nurslings of the all-su'^taining air, 

On swift still wings glide down the atmosphere ? 

And, hark ! their sweet sjul voices ! 'tis despair 
Mingled witli love and then <li.ssolvod in sound. 

Panthea. Caiist thou speak, sister ? all my words ai’e drowned. 

Tone. Their Ijoautj^ gives iiio voice. See how they float 
On their sustainiii„ v ings of skicy grain. 

Orange and azure doo])eiiiiig into gohl: 
fheir soft smiles light the air like a star’s five. 

(’HORUs OF Sim HITS. 

Hast thou beheld the form of Love ? 

Kiktii Sjmkit. 

As over wide dominions 

I sped, like some swift cloud that wings the wide air’s wilder- 
nesses, 

That planet-crested shape swe^it by on ligbtning-braided 
pinions, 

Scattering tho liquid joy of life from his ambrosial tresses : 

His footsteps paved the world with light ; but as J past ’twas 
fading. 

And hollow Uuin yawned beliiud : gi'cat sages bound in madness. 
And headless [latriots, and jialo 3’outbs who perished, uii- 
upbi’aiding, 

Oleamed in the night. I wandered o’er, till thou, O King cf 
sadness, 

'rurued by thy smile the worst J saw to rocolloctod gladness. 

SiXTir SlMIllT. 

Ah, sister ! Desolation is a delicate thing : 

It walks not on the earth, it floats not ou the air. 

But Ij cads with silent footstep, and fans with silent wing 
The tender hopes which in their hearts the best and gentlest 
bear ; 

Wio, soothed to false repose by the fanning plumes above, 
And the music-stirring motion of its soft and busy fiiot. 

Dream visions of aerial joy, and call the monster, Love, 

And wake, and find the shadow Pain, as he whom now we 
gi-eet. 

Chorus. 

Though Buin now Love’.s shadow be. 

Following him, destroyiiigly, 
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On Deuth’a white and winged steed, 

Wldch the liectest cannot flee, 

Trampling down both llower and weed, 

■Man and beast, and foul and fair, 

Like a tempest through the air ; 

^riiou shalt <picll this hoi-seman grim, 

Woundless though in hcai’t or limb. 

Promethtus. )Spirits ! how know yo this shall bo ! 

Chorus. 

Tu the atmosphere we breathe, 

As buds grow red when the snow-storms (ice, 
h^rom spring gathering up beneath, 

AVhose mild winds shake the elder-brake. 

And the wandering herdsmen know 
That the white-thorn soon will blow : 

AVisdom, Justice, Love, and Teace, 

AVhen they struggle to increiisc. 

Are to us as soft winds be 
To shepherd boys, the prophecy 
Which begins an<l ends in thee. 

/tm AVherc are the Spirits fled ^ 

Panfltea, Only a senr>o 

lleinains of them, like the omnipotence 
<M‘ music, when the inspired voice and lute 
Languish, ore yet the responses are mute, 

AVhieh through the deep and lal)yrinthino soul, 

Like echoes tlirough long caverns, wind and roil. 

Pro met he Its. How lair these air-horn shapes ! and yet T feel 
Most vain all ln»pebut love; and thou art far, 

Asia ! who, wiu3ii my being overflowed, 

Wert like a gohieu chalice to bright wine 
Which else had niiiik into the thirsty dust. 

All things are still : ala.s ! how heavily 
This (]uiot morning weighs upon my heart ; 

Though I should dream I could even sleep with grief, 

Tf slumber were denied not. I would fain 
lie what it is my de.stiny to be, 

The saviour and the strength of sulforing man. 

Or sink into tiic origiu.al gulf of things. 

There is no agony, and no solace left ; 

La»*th can console, Heaven can torment no more. 

P xnthea. Hast thou forgotten one who watches thee 
The cold dark night, and never sleeps but when 
The shadow of tliy spirit falls on her? 

Promethem. I said all liopo was vain but love : thou Invest. 
Panthea. Deeply in truth ; but the eastern star looks white, 
And Asia waits in that far Indian vale 
The scene of her sad exile : rugged ouce 
And desolate and frozen, like this ravine ; 

Hut now invested with fair flowers and herbs. 
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And haunted by sweet airs and sounds, which flow 
Among the woods and waters, from the etlier 
Of her transforming incseiicc, which would fnch' 

If it were mingled not witJi thino. Fiirevvcll ! 


ACT. II. 

Scene L A lonely Vale in the Imlian Caucasus. 

Asfa, alone. 

Asia. From all the blasts of heaven thou hast descended : 
Yes, like a spirit, like a tlioiiglit, whicli makes 
Unwonted teaj's ihroiig b) the horny eyes, 

And beatings haunt the ilesolated heart, 

Wliieh should liave learnt repose : thou hast descended 
Cradled in tempests ; thou dost wake, 0 Spring ! 

0 child of many winds ! As suddenly 
Tlioii eomest as the memory of a dream, 

AVliicli now is sad hocau.se it hath ]>een swetJt; 

Like genius, or like joy, which riseth up 

A.S from tiie earth, clothing witli golden clor.ds 

The desert of our life. 

This is the season, this the day, iiie Inmr; 

At sunrise thou shouldst come, sweet sister mine, 

Too long desired, too long delaying, come ! 

How like doHtli-worni.s the ivingless moments crawl ! 

The point of one wliito .star is (piivcring .still 
Deep in the orange light of widening morn 
Beyond the purple mountains: tluough a chasm 
Of wind-divided mist tlic darker lake 
llefleets it; now it Avaiies ; it gleams again 
Ah tlie waves fade, and as the burning threads 
Of woven cloud unravel in j>alo air : 

*Tis lost ! and through yon peaks of cloud-like sno w 
The roseate sun-light tpiivcrs: liear I not 
The ^Foliaii music of her .sca-green idumcs 
W'^iuiiowing the crimson dawn? [Pantiika enters. 

I feel, I see 

Tho.se eyes which biu’u through smiles that fade in tears. 
Like .stars lialf-quenclicd in mists of silver dew. 

Beloved and most beautiful, who wcarest 
The shadow of that soul by which I live. 

How late thou art ! the sphered sun had climbed 
The sea ; my heart was sick with hope, before 
The printlcss air felt thy belated plumes. 

Pauthca. Pardon, great JSister ! but my wings were faint 
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With the delight of ii remciuhcred dream, 

As arc the noon-tide pluine.'S of .sumiiier winds 
Satiate with sweet flowei*s. I was wont to sleep 
J'oaoefully, ami awake refreshed and calm 
Before tlje sacred Titan’s fall, timl thy 
Unhappy love, had made, through use and pity, 
Both love and woe familiar to iny heart 
As they had grown to thine: cre while I slept 
Under tlie glaucous caverns of old Ocean 
Within dim bowers <if green and purple mos.s, 

Our young lone’s soft and milk^^ arms 
Locked then, as now, bolnnd my dark, moist hair. 
While my shut cj’es and cheek were presscid within 
The folded depth of her life -breathing bosom : 

But not as now, since I am made the wind 
Whicli fails beneath the music that 1 bear 
Of thy most Avordless converse; .since dis.solved 
Into the sense Avitli wdiich love talks, my rest 
Was troubled aud yet sweet; my waking houvs 
Too full of care and pain. 

Asia. Tjift up tliine oye.s. 

And let Trio read tliy dream. 

PaiUhca. As T have saal, 

M'ith our sea-sister at his feet I sh'pt. 

The inountaiu mists, t*onilen.sing at onr voice 
Under the moon had sjTrcad their snowy llaki's, 
FroTii the keen ice shiehling our linked sle(‘p. 

Tlien two dr»^a.ms (‘amc. One, I nmiember not. 
But, in the other his pale wound \vt»rii limbs 
Fell from Prometheus, and the azure night 
drew radiaTit Avit.li the glory of that form 
Wliich lives unehanged within, an<l bi.s voice fell 
Like music Avliieh makes giddy the dim brain, 
Faiul Avith intoxication of keen joy ; 

“twister of her who.so footsteps pave the Avorld 
AVitli loveliness — TJiore fair tliaii anght but hei*. 
Whose liliadow thou art — lift tliine eye.s on me.” 

I lifted them : the overpowering light 
Of that immortal shape A\'as shadtiAved o’er 
By love ; Avhieh, from his soft and flciwing limbs. 
And pas.‘^ion-]Tn,rtcd lips, and keen, faint eyes. 
Steamed fortli like vaporous tiro; an atmosplicro 
AVhich Avi’appod mo lu its all-dissolving power. 

As the Avarm ether of the morning sun 

Wrajis ere it drinks some cloud of Avandoriug dow. 

I saw not, heard not, moved not, only fcU 

Tlis presence Hoav aii<l mingle through niy blood 

Till it became his life, ami his ^rcAV mine. 

And I w’^as thus absorbo.l, until it passed, 

And like the vapoiu’s Avhen the sun .sinks down. 
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Gafcliering again in drops upon the pines, 

And tremulous as they, in the deep night 
My being was condensed; and as the rays 
Of thought were slowly gathered, I could hear 
TTis voice, whoso accents lingered ere they died 
Like footsteps of weak melody : thy name 
Among the many sounds alone I heard 
Of what might be articulate ; though still 
I listened tlirough the night when sound was none, 
lone wakened then, and said tf) me : 

** Canst thou divine what troubles me to-night ? 

T ahvays knew wdiat 1 desired before. 

Nor ever found delight to wash in vain. 

Hut now I cannot tell thee what I seek ; 

I know not ; something sweet, since it is sweet 
Even to desire ; it is thy sport, false sister ; 

Thou hast disco\«jicd some enchantment old, 

Whose spells have stolen my spirit as I slc^jt 
And mingled it with thine: for when just now 
We kissed, I felt within thy parted lips 
The swe€‘t air that sustained me, and the warmth 
Of the lifc-bloo<l, for loss of which I faint, 

Oaivered between our intertwining arms.” 

1 answered not, for the Ejustern star grew pale, 

But iled to thee. 

Asia. Tliou sprakest, but tby words 

Are as the air: I feel them not: Oh, lift 
Thine eyes, thfit I may read his written soul ! 

Panlhea. I lift them, tliough tliey droop beneath the load*. 
Of that they would express: what canst thou see 
But thine owm fairest sliadow imaged there? 

A sla. Tliino eyes are like the deep, blue, boundless heaven 
Contracted to two circles underneath 
Their long, lino lashes; dark, far, measureless, 

Orb w'ithiii orb, and line through line iinvoven. 

Pmithca. Why lookest thou as if a spirit passed ? 

Aaia. Tlicro is a cliangc ; beyond their inmost dejith 
I see a shade, a 8h.'iT)c : ’tis He, arrayed 
In the soft light of his own smiles, which spread 
Ijikc radiance from the cl oud-.su rround (id morn. 
Brometheus, it is thine ! depart not yet ! 

Say not those smiles that we shall meet again 
Within that briglit pavilion wdiich their beams 
»Shall build on the w'sLste world? The dream is told. 

What shape is that between us ? Its rude hair 
Roughens the wind that lifts it, its regard 
Is wild and (luick, yet, ’tis a thing of air, 

Kor through its grey robe gleams the golden dew 
Whose stars the noon has qiicnclied not. 

Dream. Follow I Follow ! 



PROMETHEUS UNBOUND. 


‘209 


Panthea. Tt is mine other dream. 

Asia. It disappears. 

Panthea. Tt passes now into my mind. MethougUt 
As wo sate hero, the flowcr-inluhling buds 
Jiurst on yon liglitning-blastcd alinond tree, 

\Vhcn swift frenn the white Scytiiian wilderness 
A wind swept fortli wrinkling the Earth with frost : 

J looked, and all the blossoms were blown down; 

Blit on eaeii leaf was stanipcil, as the blue bells 
Of Kyaeiiitli t<;Il Apollo’s written grief, 

O, FOLLOW, i’ULLOW ! 

Asia. As you speak, your words 

Fill, pause by pause, my own foigotten sleep 
"With shjipes. Metiiought among tlie lawns together 
We wandered, underneath tlio young gi ey tlawu, 

And inultitudes of dense white ileecy clouds 
AVero wandering in thick Hocks along the mountains 
Shepherded by the slow, unwilling win<l ; 

And the white dew on the new-bladed glass, 

Just piercing the dark earth, hung sihaitly ; 

And there was more whieli I remember not: 

But on the shadows of the morning clouds, 

Athwart the purple mountain slope, was written 
Follow, O, follow 1 As they vanished by, 

And on each herb, from wliich Heaven's dow liad fallen, 
The like was stani]) 0 <l, as with a withering tire, 

A wind aros<^ among the jiincs; it shook 

The clinging music from their boughs, ami iht'u 

Low, sweet, faint sounds, like the fare .veil t>f ghosts, 

AV'ero hearil: (), follow, foi.low, follow ml ! 

And then I .sai»l, ‘‘ Banthfa. b)i>k on me.” 

But in the depth of those beloved eyes 
Still [ saw, FOLLOW, FOLLOW ! 

A(7/o. Follow, follow ! 

Pantlmi. The crags, this clear spring morning, mock oiir 
voices, 

As tlu.*y were spirit-tongned. 

Asia.. It is some being 

Around the crags. AA^hat fine clear sounds ! O, list ! 

EiaiOKS (unseen). 

Eclioos we : listen ! 

AVe cannot stay : 

As dew-stars glisten 
Then fa<le away — 

Child of Ocean ! 

Asia. Hark ! Spirits, speak. The liquid response i 
Of their aerial tongues yet sound. 

Panthea. I J‘car. 

r 
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EcTIOEfl. 

0, follow, follow ! 

As our voice recedeth 

Through the caverns hollow. 

Where the forest spreadetU ; 

(More distant.) 

0, follow, follow, 

Through the caverns hollow, 

As the song floats thou pursue, 

Whore the wild bee never flow, 

Through the noon-tidci darkness deep. 

By the odour-breathing sleep 
Of faint night •flowei's, and the waves 
At the fountain-lighted caves, 

AVhile our music, wild and sweet, 
thy gently falling feet, 
bhild of Ocean I 

Aaia. Shall wc pui'suo the sound ? It grows more faint 
And distant. 

Panthm. List ! the strain floats nearer now. 

EriTOKS. 

In the world unknown 
Sleeps a voice unspoken ; 

By thy step alone 

Cun its rest be lu-okcn ; 

Child of Ocean ! 

d,s/«. How the notes sink upon the cbbiTig wind ! 

Echoes. 

0, follow, follow ! 

Through the caverns hollow, 

As the song floats thou ])ursuc, 

By the woodland noon-tide dew ; 

By the forests, lakes, and fountains. 
Through the many-folded mountains ; 

To the rents, and gulfs, aiid chasms. 
Where the Earth reposed fi’oni spasms. 

On the day when Ho and thou 
Darted, to commingle now ; 

Child of Ocean ! 

A sia. Como, sweet Danthca, link thy hand in mine. 
And follow, ere the voices fade away. 
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ScKNE 11 . — A Fm'eat, infertMwjled with Rochs and Caverns, Asia 
and l*AXTHKA pass into it. Two young Fauns are sitting on a 
Boch, listening. 


Skmioiiorus T. of SriuTTs, 

The path through which that lovely twain 
Have past, hy cedar, pine, and yew. 

And each dark tree that ever gi'ow, 

Is curtained out from Heaven’s wide blue ; 
Nor sun, nor moon, nor wind, nor lain, 

Can pierce its interwoven bowers, 

Nor aught, save whci*e some cloud of dew. 
Drifted along the earth-creeping breeze, 
Between the trunks of the hoar trees, 

Hangs cacli a pearl in the pale flowers 
Of the green laurel, blown anew ; 

And bends, and tlnm fades silentlj^ 

One frail and fair anemone : 

Or w’hon some star of many a one 
1’hat climbs and wanders through steep night, 
Has found the cleft through which alone 
Beams fall from high those depths upon 
Mro it is borruj away, awaj% 

By the swift Heavens that cannot stay, 

It scatters <lroj)s of goMen light. 

Like lines of rain that ne’er unite : 

And the gloom divine is all around ; 

And unilerncatli is the mossy ground. 

SCMK’TfOnUH II. 

There the voluptuous nightingales. 

Are awake through all the broad noon-day, 
When one with bliss or sadness fails, 

And throngh the windless ivy boughs. 
Sick with sweet love, di'oo]>s dying away 
On its mate’s music-panting bosom; 

Another from the swinging blossom, 

Watching to catch the languid close 
Of the last strain, then lifts on high 
The wings of the weak melody. 

Till some new strain of feeling bear 
The song, and all the woods are mute ; 
When there is heard through the dim air 
Tli() inish of wings, and rising there 
Like many a lake-surrounde< •. flute. 

Sounds overflow the listener’s brain 
So sweet, that joy is almost pain. 
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Skmictiorus T. 

Tluire iliosc enchanted eddies play 

Of echoes, music-tongued, whicli draw, 

By Deinogor^on’s mighty law, 

With melting iiiiitiire, or sweet awe, 

All spirits on that seerct way ; 

As inland boats are driven to Ocean 
Down streams made strong with mountaiii-thaw ; 

And first there c<»mea a gentle sound 
those in talk or slumi)er bouinl, 

And wakes the de^-tinod, soft emotion 
Atiracts, imj)els them : those wl»o saw 
Say from the breathing earth hehind 
^’hore streams a 2)liimo-uplifting wiml 
Whicli drives thmii on their pjith, while they 
Believe their own swift wings and feet 
The swe(it dt'siros within obey : 

And so they iloat up»m their way. 

Until, still sweet, hut loudaml strong, 

The storm of sound is driven along, 

Sucked uj) and hurrying: as they fleet 
Behiml, its gathering billows meet 
And to the fatal mountain bear 
Jjike clouds amid the yiehling air. 

Fimt Faun. Oanst thou imagine where vliose s^iirits live 
Which make sueh <lelicate music in the woods ! 

We haunt within the least fivtpu'ntcd caves 
And closest coverts, au<l we know these wihls. 

Yet never meet them, though we hoar them oft: 

Where may they hide themselves! 

Sccmid Faun. 'Tis hard to toll : 

1 have heard those more skilled in s])iiits way, 

The bubbles, whicli cnohautmeiit of tlie suu 
Sucks from the jiale faint N\ater-Howers that 2 >avc 
The oo'/y bottom of clear laki''' and [mu)1s. 

Arc the pavilions wl u re such tlwoll and fioat 

Under the green and golden atmos[)hcre 

Which noon tide kindles llirongh the woven loaves; 

And when these burst, and tin: thin fiery air, 

Tiic wbicli they hnsithod witliin tho.-e lucent dfiines. 
Ascends to fhiw' like meicoi’s through the night. 

They ride on them, and leiii their headlong s^ieod. 

And bow their Vjuriiiiig cro.-ts, and glide in fire 
Under the waters tif the eaith again. 

First Faun. If such live thus, liave others other lives, 
Under j^iuk blossoms <»r wi*hin the bells 
Of meadow flowers, orfoldetl violets deep. 

Or on their dying odoms, when they die, 

Or on the sunlight of the sjdiei'cd dew? 

iiecimd Faun. Ay, many more whicli wo may well divine. 
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But slioulcl we stay to spoak, uooii-tide would come, 
And thwart Silonus find his ^nats undrawn. 

And grudi^e to sing those wise and lovely songs 
Of Fate, and Ohance, and God, and Chaos old, 

And liove, and the chained Titan’s wofiil doom. 
And how he shall be loosed, and make the earth 
One brotherhood : delightful strains which cheer 
Our solitary twilights, and which charm 
To silence the uneii vying nightingales. 


Scene Plnvavlr. of liooV among Mountains^. Ast.v 

and rANTiiEA. 

Pavihea, Hither the sound h:«s home us — to the realm 
Of Demogorgon. and the mighty portal, 

Like a volcano’s in otcor-broa thing cliasni, 

AVheneo the oracular vapour is hurled up 
Which lonely men drink wamloring in their youth, 

AikI oall truth, virtue, love, gonins, or joy. 

That ma<ldeniiig wine of life, wlmso dregs they drain 
To deep intoxicatiem ; and uplift, 

Like Mu'iiads who cry loud, Kvoe ! F4Voe ! 

The voice which is contagion to the worhl. 

Aaia. Fit throne for such a F<»w<t ! Magnificent ! 

How glorious art thou, Karth ! ami if Mum bo 
Tlio sliadow of some spirit lovelier still, 

'Chough evil stain its work, and it should he 
lake its creation, weak yet heautiful, 

I could fall <lown and worshiyi tliat and thee. 

Fven now my heart a<loretli: Wonderful! 

Look, sister, ere the vapour <lim th^" braiu : 

Beneath is a wide plain of billowy mist, 

Asa lake, paving in the morning sky. 

With azure waves wliicli burst iii silver light. 

Some Indian vale. Behold it, rolling on 
Under the curdling wimls, ami i.slanding 
The peak whereon we stand, midway, around, 

Kneinetured by the dark and blooming foivsts, 

Ifiui twilight-lawns, and stream-illumined eaves. 

An I w'ind-enchanted shapes of wamlering mist ; 

And far on high tlie keen sky-cleaving mountains, 

From icy sjiires of sun-like radiance fling 
The dawn, as lifted Oce lu’s dazzling spray, 

From some Atlantic islet scatteroil u]), 

Spangles the wind with laiiip-like v ater-drops. 

The vale is girdled with their wall a howl 
Of Cataracts from their tbaw-chiveii lavincs 
Satiates the listening wind, continuous, vast, 
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Awful as silence. Hark ! the rushing snow ! 

The sun-awakened avalanche ! whose mass, 

Thrice sifted by the storm, had gathered there 
Flake after flake, in heaven-defying minds 
As thought by thought is piled, till some great truth 
Is loosened, and the nations echo round, 

Shaken to their roots, as do the mountains now. 

Panthea, Look how the gusty sea of mist is breaking 
In crimson foam, even at our feet ! it rises 
As Ocean at the enchantment of the moon 
Hound foodless men wi*ecko«l on some oozy isle. 

Asia. The fragments of the cloud are scattered up ; 

The wind that lifts thorn disentwiiics my hair ; 

Its billows now sweep o’er mine eyes ; my brain 
Orows dizzy ; I see shapes within the mist. 

Panthea. A countenance with beckoning smiles : there 
bums 

An azure fire within its golden locks ! 

Another and another : hark i they sx)eak ! 

SONO OF SPlKi rS. 

To tho deep, to the deep, 

Down, down! 

Through the shade of sleep, 

Through the cloudy strife 
Of Death and of Life ; 

Through the veil and the bar 
Of things which seem and arc. 

Even to the steps of the remotest throne, 

Down, down ! 

While the sound Avhirls around, 

Down, do wui ! 

As tho fawn draws the hound. 

As tho lightning tho vajjour. 

As a weak moth tho taper ; 

Death, despair ; love, sorrow' ; 

Time both ; to-day, to-morrow ; 

As steel obeys the spirit of the stone, 

Down, down ! 

Through tho grey, void abysm, 

Down, down ! 

Where the air is no prism, 

And the mofui and stars are not, 

And the cavcrn-criigs wear not 
The radiance of Heaven, 

Nor the gloom to Earth given, 

Where there is one j)erv^iug, one alone, 

Down, down I 
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lu tlie depth of the deep 
Down, down ! 

Like veiled lightning asleep, 

Tjike the spark uui*sed in embers, 

The last look Love remeinbers. 

Like a difimoud, which shines 
On the dark wealth of mines. 

A spell is treasured but for thee alone. 

Lown, down ! 

We have bound thee, we guide thee; 

Down, down ! 

With the briglit form beside thee ; 
llesirit not the weakness. 

Such strength is in meekness 
That the Eternal, tlic Iinmoi-tid, 

Must unloose through life’s portal 
The snake-like Doom coiled underneath his tlirone 
Dy that alone. 


Scem: The Cave Demooor(Son. Asia, and Pantiiea. 

Pantkea. What veiled form sits on that ebon throne t 

Askt. The veil has fallen. 

Pantkea. I see a mighty darkness 

h’illing the seat of power, and rays of gloom 
Dart round, as light fi-om the meridian sun, 
l-nga/ed upon and shapeless; neither limb, 

Nor form, nor outline ; yet >ve feci it is 
A living s[)irit. 

Demogorffon. Ask what thou wouldst know. 

A sia. What canst thou tell ? 

Demogorgon. All things thou dar’st tlcmiuid. 

Ada. Who made the living world ? 

Demogorgon. G(.)U. 

Ada. Who made all 

That it contains ? thought, passion, reason, will, 

Iniagiiiation ? 

Demogorgon. God : Almighty God. 

Ada. Who made that sense which, when the winds of spring 
In rarest visitation, <ir the voicie 
Of one beloved heal’d in youth alone, 

3^'ills the faint eyes with falling tears which dim 
The radiant looks of unbewailing Howera, 

And leaves this peopled earth a f ditude 
When it returns no more ' 

Demogorgon. Merciful God. 
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Asia. And who made terror, madness, ci’imo, remorso, 
Which from the links of the great chsiin of things, 

To every thought within the mind of man 
Sway and drag heavily, and each one reels 
Under the load towards the pit of death ; 

Abandoned liope, and love that turns to hate ; 

And sclf-eontempt, bitterer to drink than blood; 

Pain, whose unheeded and familiar speech 
Is howling, and keen shrieks, day after day ; 

And Hell, or tlic sharp fear of Hell ? 

Damogorgmi. ITo reigns. 

Asia. Utter his name : a world pining in pain 
Asks but his name : cnirses shall drag him down. 

Demotjm'gon. He reigns. 

Asia. I feel, I know it: who] 

Demagorgon, He reign«? 

.Asia. \Vh'' reigns] There was the Heaven and Earth at 
first, 

And Light and liovo; then Saturn, from whoso throne 
Time fell, an envious shadow: such the st;ite 
Of the earth’s primal spirits beneath his sway, 

As the calm joy of fiowers and living leaves 
13oforc the wind or sun has withensl tlu'iu 
And semi-vital worms ; but he refused 
The Vjirthright of their being, knowledge, power. 

The skill whicli wields the elements, tlu' thought 
Which pierces this driin universe like light, 

Self-empire, and the majesty of love; 

For thirst of whicli they faulted. Then IVoi net hens 
Gave wisdom, which is strength, to Jupiter, 

And with this law alone, ‘‘ Let man be free,” 

(fiothed him with the dominion of wi<le Heaven, 

To know nor faitli, nor love, n«)r law; to bo 
Omnipotent but fiiendless is to reign ; 

And Jove now ri*igiie<l ; for on the race of man 
First famine, and then toil, aiul then disease, 

Strife, wounds, and ghastly death uiiseoii before, 

Fell ; and the uiiseasonatile seasons dr»>ve, 

With alt(u-iiatiijg .diafts of frost and fire. 

Their .shelterless, pale tribes to mountain eaves : 

Aud ill their ilesert hearts fienre wants he sent, 

And mad disquiet udt's, nud shadows idle 
Of unreal good, which levicil mutual war. 

So ruining the lair whcirein they raged. 

Prometheus saw, and wakcfl the logiuued hopes 
Which sleep within fol<led I Jysiaii flowers. 

Nepenthe, Moly, Amaranth, fadeless blooms, 

That they might hide with thin and rainbow wings 
The shape of Heath ; and Love he sent to bind 
The disunited tendrils of that vino 
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Which bears tho wine of life, the hninan heart; 

And l)e tamed fire which, like some beast of prey. 

Most terrible, but lovely, played bentwith 
The frown of man ; ancl tortured to his will 
Iron and f^old, the slaves and signs of power. 

And gems and poisons, and all subtlest forma 
liuhlen beneath the mountains and the waves. 

He gave man speech, and speech created thouf'ht, 

Which is the measure of the universe ; 

And Science struck the thrones of earth and h('av('n, 

Which shook, but fell not; and the harmonions mind 
roured itself forth in all-prophetic song ; 

And music lifted up the listening spirit 
Until it walke<l, ext'inpt from mortal care, 

(Jodliko, o’er the clear billows of swert sound ; 

And human hands first mimicked ami then mocked, 

With moulded limbs more lovely than its own, 

Tho human form, till inarhlo grew divine, 

Ami mothers, gazing, drank the love men see 
llctlected in their race, behold, and perish. 

He told the liidden power of lierhs and springs, 

And Disease drank and slept. Death grow like sloop. 

Ho taught the implicated orbits woven 
Of tho wide-wandering stars ; and bow tlie sun 
(Jhriiiges his lair, and by what scorcit spell 
The pale moon is transformed, when her broad eye 
C}a/o.s nr>t on the intorlunar sea : 

Ho taught to rule, as life directs the limbs, 

Tlic toinpcst-winged chariots of tlie Ocean, 

And the Celt knew the Indian. Cities then 

Wore hmlt, and througli their snow-like columns flowed 

The warm winds, and the azure ictlier shone. 

And the blue sc.a and shadowy hills were seen. 

Such, the alleviations of his state, 

Prometheus gave to man, for which he hangs 
Withering in dostimal pain: hut who rains down 
Evil, the iminodicahle plague, which, while 
Mau looks on \\\s cveatum like vx God 
And sees that it is glorious, drives him on 
The wreck of his own will, the scorn of earth, 

The outcast, the abandoned, the alone ? 

A.’ot Jove : wdiile yet his frown shook heaven, ay, when 
llis adversary from adamantine chains 
Cursed him, lie trembled like a slave. Declare 
Who is his niast-^r? Is he too a slave 1 

Detufupjrf/<ni. All sjiirits areeiislavcd which servo things evil 
Thon kuowest if flupiter ho such or no. 

Asin. Whom called’ st thou Cod'? 

Dntwfjonjon. I spoke hut as ye speak 

For Jove is the supreme of living thing''. 
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Asia. Who is tho master of the slave ? 

Demoyoryon. If the abysm 

Could vomit forth its secrets. But a voice 
Is wanting, the deep truth is imageless; 

For what would it avail to bid thee gaze 
On the revolving world? What to bid speak 
Fate, Time, Occfision, Chance and Change ? To these 
All things are subject but eternal Love. 

Asia. iSo much I asked before, and my heart gave 
The response thou hast given ; and of such truths 
Each to itself must be the oracle. 

One more demand ; and do thou answer me 
As my own soul would answer, did it know 
That which I ask. l*rometheus shall arise 
Henceforth the sun of this rejoicing world : 

When shall the destined hour arxivc ? 

Demognryon. Behold ! 

Asia. The rocks arc cloven, and through the purple night 
1 see cars drawn by rainbow- winged steeds 
Which trample the dim winds : in each there stands 
A wild-eyed charioteer urging their flight. 

Some look bciiiud, .as flends pursued them there. 

And yet T see Jio shapes but tljo keen stars : 

Others, with burning eyes, lean forth, and drink 
With eager lips tho wind of their own speed, 

As if tho thing they love<l fled on before. 

And now, even now, they chispcd it. Their bright locks 
Stream like a comet’s flushing Juiir: they all 
Sweep onward. 

Demoyoryon. These are the immortal Hours, 

Of whom thou didst demand. One waits for thee 

Asia. A s])irit with a di’eadfui countenance 
Checks its dark cliariot by the craggy gulf. 

Unlike thy brethren, gha^stly charioteer, 

Who art thou? Whither woiddst thou bear me? Speak ! 

Spirit. 1 am the shadow of a destiny 
More drcjwl than is my juspect : ere you ])lanet 
Ha.s set, the darkness which ascends with mo 
Shall wrap in lasting night heaven’s kingless throne. 

Asia. What meanest thou ? 

Panthca. Th,at terrible shadow floats 

Up from its throne, as may the lurid smoke 
Of earthquake-ruined cities o’er the sea. 

Lo ! it ascends the car ; the coursers fly 
Terrified : watch its path among the stars 
Blackening tlie night ! 

Asia. Tims I am answered : strange ! 

Panihea. See, near tho verge, another cliariot stays ; 

An ivory shell inliiid with crim.soii fire, 

Which comes and goes within its sculptured rim 
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Of delicate strange traceiy ; the young spirit 
That guides it has the dove-like eyes of hope ; 

How its soft smiles attract the soul ! as light 
Lures winged insects through the lampless air. 
Spirit. 

My coursers are fed with the lightning, 

They drink of the whirlwhid’s stream. 

And when the red morning is bright’ning 
They bathe in the fresh sunbeam ; 

They have strength for their swiftness I deem, 
Then psoend with me, daughter of Ocean. 

I desire : and their speed makes night kindle ; 

I fear : they outstrip the Typhoon ; 

Ere the cloud piled on Atlas can dwindle 
We encircle the earth and the moon : 

We shall rest from long l.'ibours at noon : 

Then ascend with me, daughter of Ocean. 


ScKNE V . — The Car pauses within a Chud on the Top of a snowy 
Mountain. Asia, Tantiiea, and the Sri kit oir the Honii. 

Spirit. 

On the brink of the night jind the morning 
My courst‘r.s arc wont to resin’ re; 

But the Kartli has just whispered a warning 
That their flight must be swifter than tiro ; 

They shall drink the hot speed of desire ! 

Asia. TJiou brcatliest on their nostrils, but my breath 
Would give them swifter speed. 

Spirit. Alas ! it could not. 

Panthea. Oh Spirit ! pause, and tell whence is the light 
Which fills tlie cloud ? the sun is yet uurisen. 

^irit. The sun will rise not until noon. Apollo 
Is held in licaven by wonder ; and the light 
Which fills this vapour, as the aerial hue 
Of fountain-gazing roses fills the water, 

Flows from thy mighty sister. 

Panthea. Yes, I feel — 

Asia. What is it with thee, sister ] Thou art pale. 
Panthea. How thou art changed ! I dare not look on thee ; 
I feel but see thee not, 1 searco endure 
The radiance of thy beauty. Some good change 
Is working in the elements, which puffer 
Thy presence thus unveiled. The N^ercids tell 
That on the day when the clear hyaline 
Was cloven at thy uprise, and thou didst otand 
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Within a veined shell, which floattjd on 
Over the calm floor of the crystal sea. 

Among the Kgofin isles, and hy the sliores 
Which bear tliy name ; love, like the sitmosphcrc 
Of tlic sun’s fire filling the living wnrld, 

Burst from thee, and illumined cartli and heaven 
And the deep ocean ainl the sunless caves 
And all tliat dwells within tliem ; till grief csist 
Eclipse U})on the soul from which it came: 

Such art thou now ; nor is it I alone, 

Thy sister, thy companion, thine i)wn chosen one. 

But the whole world which seeks thy sympathy. 

Hearost tliou not sounds i’ the air whieli speak the love 

Of all articulate heings? Feolest tliou not 

The inanimate whids enamouretl of tliee List ! 

Asia. Thy words are sweeter than auglit else but his 
Whose echoes they are : yet all love is sweet, 
lliveii or returned, (.'omtnon as light is love. 

And its familiar voice wearies not (;vor. 

Like the wide heaven, the all-sustaining air, 

It makes the reptile etpial to the God : 

Tliey who inspire it most are fortunate, 

As X am now; but those who feel it most 
Are hapfiier still, after long suirerings, 

As 1 shall soon become. 

Panthea. List ! Spirits, speak. 

Von’K (in the oir, aUujhuj). 

Life of Life ! thy bps enkindle 

With their love the breath between tlicm ; 

And thy smiles before they dwindle 

Make the cold air fire ; then si:rt?en them 
In those looks, wlu‘re whoso ga/.es 
Faints, entangled in their mazes. 

Child of Tjight ! thy limbs are buniing 

TJii’Oiigli tlie vest Avliicli seems to hide them; 

As the railiant lines of luorniiig . 

Through the clouds, ere they divide them ; 

And this atmosphere divincst 
Shrouds thee wheresoe'er thou sliinost. 

Fair are others ; none beholds thee, 

But thy voice sounds low and tender 
Like tlie fairest, for it folds thee 

PVorii the sight, that li<juid splendour, 

And all feel, yet see thee never, 

As 1 feel now, lost for ever I 

Lamp of Earth ! where’er thou niovost 
Its dim shapes are clad with brightness, 
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And the souls of whom thou lovcst 
Walk upon tJie winds with lightness, 

Till they fail, as I am failing. 

Dizzy, lost, yet nnbewailing ! 

Asia. 

My soul is Jin onehante<l boat, 

AVhich, like a sleeping swan, doth float 
Upon the silver waves of thy sweet singing ; 

And thine doth like an angel sit 
lleside the helm coiiducfing it. 

Whilst all the winds with melody are ringing. 

It seems to float ever, for ever. 

Upon that many-winding river, 
lietween mouiiiains, woods, abj^sscs, 

A ])aiadise of wildernesses ! 

Till, like one in slumber bound, 

Iloriio to the ocean, I float down, around. 

Into a sea profoiiml, of ever-spreading sound. 

Meanwhile thy spirit lifts its pinions 
In music’s ?no.st serene dominions; 

(Pitching the winds that fan that happy heaven. 
And we sail on, away, afar, 

Without a. conisc, without a star. 

Hut, by the instinct of swci‘t mnsio driven ; 

Till tlo’ough Filysian garden i.-,lels 
Hy thee, mosii beautiful t>f ]>ih»ts, 

Where never im»rlal pinnace glided, 
fl'he boat of jiiy dt sire is guided : 
lloahns Nvf'c.rtj tlie air we breathe is love, 

Which in the winds on the waves doth move, 
Harmonising this earth with wdiat we feel above. 

We have passed Age’s icy caves, 

And Manliood’s «lark ami tossing waves, 

And Youtb’s smooth ocean, smiling to betray : 
Heyond tlie glassy gulfs we flee 
Of sliadow-pe«)ijled infancy, 

Througb Di-alli and Hirth, to a diviner day ; 

A paradise of vaulted bowers 
Lit by ilowiiward-gazing flowers, 

AikI watery paths that w’ind between 
Wildernesses calm and green, 

Feoyiled by shapes too bright, to see, 

Ami rest, liaviiig beludd ; soiiicwdiat like Lliee; 
WTiich walk upon the sea, and chant melodiously 1 
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ACT ITT. 

ScpjNK 1,— Heaven, J upiTpm m hijt Tfirone ; Thetis and the 
other .Deities assembled. 

Jajrlter. Yo con'^regiifeed powers of heaven, who share 
The glory and tlie strcjigth of him ye servo. 

Rejoice ! henceforth I am oiiniipoteiit. 

All else had been subdued to mo ; alone 
The sonl of man like nnextinguished fire, 

Y^^b burns towards heaven with fierce reproach, and doubt, 
And lamentation, and reluctant prayer, 

Hurling up insurrection, which might make 
Our antique empire insecure, though built 
On eldest iaith, and hell’s coeval, fear; 

And thongli my curses through tJie pendulous air. 

Like snow on herbless peaks, fall flake by flake. 

And cling to it ; though umier my wrath’s night 
It climb the (.'rags of life, step after step, 

"Which wound it, as ice wounds unsandallcd feet. 

It yet remains supreme o’er misery, 

Aspiring, unroiiressed, yet soon to fall : 

Even now have I begotten a strange wonder. 

That fatal child, tin? terror of the earth. 

Who waits but till the destined hour ai-rive, 

Rearing from Demogorgon’s vacant throne 
The dreadful might of ever-living limbs 
Which clothed that awful spirit unbeliold. 

To rcdesccnd, and trample out the spaik. 

Pour foi’th heaven’s wine, Idieau Oanymedo, 

And let it fill the Daidal cups like fire, 

And from the Hower-iiiwoveii soil divine, 

Ye all-triumphant harinonios arise. 

As dew from earth under the twilight stars : 

.Drink ! be the ncc-tar circling through your veins 
The soul of joy, ye over-living (Jods, 

Till exultation burst in one wide voice 
Like music from Klysian wdnds. 

And thou 

Ascend beside me, veiled in tbo light 
Of the desire which makes thee one with me, 

Thetis, bright image of eternity ! 

When thou didst cry, Insutferable might ! 

God 1 Sparc me ! J sustain not the quick flames. 

The penetrating presence ; all iny being, 

Like him whom the Numidiaii seps did thaw 
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Into a clew with poison, is dissolved. 

Sinking through its foundations : ” even then 
Two mighty spirits, mingling made a third 
Miglitier than citluir, which, unbodied now. 

Between us floats, felt, although unbehcld. 

Waiting the incarnation, which ascends, 

(Hear ye the thunder of the fiery wheels 
Griding the winds!) from Demogorgon’s throne. 

Victory ! victory ! Feelest thou not, O world ! 

The earth tj[uake of his chariot thundering up 
Olympus ? 

[The Car of the Hour arrives. Dkmoookgox descends and 
mores towards the Throne 0/ Jlte’TTRR. 

Awful shape, what art thou 1 Speak ! 
Dernofforr/ou. Kternity. Demand no direr name. 
Descend, and follow me down the abyss. 

I am thy child, as thou wei't Saturn's child ; 

Mightier than thee : and wc must dwell together 
Henceforth in darkness. Tiift thy lightnings not. 

The tyranny of heaven none may retain. 

Or reassume, or Jiold, succeeding thee : 

Yet if thou wilt, as ’tis the destiny 
Of trodden worms to writhe till they are dead, 

Put forth thy might. 

Jupiter. Detested prodigy ! 

Hven thus beneath the deep Titani;in prisons 
I trample thee ! Thou lingcrest ? 

3tercy ! mercy ! 

ITo pity, no ▼'olcaso, no respite t Oh, 

That thou wnuldst make mine enemy ray judge, 

Even whore he hangs, .soared l)y iny long i*evenge, 

On Caucasus ! ho would not doom mo thus. 

Gentle, and just, and dreadless, is lie not 

The rnon.'ireii of the world 1 What then art thou 1 

No refuge i no appeal ! 

Sink with me then. 

Wo two will sink on the wide waves of ruin. 

Even as a vulture and a snake outspeut 
Drop, twisted in inextricable fight. 

Into a sh<)r<^l<‘ss .seiL Let hell unlock 
ItS Tiiounded occaii.s of tempestuous fire. 

And whelm on them into the bottomless void 
This desolated world, and thee, and me, 

The conqueror and the conquerotl, and the wreck 
Of that for which they combated. 

Ai I Ai t 

The elements obey me not. I sh k 
Dizzily down, ever, for ever, down. 

And, like a cloud, mine enemy above ^ 

Darkens my fall with victory ! Ai, Ai ! 
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ScENK IT. — 77ie Mouth of a grrat liivar hi the Island Atlantis, 
Ocean is di.Hcotxrc(l reclining near the Shore; Ai’oi-lo stands 
beside him. 

Ocean. He fell, thou sayest, beneath his conqueror’s 
IVowiJ ? 

Apollo. Ay, whc'U the sti ife was ended wliicli made dim 
The orl) I rule, and shook tlie solid stars, 

Tlie terrors of his eye illuminetl heaven 

With sanguine ligtit, through the tliick ragged skirts 

Of the victoritius <larkness, as he fell : 

Like the last- glare of day’s red agony. 

Which, from a rent among the fiery clouds, 

Hums far along tne Lem|)(ist-wriiikhiil dei‘p. 

Oeran. Ho sunk to tin* abyss ? To the dark void ? 

Apollo. An eagle so caught in some bursting cloud 
On Caucasus, his thuiuler-ballled wings 
Kntanghid in the whirlwind, and his eyes 
AVhich g.i/ed on the iindazzling smi, now bliinlod 
Hy the white lightning, while the pondi'rons li lii 
Heats on his struggling form, whicli sinks at length 
Prone, and the aerial ice clings over it. 

Ocean. ll«uiceforth the fields of J leaven-rollerting sea 
Which are my realm, will heave, uustiiincd witii blood, 
Beneiitli the uplifting winds, like plains of corn 
Hw'ayed by the summer air; luy streams w'ill flow 
Round many j)eo}ilod contiiionts, and round 
Fortunate isles; and from their glassy thrones 
Blue IVoteiis and liis liiimid nymphs shall mark 
The shrdow of fair ships, as mortals see 
The tloating Viark of the light lailen moon 
With that white star, its sightlisss pilot's <;rost. 

Borne down the rapid sunset’s ebbing sea: 

^J’racking their path no more by blooil and groans, 

And desolation, and the mingled voice 
Of shivery and c<jnim.-md ; hut by the light 
Of wave-reflected llovvcns, and floating odours. 

And music soft, and inihi, free, gentle voices, 

That sweetest iiiusie, such as spirits love. 

Apollo. And 1 shall gaze not on the deeds which make 
My mind obscure with si>rrow, as eclipse 
Darkens tlie sfihcrc I guide; but list, I hear 
The smalJ, dear, silv'er lute of the young ISpirit 
That sits i’ the morning star. 

Ocean. Thou must away ; 

Thy steeds will pause at even, till when farewell : 

The loud deep calls me home even now to feed it 
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With azure ciilui out of the emerald urns 
Which stand for over full beside my throne. 

Behold the Nereids under the green sea, 

Their wavering limbs borne on the wiiid-likc stream. 

Their white arms lifted o’er their streaming hair 
With garlands pied and staiTy sea-flower tjrowns. 

Hastening to grace their mighty sister’s joy. 

[A sound of waves is heard. 
It is the unpastnred sea hungering h>r calm. 
l*cace, monster ; I come now. Farewell. 

Apollo. Farew'ell. 


SCENF, ^'[\.— ■C^^HC^tSUS. PllOMETlIETTS, ITlUlCU LES, lONE, ihc 

hLviiTjr, Si’iKJTs, Asia, and Pantiiea, borne in the Car ivitli 
the Srjnir of the llous. 

IT i:R( IJLj:.s unbinds PiiOMETnEUS, who descends. 

Hercules. Most glorious among syniits ! thus doth strength 
To wisdom, courage, and long-suffering love, 

And th('e, who art the form tlicy animate. 

Minister like a slave. 

Promdhens. Thy gentle wor<ls 

Are sweeter even than freedom long desired 
And long delay c<l. 

Asia, thou light of life. 

Shadow of beauty unbeheld; and ye. 

Fair sister nymphs who made long ye;irs of pain 
Sweet to rcnnjinber, through your love and care; 

Henceforth we wi.'l not ]>art. There i.s a <*ave 
All overgi-«)wn with trailing odorous plants. 

Which curtain out tlic day with leaves and flowers, 

And paved wdth veined emerald, and a fountain, 

Leaps in the midst with an awakening sound. 

From its curved roof the mountain’s fro/eii tears. 

Like snow, or silver, or long diamond spires, 

Hang dowiiwanl, raining forth a doubtful light; 

And tlicz’c is heard the ever-moving air, 

AVhi.s])ering witliout from tree to tree, and birds. 

Ami bees ; and a.ll around are mo.ssy .seats. 

And ti e rough walls arc clothecl with long soft grass ; 

A simple dwelling, which shall be our own; 

Wlmro we will sit and talk of time and change, 

As the world ehhs and fl«>w.s, oui*selves iinchangj'd. 

AVJiat can hidi; man from mutability? 

And if ye sigh, then I will smile; and thou, 
lone, shall chant fragments of sea-music. 

Until I weej), when ye shall smile away 

The tears slie brought, wJikTi vet were sweet to shed. 

Q 
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We will entangle burls and flowers and beams 
Which twinkle on the fountain’s brim, and make 
Strange combinations out of common things, 

Like human babes in their brief innocence; 

And we will search with looks and words of love. 

For hithlen thoughts, esich lovelier than the last, 

Our unexhausted spirits ; and like lutes 
Touched by the skill of the enamoured wind, 

Weave harmonies divine, yet ever new, 

From diffcircnce sweet where discord cannot be ; 

And hither come, sped on the charmed winds, 

Which meet from all the points of heaven, as bees 
From every flower aerial Knna feeds, 

At their own islan<l-homcs in lliincra. 

The echoes of the human world which tell 
Of the low voice of love, almost unheard, 

And dove-eyed p’ty’s murmured pain, and music. 

Itself the echo of tlio heart, and all 

That tempers or improves m.'iu’s lifo, now free ; 

And lovely apparitions, dim at first, 

Then radiant as the mind, arising bright 
From the embrace of beauty, whence tlie fonns 
Of which these arc the phantoms, casts on them 
Tlic gatheriKl rays which arc reality, 

Shall visit us, the progeny immortal 
Of Painting, Sculpture, and rapt Poesy, 

And arts, though uniniagined, yet to bo. 

The wandering voices and the shadows these 

Of all that man becomes, the mediators 

Of that best worship, love, by him and us 

Given and returned ; swift shapes and sounds, which grow 

More fair ami soft a.s man grows wise and kind. 

And veil by veil, evil and error fall : 

Such virtue has the cave and place around. 

[Turning fo the SinuiT ok the Hot 
For thee, fair 5^plrlt, ouc toil remains. lone, 

Give her that curved shell, which Proteus old, 

Made Asia’s nuiitial boon, breathing within it 
A voice to be accomplished, ami wlii(;h thou 
Didst hide in grass under the hollow rock. 

lone. Thou most desired IToiiv, more loved and lovely 
Than all thy sisters, this the inystlc shell; 

See the pale a/ure fading into silver 
Lining it with a soft yet glowing light: 

Looks it not like lulled music sleeping there ? 

Spirit. It seems in truth the fairest shell of Ocean ; 

Its sound must he at once both sweet and strange. 

Prometheiis. Go, bf»me over tlio cities of mankind 
On whirl wind-foote<l cotirsors: once again 
Outspoed the sun around the orbed world ; 
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Autl as thy chariot cleaves the kindling air, 

Thou breathe into the iiiauy-foldctl shell, 

Lo(\seuing its mighty music; it shall be 
As thunder iningle«l with clear echoes : then 
Return : and thou shalt dwell beside our cave. 

And thou, O Mother Earth ! — 

The, Earth. I hear, I feel ; 

Thy lips are <.)n mo, and thy touch runs down 
Even to tlio adamantine central gloom 
Along these marble nerves ; 'tis life, ’tis joy, 

And, through my withered, ohl, and icy frame 
The warmth of an immortal youth shoots down 
Circling. Henceforth the many children fair 
Folded ill my sustaining arms ; all }>lants, 

And creeping forms, and insects rainbow- winged, 

And birds, and beasts, and fish, and human shajics. 

Which drew disease ami 2)aiii from my wan bosom. 
Draining the poison of tles^iair, shall take 
Ami interchange sweet nutriment ; to me 
Shall they become like sister-anteloxies 
Ry one fair dam, snow-wliite and swift as wind, 

Nursed among lilies near a brimming stream. 

The dew-mists of my sunless sleep shall fioat 
Under the stars like balm : night-folded flowers 
Shall suck unwithering hues in their reja)se : 

And men ami beasts in hap^iy dreams sliall gather 
Strength for tln^* coming day, and all its joy : 

And death shall be the last embnico of her 
Who takes the life she gave, oven as a mother, 

Folding her chihl, says, “ Leave me not again.” 

Asia. Uh, mother ! wherefore speak the name of deatli ! 
Cease they to love, and move, and breathe, and 
Who die ] 

TliC Earth. It wouhl avail not to reply : 

Thou art immortal, and this tongue is known 
Rut to the uiicominunicating dead. 

Death is the veil wdiich those wdio live call life ; 

They sleeji, and it is lifted : and meanwhile 

In mild variety the seasons mild 

With rainbow-skirted showers, and odorous winds, 

And long blue meteors cleansing the dull night. 

And the life-kindling shafts of the keen sun’s 
All-2)ierciiig bow, and the dew-mingled rain 
Of the calm moonbeams, a soft influence mild. 

Shall clothe the forests and the fields, ay, even 
The crag-luiilt deserts of tlie barren lee}». 

With ever-living leaves, and fruits, and flowers. 

And thou ! There is a cavern where my spirit 
Was panted forth in anguish whilst thy jiain 
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Mfido my heart marl, and those that did inhale it 
Became mad too, and built a temple there. 

And spoke, and were oracular, and lured 
The erring nations round to mutual war. 

And faithless faith, such as Jove kept with tlicc ; 

"Wniich breath now rises, as amongst tall weeds 
A violet’s exhalation, and it fdls 
With a serciicr liglit and crimson air 
Intense, yet soft, the rocks and woods around ; 

It feeds tlie quick growtli of the scr 2 >eut vine, 

And the dark linked ivy tangling wild. 

And budding, blown, or odour-faded blooms 
Which star the winds with i>oints of coloured light, 

As they rain through them, and l^right golden globes 
Of fruit, suspended in their own grecui heaven, 

And through their veined loaves and amber stems 
The flowers whose jiurple and translucid bowls 
Stand ever mantling with aerial dew, 

The drink of spirits ; and it circles round, 

Like the soft waving wings of noonday dreams, 

Inspiring cairn and haj^py thoughts like rniuo, 

Now thou art thus restored. This cave is thine. 

Arise J A2q)car J 

[A Si’JiUT riiics in the liktncsH of a winged ch 
This is my torch-hearer ; 

Who let his ]am 2 i out in ‘ohl time with gazing 

On eyes from which he kiiidlo«l it anew 

With love, Avhicli is as fire, sweet daughter mine, 

For such is that within thine own. Run, wayward, 

And guide this com2>any bejmnd the 2>eak 
Of Bacchic Nysa, Mjcnad-liaunted mountain, 

And beyond Indus and its tribute rivers, 

Tram2:)liiig the torrent streams and glassy lakes 
With feet unwet, unwearied, uiidclaying, 

And iqi the gi*een ravine, across the vale. 

Beside the windless an<l crystalline 2>ool, 

Where ever lies, on unerasing waves. 

The image of a teiiqfle built above. 

Distinct with column, arch, and architrave, 

Ami palni-likc capital, ami *)ver -wrought. 

And ]f02)nlou.s most with living imagery, 

I’njJLitelean .sha2>cs, whose marble .smiles 
Fill the hushed air with everlasting love. 

It is deserted now, but once it boro 

Tliy name, Prometheus; there tlio emulous youths 

Bore to thy honour through the divine gloom 

The lamp which Avas thine emblem ; even as those 

Who bear tbo un transmitted torch of ho2)0 

Into tlio grave, acio.ss the night of life. 

As thou liast borne it most trium2>hautly 
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To this fur pjoal of Time. Depart, fai-ewcll. 
Beside that teinplo is the destiued cave. 


ScKNE TV. — A Forest, fn the Hack-ffround a Care. Prometheus, 
Asia, I\vNTnKA, Tone, aiid the Spirit of the Earth. 

Jonc, Sister, it is not earthly : liow it fflides 
Under the loaves ! how on its head there burns 
A light, like a green star, whoso emerald beams 
Are twdned with its fair hair ! how, as it moves. 

The splendour drops in Hakes HX>on the grass ! 

Kuowest thou it '? 

Panlhea. It is the delicate spirit 

That guides the earth through lieaven. Erom afar 
^’lic populous constellations call that light 
The loveliest of the planets; and sometimes 
It Hosts along the sprjiy of the salt sea. 

Or makes its chariot of a foggy cloud. 

Or walks through fiohla or cities wdiilo men sleep, 

Or o’er the mountain tops, or down the rivers, 

Or thro\igh the green waste wdlderness, as now, 

Wondering at all it sees. Before Jove reigned 
It h)ved our sister Asia, and it came 
Each leisure hour to drink the litpiid light 
Out of her eyes, for which it said it thirsted 
As one bit by a dipsjis, and w’ith her 
It made its child mIi eoiiHdeuce, and told her 
All it liad know ii or seen, for it saw rnueh. 

Yet idly reasoned what it saw; and called her, 

For whence it sprung it knew not, nor do I, 

Mother, dear iiiuthor. 

The Spirit of the Earth (runnhaj to Asia). Mother, dearest 
May 1 then talk with thee as 1 was woutl [mother; 

May I then hide my eyes in thy soft arms. 

After thy looks liave made them tired <>f joy ? 

May I then play beside thee the long noons, 

When Avork is none in the bright silent air? 

Asia. I love thee, gentlest being ! and henceforth 
^ an c! crish thee unenvied. Speak, I pray. 

Thy simple talk once solaced, now delights. 

Spi ri t of th e Farth . Mother, 1 am grown wisci’, though chil d 
Caunot be wise like thee, within this day ; 

And happier too ; happier and wiser both. 

Thou kuowest that toads, aud snakes, and loathly worms. 

And venomous aud lualicious beasts, a id boughs 
That bore ill berries in the w^oo'ds, ■were over 
A hindrance to my \valks o'er the green world ; 

And that, among the haunts of humankind, 
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Hard-featurod men, or with prou<l, angry looks, 

Or cold, staid gait, or false and hollow smiles, 

Or the dull sueer of self-loved ignorance. 

Or other such foul masks, with which ill thoughts 
Hide that fair being whom wc spirits call man ; 

And women too, ugliest of all things evil, 

(Though fair, even in a world where thou art fair. 

When good and kind, free and sincere like thec), 

When false or frowning imulo me sick at heart 
To pass them, tliough they slept, and I unseen. 

Well, iny path lately lay tln-ougli a great city 
Into the woody hills surrounding it : 

A sentinel was sleeping at the gate : 

When there was heard a sound, so loud, it shook 
The towers amid the moonlight, yet more sweet 
Than any voice Imt thine, sweetest of all; 

A long, long .sound, as it would m?vor end : 

And all the inhabitants lea]>t sudilciily 
Out of their rest, and gathered in the streets, 

Looking in wonder up to Heaven, while yet 
The music pculod along. I hi<l myself 
Within a fountain in tlie public s<piare, 

Wlicrc T lay like the rcilex of the moon 
Seen in a wave under green leaves ; and soon 
Tho.se ugly human shapes an<l visages 
Of w’hich 1 s]u)ko a.s having wrought me pain, 

Past lloating thi\)Ugh the air. and fading still 

Into the wduds tliat scattered them ; and those 

From whom they past seemed mild and lovely forms 

After some foul disgni.se had fallen, and all 

Were somewhat changed, ami after bi ief .surprise 

And greetings of <loliglited wonder, all 

Went to their sleep again : and when the dawn 

Came, wouldst then think that toads, and snakes, and efts 

Could o’er be beautifuri yet so they were, 

And that with little change of shape or hue; 

All things Ijad i)ut tlieir evil naliire off: 

1 cannot tell niy joy, when o’er a iako 

Upon a drooping bougli wdtli nightshade twiiic<l, 

I saw two a/.ui c halcyoTis clinging downward 
And thinning one bright bunch of arnhur berries, 

AVith tpiick long beaks, and in the deep there lay 
Those lovely forms imagotl as in a sky ; 

So with my tlioughts full of these ha])])y changes. 

We meet again, the liappicst cliange of all. 

Ada. And never will we 2)art, till thy chaste sister. 
Who guides the frozen and inconstant moon. 

Will look on thy more warm and cijual light 
Till her heart thaw like flakes of April snow, 

And love thee. 
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Spirit of the Earth. Wliat ! as Asia loves Prometheus? 
A&ia. Peace, wanton I thou ai-t yet not old enougli. 
Think ye by gazing on each other’s eyes 
To multiply your lovely selves, and lill 
With sphered fires the interlunar air? 

Spirit of the Earth. Nay, mother, while my sister trims 
her lamp 

Tis hard I should go darkling. 

Asia, Liisten ; look ! 

[The Sriurr or the Hour enters. 
I^rometheus, We feel what thou hast heard and seen : yet 
speak. 

Spirit of the Hour. Soon as the sound had ceased whose 
thunder filled 

The abysses of the sky and the wide earth. 

There was a change : the impalpable thin air 
And the all-circling sunlight w’cre transformed. 

As if the sense of love, dissolved in them, 

Hail folded itself round the si>here<l world. 

My vision then grow clear, and I could see 
Into the mysteries of the universe : 

Dizzy as with delight I floated down. 

Winnowing the lightsome air with languid plume'<, 

My coursers sought their bii*th-placo in the sun, 

Where tliey henceforth will live exempt from toil. 
Pasturing flowers of vegetable fire. 

And where iiiy moonlike car will stand within 
A tennile, gazed upon by Phitlian forms 
Of thee, and Asia, and the Martli, and me. 

And you fair uyin])hs, looking the love we feel ; 

111 memory of tlie tidings it has borne ; 

Hcueatli a <lome fretted with gi-avcn flowers. 

Poised on twelve coluiiius of residondeiit stone, 

And open to the briglit and liquid sky. 

Yoked to it by an ami)hisb;ouie snake 

The likeness of those winged .steeds will mock 

The flight from which they find repose. Alas, 

Wlidher has wandered now my partial tongue 
When all remains untold wliich ye would hoar ? 

As 1 have said, I floated to the earth ; 

It us, as it is still, the pain of bliss 
To move, to breathe, to be ; I ^vaudering went 
Among the liaunts and dwellings of mankind. 

And first was disappointed not to see 
Such mighty change, Jis T had felt within, 

Expressed in outward things ; but soon I looked, 

And behold, thrones wore kmglo.s 3 . and men walked 
One with the other even as spirits do, 

None fawned, none trampled; hate, disd:iin, or fear, 
Self-love or sclf-coiitompt, on human brows 
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No more inscribed, as o’er the gate of hell, 

“ All hope abandon ye who enter here ; ” 

None frown’d, none trembled, none with eager fi nr 
Gazed on another’s eye of cold command, 

Until tlie subject of a tyrant’s will 
Became, worse fate, the abject of his own. 

Which spurred him, like an outspont horse, to death. 
None wrought his lips in truth-entangling lines 
Which smiled the lie his tongue disdained to speak ; 
None, with firm sneer, trod out in his own heart 
The sparks of love and hope till there remained 
Those bitter ashes, a soul self-consiimed. 

And the wretch (;rept a vam]>ire among men, 

Inf(‘cting all with his own irideons ill; 

None talked that common, false, cold, hollow talk 
Which makijs the hcait; deny the it breathes. 

Yet <piostion that unmeant hypocrisy 
With such a self-in Is trust as has no name. 

And women, too, frank, beautiful, and kind 

A.S the free heaven which I’ains fresh light and dew 

On the wi<lo earth, past ; gentle radiant forms. 

From custom’s evil taint cxein]>t and ])ure ; 

Speaking the wisdom once they could not think, 
Tiooking emotions once they foarcil to feel. 

And changed to lall which once they dared not be. 

Yet being now, made earth like heaven; nor pride, 

Nor jealousy, nor envy, nor ill-shame, 

The bitterest of those drops of treasured gall, 

Spoilt the sweet taste of tlxo nepenthe, love. 

Thrones, altars, judgment scats, and ])ris(>ns ; wherein, 
Anil beside which, by wretched men were borne 
Sceptres, tiaras, swords, and chains, and tomes 
Of reasoned wrong, glo/ed on by ignorance, 

AVere like those monstrous aiul bai harie shapes. 

The gliosts of a no more rememborod faint. 

Which, from their unworn obelisks, lookforLli 
Tn triurnjib o’er the palaces and tombs 
Of those who were tlieir coiicpiernrs : mouldering round 
Those imaged to the ])ri(le of kings and ]n’icsts, 

A dark yet miglity faith, a jxAver as wide 
As is the world it wasted, and are now 
But an astonishment ; even so the tools 
And enddems of its last captivity. 

Amid the dwc]ling.s of the peopled earth. 

Stand, not o’erthrown, hut unregarded now. 

And those foul shapes, abliorre<l by god ajul man. 
Which, under nifiiiy a name an<l many a form, 

Strange, savage, ghastly, dark, and irxecruhlo, 

AVere Jupiter, the tyrant of the world ; 
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And which the nations, panic-stricken, served 
With blood, and hearts broken by long hope, and love 
Dragged to his altars soiled and garlandlcss. 

And slain among men’s unrcclairniug tears, 

Flattering the tiling they fetOi’ed, wliich fear w'as hate, 
Frown, mouldering last, o’er their abandoned shrines: 
The painted veil, by those who w'ore, called life, 
Which mirnic.k’d, as witli colours idly spread. 

All men believed and ho]>ed, is torn aside ; 

The loathsome mask has fallen, the man remains 
Sceptreless, free, nneircumsci*ibe<l, but man 
hkpial, unelassed, tribeloss, and nationless, 

Exempt from awe, worsliip, degree, the king 
Over himself; just, gentle, wise: but man 
Fassioiiless ; no, j^et free from guilt or pain. 

Which were, for his will made or suff'retl them. 

Nor yet exempt, though ruling them like slaves, 

From chance, and death, and mutability, 

The clogs of that which else might oversoav 
Tiie loftiest star of. unascended heaven, 

Pinuaclod dim in the intense inane. 


ACT J\^ 

ScFXK . — A ftftrf nf the Forint vi ar the Cave of PnoMETnEL'.'s 
l*ANTnr\ (("fl loNR are slerping: thrif ur-alcai tjmduaflo 
during tlo\/lrst So)if/. 

V ircK or UxsKKX Sniurs. 

The ])alc stars arc gone ! 

For the snii, their swift shepherd. 

To tlioir folds them com poll iug, 

111 the depths of tlie dawn, 
ilastos, in meteor-eelipsing arr.ay, ainl they Hoc 
Beyond his blue dwelling, 

As fawns ilec the loopartl. 

But w’here are ye ? 

A ’a'm. Fin'iiin and l>/tadoi''s coiif'r.xnJIjf nir;/: 

Here, oh ! lierc : 

We boar tho bier 

Of the Father of many a cancelled year ! 

Spectres w’o 

Of the dead Hours be. 

Wo bear Time to his tomb in eternity. 


Strew, oh ! strew 
Hair, not yew ! 
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Wet the dusty pall with tears, not dew ! 

Be the faded flowers 
Of Death’s bare bowers 
Spread oii the corpse of tlie King of Hours ! 
Haste, oh, haste ! 

As shades are cliased, 

Trembling, by day, from heaven's blue waste. 
We melt away, 

Like dissolving spray, 

From the children of a diviner day. 

With the lullaby 
Of winds that die 

On the bosom of their own harnion}” ! 

loNK. 

What dark fonais were they 1 

rANTlIEA. 

The past Hours weak and grey. 

With the spoil which their toil 
Baked together 

From the conquest but One could foil. 

loNE. 

Have they past ? 

Uantiiea. 

They have past ; 

They outspeeded the blast. 

While ’tis said, they' are fled : 

loXK. 

Whitlier, oh ! whitlier ? 

rAN'IlIEA. 

To the dark, to the ])ast, to the dead. 

Von.’K or llNsr.KN SriiMis. 

Bright cloud.s float in heaven. 

Dew -stars gleam on earth, 

Waves assemble on ueean. 

They ar*5 gathered and dri\('n 
By the storm of delight, hy tho panic of glee ! 
They shako with emotion. 

They dance in their mirth. 

But where are ye ? 

The pine houghs arc singing 
Old songs with new ghuincss, 

The billows and fountains 
Fresh music are* flinging, 

Like the notes of a sj>iiit from land and from sea 
The storms mock the mountains 
AVith the thunder of gladness 
But w’licrc are ye ? 

/one. Wheat charioteers are these '! 

Panthea. AVhere are their chariots? 
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Skmichouiis of 1 lor us. 

The voice of the Spirits of Air and of Earth 
Have drawn back the figured curtain of sleep, 
Which covered our being and darkened our birth 
In the deep. 

A Voice. 

In the deep < 

Semichoiu’s it. 

Oh ! below the deep. 

SKMIC110RI..S 1. 

A hundred ages we had been kept 
Cradled in visions of hate and care, 

And eacli one wlio waked as his brother slept, 
Found the truth — 

Si'Micnom-s If. 

Worse than his visions were ! 

SeMK’IIORUS I. 

AVo have heard the lute of Hope in sleep ; 

AVo have known the voice of Ijovo in ilreanis, 

AVe have felt the wand of Power, and lea]) — 
Hemtcuokus II. 

As the billows leap in the morning beams, 

Clloltt'S. 

Weave the dance on the floor of the brec/e, 

Pierce with song heaven’s silent light, 

Enchant the <lay that too swiftly fi* es, 

To check its flight ere the cave of night. 

Once tholningry Hours were hounds 

AVhich chui«»cd the day like a blooding deer, 

And it limjicd and stninhled with many woiuuls 
Througli the nightly dells of the desert year. 

P.nt now, oh ! weave the mystic measure 
Of music, and dance, and shapes of light, 

TiCt the Honrs, and the spirits of might and pleasure, 
Like the clouds and sunbeams, unite. 

\ Vuu n. 

Unite. 

Pantliva. See, whore the Spirits of the hnman mind 
\Vrai)t ill sweet sounds, as in bright A'cils, approach. 

(^HOKcs c)F Spirits. 

A\''e join the throng 
Of the dance and the song, 
lAy the whirlwind of gladness borne along; 

As the llying-fish Icaj) 

From the Indian dticp, 

And mix with the sea-birds halfa.*^ .eop. 

CiioKi'S '‘F Iloru.'^. 

AVhciice come ye, so wild and .‘^o fleet, 

For sandals of lightning are on your feet. 
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And your winga aro soft and swift as thouglii, 

And your eyes are as love which is veiled not ! 

Chorus of Srn?iTS. 

Wo come from the mind 
Of liuiiian kind. 

Which was late so dusk, and obscene, and blind : 
Now, ’tis an ocean. 

Of clear emotion, 

A heaven of serene and mighty motion. 

From that deep abyss 
Of wonder and bliss. 

Whose caverns are crystal j)alaces ; 

From those skie 3 ' towers 
AVhere Thought's crowned powor.s 
Sit watching ^ oui <lancc, j'c happy Hours ! 

From the dim recesses 
Of woven caresses, 

Where lovers catch ye by your loose tresso-? ; 

From the azure isles. 

Where sweet Wis<loiii smiles. 

Delaying your ships with her syren wiles. 

From the temples higli 
Of man’s ear and eye. 

Hoofed over Sculpture and Poesy ; 

From the inurmurings 
Of the unsealed springs 
Where Science bedews his D{o<hiI wing.s. 

Years after years, 

Through blood, and tcai’S, 

And a thick hell of liatvcMls, and hopes, and fcav.s : 
We waded and llew. 

And the islets wor<3 few 

W'^licrc the bud-blighted flov.'crs of happiness grew. 

<^iir feet now, every jmlm, 

Are sandalled with calm. 

And the dew of our wdiigs is a rain of balm ; 

And, beyond our eyes, 

The human love lies, 

Which makes all it gazes on, i*aradise. 

(riioin/s OF Sl'lBITS AM) IfoCCwS. 

Then weave the wob of the mystic measure ; 

From the doi)tbs of the sky nnd the raids of the earth, 
Come, swift Spirits of might ami of pleasure. 

Fill the dance and the music of mirth. 
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As the waves of a thousand streams rush by 
To an ocean of splendour and harmony ! 

('horus of Spirits. 

Oiii* spoil is won. 

Our task is done, 

AW* arc free to dive, or soar, or run ; 

Bej’ond anil around, 

Or within the bound 

AVliich clips the world with dai*kuoss round, 

AVe’ll pass the eyes 
Of the stariy skies 
Into the hoar <lecp to colonise: 

Death, Cliaos, and Nij'ht, 
hVoiii the sound of our Right, 

Sliall llcc, like mist from a temiiests might. 

And Earth, Air, and Tiiglit, 

And the Spirit of Might, 

Which drives round the stars in their fiery flight 
And TiOve, Thought, and lirt.'ath, 

Tlio ])owers that ipicll Death, 

AVhorevor wo soar shall assemble beneatli. 

And our singing shall buihl 
Tu the v< lid’s loevo held 
A world for the Spirit of Wisdom to wield ; 

AVe will take our ]»lau 
Fi i.n the new world of man 
And our work shall be called the IVometheau 

(’lloRliS OF IIOURM, 

Break the <huice, and scatter the song ; 

Let some depart, and some remain. 

Skmu'iiorcs I. 

AVe, beyond luaivcn, are <lriven along : 

SKMif'iroitus 11. 

Us the eiicliantmeuts of earth retain : 

Skmii’iiorus I. 

(Vnseless, and ra]u''l, aiul fierce, and free, 

\'’^ith the Spirits which buihl anew earth and sea 
And a heaven where yet heaven could never bo. 

Skmk jxorc.^ II. 

Solemn, and slow, ainl serene, and bright, 

Ijcading the Day, ami oiitspocding the Night, 

AVith tho powers of a world of perfect light. 

Skmu’iiorhs T 

AVo whirl, singing loud, ivmiid the gathering sphere, 
Till the trees, ami tins beasts, and tho clouds appear 
From its chaos made calm by lovo, not tear. 
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Semichouus II. 

Wo encircle the ocean and mountaius of earth. 

And the happy forms of its death and birth 
Change to the music of our sweet mirth. 

C'lioiira OF ilouas and Spirith. 

Break the dance, and scatter the song. 

Let some depart and some remain. 

Wherever wc fly we lead along 

111 leaslies, like star-beams, soft, yet strong, 

The clouds that arc heavy with love’s sweet rain. 
Panthea. Ha ! they arc gone 1 

lone. Yet feel you no deliglit 

From the j>ast sweetness 1 

Pant/iea. As the bare green hill 

When some soft cloud vanishes into rain, 

Laughs with a lL< usand <lrops of sunny water 
To the unpavilioned sky ! 

lone. Even whilst wo speak 

New notes arise. What is that awful sound ? 

Panthea. 'Tis the deep music of the rolling world, 
Kindling within the strings of tho waved air 
H^olian modulations. 

lone. Listen too, 

How every pause is filled witli under-notes, 

Clear, silver, icy, keen awakening tones, 

Wliich pierce tlic sense, and live within the soul, 

As the sharp stars pierce winter’s crystal air 
And gaze upon themselves within the sea. 

Panthea. But see wlicrc, through two openings in the forest 
Which hanging branches overeanopy. 

And W'hcrc two runnels of a rivulet. 

Between tho close moss, violet inwoven, 

Have made their y)ath of melody, like sisters 
Who part w'itli .«iighs that tliey may meet in smiles, 

Turning their dear disunion to an isle 
Of lovely gri<*f, a wood of sweet sad thouglds ; 

Two visions of strange radiance float upon 
The ocean-like enchantment of strong sound, 

Wliich flows iiitenser, keener, dcoj)cr yet 
Under tho ground and through the windless air. 

lone. I see a chariot like that thinnest boat 
In which the mother of tiic months is borne 
By ebbing night into lior western cave. 

When she iipsyirings from interlunar dreams, 

O’er which is curved au orblike canopy 
Of gentle darkness, and the bills and woo«ls 
Distinctly seen through that dusk airy veil, 

Keg.*ir<l like shapps in an enchanter’s glass. 

Its wheels are solid cloiuis, azure and gold. 

Such as the genii of the thunder-storm 
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Pile on tliG floor of the illumined sea 
Wlien the sun rushes under it ; they I’oll 
And move and grow as with an inward wind ; 

Within it sits a winged infant, white 

Its countenanco, like the whiteness of bright snow, 

Its plumes are as feathers of sunny frost, 

Its limbs gleam white, through the wind-flowing folds 
Of its white robe, woof of aethcrial pearl. 

Its hair is white, the brightness of white light 
Seattei’(5d in strings ; yo,t its two eyes are heavens 
Of litpiid dai*kncss, which the lleity 
Within seems pouring, as a storm is poured 
From jagged clouds, out of their arrowy lashes, 
Tempering tlio cold and radiant air around. 

With fire tiiat is not biightness ; in its hand 

It sways a quiverijig moon-beam, from whose point 

A gui<ling power directs the chariot’s prow 

Over its wheeled clouds, which as they roll 

Over the grass, and flowers, and waves, wake sounds, 

Sweet as a singing rain of silver dew. 

Pitnthca, And from the other opening in the wood 
IIusIkjs, with loud and whirlwind harmtmy, 

A sphere, which is as many thousand spheres. 

Solid as crystal, yet through all its mass 
Flow, as through empty space, music and light: 

I’en thousand orbs involving and involved, 

Purple and n/iiro, w’bite, green and gold«n, 

^^pbere within sphere ; and every space between 
l^copled with unimaginable shapes. 

Such as glnt.-ts dream dwell in the lamploss «lecp. 

Yet cacli inter-transpicuous, and they wiiirl 
Over each other witli a thousand motions, 

Upon a thousand sightless axles spinning, 

And with the ftirce of self-destroying swiftness. 
Intensely, slowly, solemnly, roll on, 

Kindling witli mingled sounds, and many tones. 
Intelligible words and music wild. 

With mighty whirl the multitudinous orb 
Grinds the bright brook into an azure mist 
Of elemental subtlety, like light ; 

A ’d the wild odour of tlic forest flowers, 

Tlio music of the living grass and air, 

Tho emerald light of leaf-entangled beams 
Round its intense yet self-conflicting speed, 

Seem kneaded into one aerial mass 

Which drowns the sense. Within the orb itselt, 

Pillowed upon its alaba.-^ter ami.s. 

Like to a child o’erwearicil with sweet toil, 

On its own fohlcd wings, and wavy hair, 

Tho Spirit of the Earth is laid asleep, 
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And you cau see its little lips are moving, 

Amid the changing light of their own smiles, 

Like one who talks of what he loves in dream. 

Jonc. 'Tis only mocking the orb’s harmony, 

Paiithea. And from a star upon its forehead, shoot, 
Like swords of azure fire, or golden S2)ears 
With tymnt-quelling myrtle overtwined, 

Embleming heaven and earth united now. 

Vast beams like spokes of some invisible wheel 
Wiiich whirl as the orb whirls, swifter than thought, 
Ifilliug the abyss with suii-liko lightnings, 

And perpendicular now, and now transverse, 

Pierce tJie dark soil, and as they pierce and pass. 
Make bare the secrets of the earth’s deep heart ; 
Infinite mine of adamant and gold, 

Valueless sto»»e«; and unimagiiied gems. 

And caverns on crystalline columns poised 
With vegetable silver overspread ; 

Wells of unfathonicd fire, ami water-springs 
Whence the great sea, even as a child is fed, 

Whose vapours clothe earth’s i non arcb -mountain tops 
With ki7igly, ermine snow. Tlie beams flash on 
And make appear the melancholy ruins 
Of cancelled cycles; auchoi’S, beaks of ships: 

Planks turned to marble ; quivers, helms, and spears, 
And gorgon-headed targes, and the wheels 
Of scythed chariots, and the emblazonry 
Of trophies, standards, and armorial beasts. 

Round which <leath laughed, sepulchred emblems 
Of dead destruction, ruin within ruin ! 

The wrecks beside of many a city vast. 

Whoso iiopulatioTi wdiieh the earth grew over 
Was mortal, but not human ; see, they lie 
Their monstrous works, and uncouth skeletons. 

Their statues, hfunos and fanes ; prodigious shapes 
Huddled in grey annihilation, split, 

Jammed in the hard, black deep : and over these, 
The anatomies of unknown winged things, 

And fishes which were isles of living scale, 

And serpents, bony cliaiiis, tw'istod around 

Tlie iron crags, or within heaps of dust 

To which the tortuous strength of their last pangs 

Had crushed the iron crags; and over these 

The jaggc<l alligator, ami the might 

Of earth-con vuUiiig behemoth, which once 

Were monarch beasts, and on the slimy shores, 

And wced-overgro\vn continents of earth. 

Increased and multiplied like summer worms 
On an abandoned corpse, till the blue globo 
Wrapt deluge round it like a cloke, and they 
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Yelled, gasped, and were abolished ; or some God 
Whose throne was in a comet, past, and cried, 

Be not ! And like my words they were no more. 

TllK Kauttt. 

The joy, the triumph, the delight, the madness ! 

The boundless, overflowing, bursting gladness, 

The vaj)orous exultation not to bo confined ! 

Ha ! ha ! the animation of delight 

Which wraps me, like an atmosphere of light. 

And bears me as a cloud is borne by its own wind. 

The Moont. 

Brother mine, calm wanderer, 
nai)i)y globe of land and air. 

Some si)irit is ilarted like a beam from thee. 

Which penetrates my frozen frame, 

And passes with the warmth of flame. 

With love, and odour, and <leep melody 
Through me, through me ! 

The Earth. 

Ha ! ha ! the caverns of my hollow mountains, 

My chivon fire-crags, soiiml-exulting fountains. 

Laugh with a vast and inextinguishable laughter. 

The oceans, and the deserts, and the abysses, 

And the deep air’s unmeasured wildernesses. 

Answer from all their clouds and billows, cclioing after. 

Thoy cry aloud as I do. Sceptred curse, 

AVlio all our green and azure universe 
Threatenodst to iiiufllo round with black destruction, sending 
A solid chnul to rain hot thunder-stones, 

A IK I splinter and knead down my children’s bones, 

All I bring forth, to one void mass battering and blending. 

TJntil each crag-like tower, and storied column, 

Palace, ami obelisk, ami temple solemn. 

My imperial mountains crowned with cloud, and snow, and fire 
My sea-like forests, every blade and blossom 
Which finds a grave or cradle hi my bosom, 

Wf'ro staiiipcd by thy strong hate into a lifeless miro. 

How art thou sunk, withdrawn, covered, drunk up 
By thirsty nothing, as the brackish cup 
Bi’ained by a desert-troop, a little drop for all ; 

AikI from beneath, around, within, above. 

Filling thy void annihilation, love 
Bursts in like light on caves cloven by t ;ie thunder-ball. 

The Moon. 

The snow upon my lifeless mountains 
Is loosened into living fountaiiiB, 


B 
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My solid oceans flow, and sing, and shine : 

A spirit from my lieart bursts forth, 

It clothes with unexpected birth 
My cold bare bosom ; Ok I it must be thine 
On mine, on mine ! 

Gazing on thee I feel, I know. 

Green stalks burst forth, and bright flowers grow. 

And living shapes upon my bosom move ; 

Music is in the sea and air. 

Winged clouds soar here and there. 

Dark with the rain now buds are dreaming of : 

Tis.love, all love ! 

TiiF Earth. 

It interpenetrates my griuiite mass, 

Through tangled roots and trodden clay doth pass, 

Into the utmost leaves and dclicatest flowers ; 

Upon the winds, among the cloinls 'tis spread. 

It wakes a life in the forgotten dead. 

They breathe a spirit up from their obscurest bowers. 

And like a storm bursting its cloudy prison 
With thunder, and with whirlwind, has arisen 
Out of the lampless eaves of uniinagiiied being : 

With earthquake shock and swiftness making shiver 
Thought’s stagnant chaos, uiircmoved for ever, 

Till hate, and fear, and pain, light- vamp lishcd shadows, fleeing. 

Leave Man, who was a many-sided mirror, 

W^hich could distort to many a shape of error, 

This true fair world of things, a sea reflecting love ; 

Which over all his kind, as the sun’s heaven 
Gliding o’er ocean, smooth, serene, and even 
Darting from stariy depths radiance aud light, doth move. 

Leave Man, even as a leprous child is left, 

Who follows a sick beast to some warm cleft 
Of rocks, through which the miglit of healing springs is poured ; 
Then when it wanders home with rosy smile. 

Unconscious, and its mother fears awhile 
It is a spirit, then, weeps on her child restored. 

Man, oh, not men ! a chain of linked thought, 

Of love and miglit to be divided not, 

Compelling the elements with adamantine stress ; 

As the sun rules, oven with a tyrant’s gaze. 

The unquiet republic of the maze 
Of planets, struggling fierce towards heaven’s free wilderness. 

Man, one harmonious soul of many a soul, 

Whose nature is it.s own divine control, . 
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Where .ill things flow to all, as rivers to the sea ; 

F,imiliar .acts .ire beautiful through love ; 

Labour, and p.iiii, and grief, in life’s green grove 
Sport like tame beasts, none knew how gentle tliey could be ! 

His will, with all mean passions, bad delights, 

And selfish cares, its trembling satellites, 

A spirit ill to guide, but mighty to obey. 

Is as a tempest-winged ship, whose helm 
Love rules, through waves which <lare not overwhelm, 
Forcing life’s wildest shores to own its sovereign sway. 

All things confess his strength. Through the cold mass 
Of mai‘ble and of colour his dreams pass ; 

Bright threads whence niothers weave the robes their children 
wear ; 

Tianguage is a perpetual Orphic song, 

Which lilies with Ikedal harmony a throng 
Of thouglits jiud forms, wliich eLso senseless and shapeless 
•were. 


The lightning is his slave ; heaven’s utmost deep 
(lives up her stars, and like a flock of sheep 
They pass before his eye, are numbered, au<l roll on ! 

The tempest is his steed, ho strides rhe air; 

And the abyss shouts from her depth laid bare, 

1 lea veil, hast thou secrets? Man unveils me; I liavo none. 
Thk Moon. 

The sluuh'W c»f white death has past 
From my jiath in heaven at last, 

A clinging shroud of solid frost .ind sleep; 

Au<l through my newly-woven bowers, 

AVauder baji^iy pammours, 

TjOss mighty, but as mild .is those who keep 
Thy vales more deep. 

Thk Eaktu. 

As the dissolving warmth of dav/n may fold 
A half unfrozen dew-globe, green and gold. 

And crystalline, till it becomes a winged mist. 

And wanders up the vault of the blue day, 

I mtlives the noon, and on the sun’s last ray 
Hungs o’er the sea, a fleece of fire and amethyst. 


Thk Moon. 

Thou art folded, thou art lying 
In the light which is undying 
Of thine own joy, and heaven’s sm' le divine ; 

All suns and constellations shower 
On thee a light, a life, a power 
Which doth array thy s})here ; thou pom est thine 
On mine, on mine : 

R 2 
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Thk Earth. 

I spin beneath my pyramid of night. 

Which points into the heavens dreaming delight, 
Murmuring victorious joy in my enchanted sleep ; 

As a youth lulled in love-dreams faintly sighing, 

Under the shadow of his beauty lying. 

Which round his rest a watch of light and warmth doth keep. 

Tor Moon- 

As in the soft and sweet eclipse. 

When soul meets soul on lovers’ lips. 

High hearts are calm, and brightest eyes arc dull ; 

So, when thy shadow falls on me. 

Then am T mute and .still, by thee 
Covered; of thy love. Orb most beautiful. 

Full, oh, too full ! 

Thou art speeding round the sun. 

Brightest world of many a one ; 

Green and a/Aire sphere which shines t 
With a light which is dix'inest 
Among ail the lamps of Tfoaven 
To whom life and light i.s given ; 

I, thy crystfd paramour, 

Borne beside thee by a power 
Like the polar Paradise, 

Magnot-liko, of lover’s eyes ,* 

I, a mo.st enamoured maiden, 

Who.se w’eak brain i.s overladen 
With the pleasure of her love, 

Maniac-liko aiound thee move 
Gazing, an insatiate bride. 

Oil thy form from every side, 

Like a Mioiiad, round the cup 
Wliich Agave lifted up 
In the ^veil’d Cadmtean forest. 

Brothel’, wlicresoo’er thou .soarcst 
I must hurry, whirl and follow 
Through the heavens wide and hollow, 

Sheltci’e<l hy tlie ivarm embrace 
Of thy soul from liuiigry space. 

Drinking from thy sense and sight 
Beauty, maje.sty, and might. 

As a lover or cameleoii 
Grows like what it looks upon, 

As a violet’s gentle eye 
Gazes on the azure sky 
Until its hue grows like what it beholds, 

As a grey and watery mist 
Glows like solid amethyst 
Athwart the western mountain it enfolds 
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When tlic sunset sleeps 
Upon its snow. 

Tjik Earth. 

And tile weak day weeps 
That it siiould be so. 

O gentle Moon, the voice of thy delight 
brails on me like tliy clear and tender light 
Soothing the seaman, borne the summer night 
Through isles fur over calm ; 

O gentle Moon, thy crystal accents pierce 
The caverns of my pride’s deej) universe, 

Charming the tiger joy, whose tramnlings fierce 
Made wounds which need thy balm. 

Panthea. T rise as from a bath of sparkling water, 

A bath of azure light, among dark rocks. 

Out of the stream of sound. 

lonv.. Ah me ! sweet sister. 

The stream of sound has ciibod away from us, 

And you i»roleml to vise out of its wave, 

Because your words fall like the ehiar soft dew 
Shaken from a bathing wood-nyni[>h’s limbs and hair. 
Panthia. Peace, iieacc ! a mighty power, which is as 
darkuess, 

Ts rising om: of Earth, and from the sky 
Ls showered like nJght, and from within the air 
Bursts, like eelii»se which had bceji gatiu'rcd up 
Into the pores of sunlight ; the briglit visions, 

Wherein the singing s])irits rode and shone, 

C loam like pale meteors through a watery night. 
luuc. 'fliere is a sense of word.s mine ear. 
Panthea. A universal .sound like words : Oh ! list 

DSMOOUllOnX. 

Thou, Earth, calm empire of a happy soul, 

S[)here of diviuest shapes and hariiioiiios, 

Beautiful orb ! gathering thou dust roll 

The love which paves thy path along the skies. 

TiiK Earth. 

1 hear : I am as a droj) of dew that dies. 

l»K.Mur;<iK(}u.V. 

Tho. Moon, which gaze.st on the nightly Earth 
Willi wonder, as it gazes upon thee; 

Whilst each to men, and beasts, and the swift birth 
Of birds, is beauty, love, calm, harmony : 

Tun Mt*oN. 

1 hear : I am a leaf shaken by thee ! 

l>RMtnu»PCK»N. 

Ye kings of suns and stars ! 13 - •iiious and Gods, 
uEtlierial 1 >ominatioTis ! who jiossoss 
Elj'sian, windless, fortunate abodos 
Beyond Heaven’s toustellated wildcrnc.?s : 



PROMETHKUS UNBOUND. 




A Voice prom Akove. 

Our great Republic hoars ; we are blest, and bless. 

Dkmoookoom. 

Ye happy doatl ! whom beams of briglitcst verse 
Are clouds to hide, not colours to portray, 
Whether your nature is that universe 
Which once ye saw and suifered — 

A Voice piym Beneath. 

Or as they 

Whom we have left, we cliangc and pass away. 

Dem< >ooRf ;on. 

Ye elemental Genii, who liavo lioincs 

From man’s high mind even to the central stone 
Of sullen had; from Heaven’s star-fretted domes 
To the dull wotid some sea-worm battens on : 

A CoxEi;.si.i> Vnrci:. 

We hear; thy words waken Oblivion. 

1)kmogor<;on. 

Spirits ! whose homes are flesh : ye beasts and birds, 
Ye worms and fish ; ye living leaves and buds ; 
Lightning and wind ; and ye untameablo lu‘rds, 
Meteors and mists, which throng air’s solitudes. 

.V Voice. 

Thy voice to us is wdiid taniong still woods. 

Dkmoooiuion'. 

Mail, who wort once a despot and a slave ; 

A dupe and a <lecciver ; a decay ; 

A traveller from tho craille to the grave 

Through the dim night of this immortal day ; 

Am.. 

Speak ! thy strong woi’ds may never pass away. 

This the <lay, wdiich<{own the void ahysni 
At tlie Karth-born’s .spell yawns for hcavcii'.s despotis 
And conquest is dragged captive through tho deep 
Love, from its awful throne of patient power 
Tn the wise heart, from the last giddy hour 
Of dread einlurance, from the slippery stet'is 
And narrow verge of crag-liko agony, .springs 
And folds oviir the world its healing wings. 
Gentlenos.s, Virtue, Wistloin, and Kndurance, 

These are tlie seals of that most firm a.ssuraiico 
A\’'hich hai's the pit over Destruction’s sfcicngtJi ; 
And if’ with infirm hand, Fternity, 

Mother of many acts and hoin*s, sliouhl free 

The serpent that would clasp her with his length, 
These are the s]>ells by wbitdi to re-assume 
An empire o’er tho disentangled doom. 
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To suffer woes which Hope thinks infinite ; 

To forgive wrongs darker than death or night ; 

To defy Power, which seems oiiinipoteiit ; 

To love, and bear; to hope till Hope creates 
From its own wreck the thing it contemplates : 

Neither to change, nor falter, nor repent; 
This, like thy glory, Titan ! is to be 
Good, great ami joyous, beautiful and free ; 
This is alone Life, Joy, Kmpire, and Victory ! 


THE CENCI. 

A TRAGEDY IN EIVE ACTS. 

- ♦ - 

Dchicatiott 

TO LIUGIT HUNT, ESQ. 

Mv DEAR FiIIKND, 

I iNsciuHK with your name, from a distant country, 
and after an ah.'^onco whose month vS have seemed years, this the 
latest of my literary efforts. 

Those wriling^ which I have liitherto ]»ublis}ied, have been 
little else than visions which impei-soiiute my own apprehen- 
sions of the heantifid and the just. 1 can also perceive in them 
theliteraiy defects incidental to youth and impatience ; they are 
(Iroiims of whnt ought to bo, or may bo. The drama which 1 now 
pi’osoiit to you is a .s:i<l reality. I lay aside the prc.sum])tuous 
attit\ide of an instructor, and am content to paint, with such 
colour* as my own bcai’t furni.slies, that which has been. 

Had I knowm a person more highly endowed than yourself 
with all that it bc’conies a man to iiossc.'ss, I liad solicited for 
tiiis v’ork the ornament of his name. Dnemore gentle, honour- 
able, innocent and bravo; one of more cxaltiid toleration for «all 
who do and think evil, and yet lumself more free from evil; 
one who knows betUu* how to receive, and how to coiiler a 
bciicrit, thoiigli ho must ever confer far inor-'' than he can 
receive ; one of .simpler, and, in Mio highe.st .sense oi the w'ord, of 
purer life and niaiiner.s, 1 iievtu’ knev , and I laid already been 
fortunate in friendships when your muiie \vas atlded to the list. 

In that patient ami irreeoiicilal)le enmity with domestic and 
political tyranny and impo.sturo which the tenor of your Utc 
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has illustrated, and which, had I health and talents, should 
illustrate mine, let us, comforting each other in our task, live 
and die. 

All happiness attend you! 

Your aficctionato friend, 


Home, May 29, IS 19. 


]h:ucv B. SlIELLEi^ 


PREFACE. 

A MANUSciiirT was communicated to mo during my travels in 
Italy, which was "-'nied from tlie archives of the Cenci Palace nt 
Rome, and contnins a detailed account of the liorrors which 
ended in the extinction of one of the iiohlest and richest families 
of that city, during the Poiititicate of Clement Vlll.,iu the year 
3599. The story is, tliat an old man, liaving spent his life iu 
debaneheiy ajul wichedness, coiufeivetl at length an iiiij)laeablc 
hatred towards his children; which showed its(;ir hiwards one 
daughter niidor the t'orm of an incestuous passion, aggi’avated 
by every circumstance of cruelty and violence. This <langlitcr, 
after long and vain attempts to escape from what she considered 
a per)jctual contamiuation both (*f body and mind, at length 
plotted with her iiiothcr-in-law and brt)tlier to murder their 
common tyrant. The young maiden, who was urged to this 
tremendous deed by an impulse wljich overpowered its horroi-, 
was evidently a most gentle and amiable being; a creature 
formed to adorn and be admired, an<l thus violently thwarted 
from her natui-e hy the jmeessity of circnmstaiKKjs and opinion. 
The deed was quickly discovered; and, iu spite of the mo.st 
earnest prayers made to the Pope hy the highest persons in 
Romo, the erimiiials w’ere put bi death. The old man ha<l, 
during his life, re])eate<lly houglit his pardon from the l*o|»o 
for capital crimes of the mo.st onormoiLs and nnspcakahlc kind, 
at the price of a liniulred thousand crowns; the death, there- 
fore, of his victims can scarcely he accounted for hy the love of 
justice. The Po]>c, amoug other motives for severity, probably 
felt that 'whosoever killed the Count Ceiiei dc[)rived his treasury 
of a certain and oo])ious source of revenue.* Such a story, if 
told so a.s to j)io.scnt to the reader all the feelings of thoEO who 
once acted it, tlieir hopes and fears, their eonli<lences ainl mis- 
givings, their variou.s interests, passions, and oi)mions, acting 

• The Papal Government formerly took the most cxtr.ior(liniiry preeautions 
against the publicity of facts which offer so tragical a demonstration of its own 
wickedness and weakness ; so that tin* eommunicution of the MS. had become, 
until very lately, a matter ol‘ some difllciilty, 
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upon and with each other, yet all coiisinriug to one tromeiidous 
end, would he as a light to iiiake apparent some of the most 
dark and secret caverns of the liitman heart. 

On iny arrival at Rcjmc, 1 found that tlio story of the Ceuci 
was a subject not to bo mentioned in Italian society without 
awakening a deep and breathless interest : and that the feelings 
of the company never failed to incline to a romantic pity for 
the wu’ongs, and a passionate exculpation of tlio horrible dce<l 
to which they urged lier, who lots been mingled two centuries 
with the eoninioii dust. Ail ranks of people knew the outlines 
of this history, and participated in the overwiielining interest 
which it seems to have the magic of exciting in the human 
heart. I bad a copy of Guido’s picture of Ileatrieo, whieli is 
pj-(‘scrvcd in the (yoloiina Palace, and my servant instantly 
recognised it as tlio portrait of La Ceuci. 

This national and universal interest which the story produces 
aud has juMdiieed for two eentnrics, and among all ranks of 
people in a groat city, whore the imagination is kept for over 
nctive and awake, first suggested to me the conception of its 
fitness for a dramatic purpose. In fact, it is a tragedy whicli 
has already receivc'd, from its capacity of awakening and sus- 
taining the sympathy of men, approbation Jind success, is'othing 
rciiiaiiied, as I imagined, but to clotlio it to the apjirohonsioiis 
of luy countrymen in such language and action as \vonld bring 
it home to their hearts. The deepest an<l the sublimest tragic 
coinjiusitious, King Lear, ami the two plays in which the tale 
of (Kdi pus is told, were stories which already existed in tradi- 
tion, as mutters <.‘f pojuilar belief and interest, before Sbakspearo 
and JSoplioclos iiaulo t hem familiar to the symj*athy of all suc- 
ceeding gcncratious of iiiaiikiud. 

This story of tlie (’ciici is imleed eminently fearful aud 
monstrous; anything like a dry exhibition of it on the stage 
would be insupportable. The iiersou who would treat such a 
subject must increase the ideal, aud diiiiinish the ai;tnal horror 
of tlic events, so that the [de;uure wliich arises from the poetry 
which exists in tlieso tempestuous suilbrings and crimes, may 
iiiitiguti the pain of the contemplation of the moral deformity 
from which they spring. There must also be notliiiig attempted 
to iiuike the exhibition subvservieut to what is vulgarly termed 
a mora' purpose. The highest moral purpose aimed at in the 
lughest species of the drama, is the teachiii^^ of the human 
Jieart, through its sym]iathiea and antipathies, the knowledge 
of itself; in proportion to the possession of which kmnvJedge 
every liurnau being is w'ise, just, sincere, toh*rant, ami kind. Jt 
dogmas can <lo more, it is w’ell : but a ilruina is no lit place 
for the ciiforcciiieut of tliein. Ihidou 'tedly no person can be 
truly dislioiiourod by tlie act of anotlior ; aud the lit return to 
make to the most enormous injuries is kimbiessaml lorbearaiice, 
!Ujd u resolution to convert the injuror from liis dark passions 
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by peace and love. Revenge, retaliation, atonement, are perni- 
cious mistakes. If Beatrice had thought iu this manner, she 
would have been wiser and better ; but she would never have 
been a tragic character: the few whom such an exhibition 
would have interested, could never have been sufficiently 
interested for a dramatic purpose, from the want of finding 
sympathy in their interest among the iiiiiss who surround 
them. It is in the restless and anatomising casuistry with 
which men seek tlic justification of Beatrice, yet feel that she 
has done what needs Justification ; it is in the siiperetitious 
horror with wliich they contemplate alike her wrongs and their 
revenge, that the dramatic character of what she did and 
suffered consists. 

I have endeavoured as nearly as possible to rejn’cscut tlio 
characters as th'^y probably were, and have sought to avoid the 
error of making them actuated by my own conceptions of right 
or wrong, false or true : thus under a thin veil converting names 
and actions of the sixteenth centuiy into eold impersonations 
of my own mind. They are represented as (Jatholics, and as 
Catholics dcoiily tinged with religion. To a Protestant ajipre- 
hciision there will appear somctliing unnatural in the eariie.st 
and perpetual sentiment of the relations l)(3t\vet'n Chjd and mini 
which pervade the tragedy of the Ceiiei. It will especially be 
startled at the combination of an umloubting persuasion of tlie 
truth of tlie popular religion, 'with a cool and tiotermined perse- 
verance in enormous guilt. But religion in Italy is not, as in 
Protestant countries, a cloak to be woim on ]>firticular days; or 
a pass))ort which those who do not wish to bo railed at carry 
with them to exhibit; or a gloomy passion for penetrating the 
impenetrable mysteries of our being, whielv terrifies its pos- 
sessor at the darkness of the abyss to tlie brink of which it liiis 
conducted him. Religion co-exists, as it w^ore, in tho mind of 
an Italian Catholic with a faith in that of which all men haw 
the Tiiost certain k lowleilge. It is iutcrwovi'ii with tho whole 
fabric of life. It is adoration, faith, suhinissinn, penitence, bliii'l 
admiration ; not a rule for moral comhiet. It lias no iiecesMiry 
connection with any one virtue. The mo«t atrocious villain 
may bo righlly devout, and, wiihont any shock to establidiid 
laifcli, confess himself to he so. Religion pervades intensely tlm 
whole frame of society, and is, aceordiiig to tho temper of tlic 
mind which it inhabits, a passion, a persuasion, an excuse, ft 
refuge'; never a check. (Vaici himself built a chapel in the 
court ol his palace, and dedicated it to St. ^J'homas tho Apostle, 
and established masses for the peace (jf liis soul. Thus in tlic 
first scene of the fourth act, Lnerctia’s design in ex])osing her- 
self to the eonsequenees of .an cx])o.stulatiou with (^enci iiftM' 
having administered tlie opiate, was to induce him by a fe.igiie‘l 
tale to confess himself before death ; this hidiig esteemed l>y 
Catholics as essential to salvation; and she only rclinquislics 
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her purpose when she perceives that her perseverance would 
expose Beatrice to new outrages. 

I have avoided with great care in writing this play the intro- 
duction of what is commonly called mere poetry, and I imagine 
there will scarcely bo found a detached simile or a single 
isolated description, unless Beatrice’s description of the chasm 
appointed for her hither’s murder should be judged to bo of 
that nature.* 

In a dramatic composition the imagciy andthc passion should 
interpenetrate one another, the former being reserved simply 
for the full development and illustration of the latter. Imagi- 
nation is as the immortal God which should assuino flesh for 
the redemption of mortal 2 )aKsion. It is thus that the most 
remote ami the most familiar imagery may alike be fit for 
dramatic purposes when employed in the illustration of strong 
feeling, which raises what is low, and levels to the apprehension 
that whicli is lofty, casting over all the shadow of its own givat- 
iicss. In other resjiects I have written more carelessly; that is, 
without an over-fastidious and learned choice of words. In 
this respect, I entirely agree with those modern critics who 
assert, that in order to move men to true sym^^athy, wo must 
ns(' the familiar language of men ; and that our great ancestors, 
the ancient hinglisli poets, are the writers a study of wdiom 
might incite us to do that for our own age whicli they have 
done for theirs. But it must ho the real language of men in 
general, and m^t that of any particular class to whoso society 
th(3 wi’itor happens to belojig. So miicli for wluit I have 
attempted : I need not 1)0 assured that success is a very different 
niattca’; particularly for one wdioso attention has but newly 
hccMi awakened t<) the stmly of dramatic literature. 

1 cndoavoure<l whilst at Home to observe siieli monuments of 
this story as might be accessible to a stranger. The portrait of 
Beatrice at the (kdoiiiia Palace is mo.st adinirable as a W’ork of 
art: it was taken by (hii<lo <luring her conlineTuent in prison, 
lint it is most interesting as a just rc]n*cscntat.i()ii of one of the 
loveliest spoeiinens of the wmrkui;uishi 2 > of Nature. There is a 
fixed and pale com 2 >osnro u 2 )on the features : she seems sad and 
i^triekell down in sjurit, yet the despair thus cxpres.sed is 
ll''liteiied hy the piitieneo of gentleness. Ib r head is hound 
'•'ith l^ 'd.s of white drai>ei'y, from which the yellow strings of her 
golden hair escape, and fall about her neck. The mouhling of 
h(jr face is exquisitely delicate ; tlio eye-brow’S are distinct jind 
arched; the li[)S have that 2>erinauent na'aniug of iiiiagination 
and sonsl])ility \vhicli suffering has not rejn'essed, and which it 
seems as if death scarcely could extir piish. Ibr loreht'ad is 
large and clear; her eyes, which we «ro tohl were remarkable 

An idea in Itiis spcocli v.is miirjifpsted by a sublime passafjo in 

“ K1 Purpfiitorio «U* San I’utripio," of (laldi-ron : the oiilv pla^iunsm wine ' 
I have intentionally coiniiiilted in the whr'.e piece. 
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for their vivacity, are swollen with weeping and lustreless, but 
beautifully tender and serene. In the whole mien there is a 
simplicity and dignit}’’ which, united with her ex<iuisite loveli- 
ness and dee]) sorrow, are inexpressibly pathetic. Beatrice 
Cenci appciu-s to have been one of those rare persons in whom 
energy and gentleness dwell together without destroying one 
another : her nature was simple and profound. The crimes .and 
miseries in which she w'as an actor and a sufferer, are as the 
mask and the mantle in 'which circumstances clotlied her for 
her impersonation on the scene of the workl. 

The Cenci Palace is of great extent ; and, though in part 
modernised, there yet remains a vast and gloomy i)ile of feudal 
architecture in the same state as during the (Ireadfiil scenes 
which arc the subject of this traged3^ Tlie palace is situated in 
an obscure corner of Rome, near the t^uarter of the Jews, and 
from the upper windows you see the immense ruins of Blount 
I’alatine, half hidden under their i>rofuse ovtu-growth of trees. 
There is a court in one ]>art of the palace (pcrliaps that in 
which Cenci built the cha]>el to St. Tlioinas), su]^ported by 
granite cohmms and adorned with anti<(ne friezes of line -vvoi'k- 
niaijsln']), and built up, nceordiiig to tlm nneient Jfaliaii fiisliion, 
with bale«iny ov(;r balcony of o])en work. One of the gates of 
the ])alace, formed of inimeiise stones, and leading through a 
passage daik an<l lofty, and opening into gloomy subterriineaii 
chaiiihcrs, struck mo partieuhu’ly. 

Of the Castle of Petrella, f <;ouhl o])lain tio furiluT infonna- 
tiou than tliut which is to ho found in the jnanuscript. 
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DRAMATIS PERSOX^E. 


CorsT Fhancfsco Cenci. Oksino, a Prelate. 

Giacomo, ) o \^\y¥A.\.x^ the Pope's TjCijafr. 

liERNAUOO. {■ GmMV.O. \ 

Caujonal Camitj-o. . Mauzio, j 

Anouka, iSVr»a»?^ to Cenct. 


Nobles f Judges f (rtmrdSf Sf rrants. 
Lui'Ketia, Wife of Ckni’i, and step-wothcr of his childrtn. 
Ueaxuice, his daughter. 


The Scr.NE lies primlpallg in Kowe, but changes during the Fourth Act 
to PetreUa^ a Castle atnong the Apulian Apennines. 


Time. — Duviiii' the Ponlificate of Clcuicnt Ylll. 


ACT r. 

ScKXE T . — An Apartment in the Ccnci Palace. 

JCnkr r<)TTXT Cenci and Carihnal Camillo. 

CaniWo. TJiaf. ni.ittcr of the imir<Icr is hu.sliod up 
fyoii coii‘<eufc to yield his Holiness 
Your fief tlijit lie- beyond the Pincian gnto.- - 
It ncciled all niy interest in tlic conclave 
To bend him to this point: he said that you 
Rouf^Ut perilous impuiiity with your fiohl ; 

That crimes like yours if once or twice compounded 
Enriched the Clinrcli, and respited from licll 
All erring soul wliicli might repent and live : 

But that the glory and the interest 

Of the high throne ho fills, little consist 

With milking it a daily mart of guilt 

S') manifold and liideoiis as the deeds 

Whieh you seavee liide from moil’s revolted eyes. 

Oene The third of my possessions — let it go ! 

Ay, I once hoard the nepliew of the Pope 
Had sent his architect to view the ground, 

Meaning to build a villa on my vines 

The next time 1 eonipoiiuded with his uncle : 

I little thought he should outwit me sc 1 
ITencefortli no witness — not the lamp shall see 
That which tlie vassal threatened to divulge, 

Whoso throat is choked witli dust for his reward. 

The deed ho saw could not have rated higher 
Than his most worthless life : — it augers me ! 
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Respited from Hell ! — So may the Devil 

Respite their souls from Heaven. No doubt Popo Clement, 

And liis most charitable uoi>he\vs, pKiy 

That the Apostle Peter and the saints 

Will grant for tlieir sake that I long enjoy 

Strength, wealth, and pride, and lust, and length of days 

Wherein to act the deeds which are the stewards 

Of their revenue. — Rut much yet remains 

To wliich they show no title. 

Camilh. Oh, Count Cenci ! 

So much that thou might st honourably live, 

And reconcile thyself with thine own heart 
And with thy Cod. and with the olfeudod world. 

How hideonsl v look deeds of lust and hlood 
Through, those snow-white and venerable bail's ! 

Your cbildreii slioiild be sitting round you now, 

P»ut tbat you fear to read upon tbeir looks 
The shame and misery you have written there. 

Where is your wife! Where is 3’our gentle daughter? 
Methinks her sweet looks, which make all things else 
Reanteous ami glad, might kill the fiend within 3'ou. 

Whjr is she barred from all society 

But her own strange and uncuin]daining wrongs ? 

Talk with me, Count, yon know I mean you well. 

I stood beside 3'our dark ami fiery 3'oiith, 

Watching its boltl and bad career, as men 
Watch meteors, but it vanished not — I marked 
Your desperate and remorseless manhood ; now 
Do 1 \>ehol<l 3^ou, in dishonoured ago. 

Charged with a thousand uiirepentcd crimes. 

Yet I have ever hoped you would amend, 

And in that hope have saved your life three times. 

Cr 9 ir/. Ff)!' which Ahlobnuidiuo owes 3'ou now 
My fief beyond the Pincian — Cardinal, 

One thing, I i)ray 3'ou, recollect henceforth. 

And so we shall converse with less restraint. 

A mau you kimw spoke of my wife and daughter, 

He was accustomed to frequent 1113' house; 

Ro tlie next da3’ /i/s wife and daughter came 
And asked if 1 liad se<m him ; and I smiled : 

I think they never saw him any more. 

Camilla. Tliou execrable mau, beware ! — 

Cenci. Of thcc ? 

Na3% this is idle We should know each other. 

As to 103" character for what men call crime, 

Seeing I please 1113" senses a.s I list. 

And vindii'iite that right with force or guile. 

It is a public matter, and I care not 
If I discuss it witli 3'()u. I may speak 
Alike to you and m3" own conscious heart ; 



THE CKNCI. 


For you give out that you have half reformed me, 
Therefore strong vauity will keep you silent 
If fear should not ; both will, I do not doubt. 

All men delight in sensual luxury, 

All men enjoy revenge ; and most exult 
Over the tortures they can never feel ; 
li'lattcring their secret i)eace with others’ pain. 

But 1 delight in nothing else. I love 
The sight of agony, and the sense of joy. 

When this shall be anoUiers, and that mine. 

And r have no remorse, and little fear, 

AVhich arc, I think, the checks of other men. 

This mood has grown upon me, until now 
Any design luy captious fancy makes 
The picture of its wish, and it forms none 
But such as men like yo\i would start to know. 

Is ;is my nat\iral food and rest debarred 
Until it be accomplished. 

Cam if hi. Art thou not 

Most miserable ? 

Otnei. Al’’hy miserable ? — 

No. 1 am wlnit your theologians call 
Hardened ; which they must he in impudence, 

So to revile a man’s peculiar taste. 

True, I was happier than I am, w'hilo yet 
Mnuhotid ivmaincd to act the thing 1 thought; 

AVhile lust was sweeter than revenge; and now 
Invention palls ; ay, we must all grow old : 

But tlnit there yet rt iiiaius a <leod to act 
Whose lioiTo?’ might make sharj) an apj)etite 
Duller than mine — I’d »lo, — I know not what. 

When I 'was young 1 thought of nothing else 
But pleasure ; and T fed on honey sweets ; 

Mon, hy St. 'riioiuas ! cannot live like bees, 

And I grew tired : yet, till I killed a foe, 

And heard bis gi «>aiis, and heard his children’s groans. 
Knew I not wbat delight was else on earth. 

Which now' delights me little. I the rather 
Look on .such paiig.s as tcrroi ill conceals ; 

Tile . ry, fi.xetl eyt! hall ; the pale, quivering lip. 

Which tell me that the spirit w’ceps within 
Tears bitterer than the bloody sweat of Clixist. 

T rarely kill the body, w'hii b preserves. 

Like a strong prison, the soul w'ithin my iiower, 
Wherein 1 feed it with the br» atli of ear 
For hourly pain. 

Camilfo. Hell’s most abaudnued Qcnd 

Did never, in the drunkenness of guilt, 

Speak to his heart as now you sp^^ak to ino, 

1 thank my God that I believe j on not. 
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^nlcr Anduea. 

Atnlrca. My lord, a gentleman from Salamanca 
Would speak with you. 

CcTwi. Hid him attend me in the gi’and saloon. [Kvlt Andri;.\. 
Cuanllo. Farewell ; and I will pray 
Almighty Ood that thy false impious words 
Tempt not his spirit to abandon thee. [ E.cU Camili.o, 

Cavci. The third of ijiy j^osscssions ! T must use 
Close husbandry, r.r gold, the old man’s sword, 

Falls from m}^ withered hand. Hut yesterday 
TIktc came an order from the Pope to make 
Fourfold provision for my cursed sons; 

Whom T have sent from Rome to Salamanca, 

Hoping some ac l b nt might cut them off; 

And meaning, if I could, to starve them there. 

I pray thee, Cod, srnd some quick death upon them ! 

Bernardo and my wife could not bo w^orsc 
If dead and damned then, as to Beatrice — 

[Kiookinr/ around him snsjacioush). 
I think they cannot hear me at that door ; 

What if they shouhl 1 And yet 1 need not speak, 

Thougli the heart triumphs with itself in words. 

0, thou most silent air, that shall not lu'ar 
WJiat now I think ! Thou, pavement, which I tread 
Towards h(‘r chainl)er, — lot your echoes talk 
Of my imperious step, scorning surprise, 

But not of my intent ! — Andrea ! 

Fnfcr Andrea. 

A9idrra. My lord! 

Oc7ic/. Hid Beatrice attend me in her chamber 
This evening : — no, at midnight, and alone. [Frcoaif. 


Scene II . — A Gardtn of the (knei Palace, 

Enter Beatrice and Orsino, as in conversation. 
Peah'kr. Pervert not truth, 

Orsiuo. You remember where we held 
That eonven-sation ; — -nay, we sec the si>ot 
Kven from this cypress ; — two long years are past 
Since, on an April midnight, umlorneath 
The moonlight-ruins of Mount Palatine, 

I did confess to you my secret mind. 

Orshio. You said you loved me then, 

Beatrice. You arc a priest : 

Speak to me not of love. 

Orsino. I may obtain 

The dispensation of the Pope to marry. 
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BcoaiiPG I am a priest, do you believe 
Your image, as the liiiiiter some struck deer. 

Follows ino not whether I wake or sleep ? 

Btatrice. As I have said, spenk to me not of love; 

Had you a disi)cnsation, 1 have not ; 

Nor will I leave this home of misery 

AVhilst iiiy j^oor Bernard, ami that gcmtle lady 

To wiioin J owe life, and tlicse virtuous thouglits. 

Must suffer what 1 still have strength to share. 

Alas, Orsino ! All the love that once 
J felt for you, is turned to bitter pain. 

Ours was a youthful contract, which 3*011 first 
Broke, by^ assuming vows no Tope will loose. 

And thus 1 love you still, but holily, 

Even as a sister or a spirit might ; 

Ami so 1 swear a cohl fidelity*. 

And it is well perhaps we shall not marry. 

You have a sH, etpiivocating vein 

That suits me not. — Ah, wretched that I am ! 

AVhci e shall T luni ’f Kven now you look on mo 
As jujU were not my friend, and as if j^ou 
Discovered that J thought so, with false smiles 
Making uiy true suspicion seem your wrong. 

All ! Vo, hirgivc me ; soivuw makes me seem 
So‘rnor than el.'C 1113” nature iniglit have been; 

.1 have a weight of mclanchol3’' thoughts, 

And they foiviio<lo, — but what can tliey forebode 
AV'^orse than 1 iiow endure ? 

Orsiuo. All will be well. 

Is the petition 3*et prepared ? You know 
My zeal for all 3a)u wi.^Ii, sweet Beatrice ; 

Doubt unt hut T will use m\^ utmost skill 
So that tlio I’ojie attend to 3*our complaint, 

/Witrirc. Your zeal for all 1 wish ?- Ah mo, 3mu are cold! 
Your utmost skill — speak but one Avord — {Aside.) Alas! 
Weak and deserted creature that I am, 

Mere J stand biikcriiig with my oiil3'’ fiicnd ! 

(To Oksixo.) Iliis iiiglit 1113’ fatlier gives a sumptuous feast, 
Dr, no; he has hearil some ha])p3’^ news 
From Salamanca, from m3»^ brolJiers there, 

And with this outward show of love he mocks 
His in\\ard liatV. ’Tis bohl hypocris3^ 

For he woiihl gladlier celebrate tlnnr deaths, 

^Vhieh 1 have lieard him pray for o'. his knees . 

Great God I that such a father sli ' -dd be mine! — 

But there is mighty preparacion made, 

And all our kin, the Oema, will bo there. 

And all the chief uoliility of Botxic. 

And lie has bidden me and m3' pale mother 
Attire ourselves in festival array. 
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Poor lady ! she oxpccta some happy change 
In Lis dark spirit from this act; I none. 

At supper I will give you the petitiou: 

Till when —farewell. 

Orsino. Farewell. \Fijctt Peathice. 

I know the Pope 

Will nG*er absolve me from my priestly vow 
But by absolving me from the revonuo 
Of many a wealtliy see ; and. Boat rice, 

I tliink to win thee at an easier rate. 

Nor shall he read her el«M|uoiit petition : 

He miglit bestow her on some ]>oor ivl.dioj: 

Of his sixth cousin, as ho did her sister. 

And I slioiild lie debarred from all a«‘eess. 

Then as to what she , suiters fr<»m her father. 

In all this there is nuieli exaggeration : 

Old men are testy, and ...T. have tlieir way ; 

A man may ."tab his enemy, or his vassal, 

And live a fj'ee life as to witui or women. 

And witli a peevish temper may i*<'tiirn 

To a dull home, and rate his wife an<l ehildrcn ; 

Daughters aicl wives eall this foul tyrajiny. 

I shall ho w'ell content, if on mv conscience 
There rest no luvivier sin th in what they siitlVr 
Frnia tlio devices of my love — A m-t 
From which '-Ikj shall oscap.. not. Vet I fear 
Her subtle mind, her aw'o-insjnriug gaze. 

Whose hoams nnatomise mo, nerv«5 l>y n m ve, 

And lay me bare, and make me hliish lo s(*e 
My hidden thought.s. — Al), no ! a frieiulless girl 
Wlio clmg.s lo mo, as to licr only ljf»pe 
I were a foi)!, not less than if a i>antlior 
Were panic-stiickeu by the antelope’s e^o. 

If she escape mo. j /ibvV. 


Scene III. — ^1 nwynifi^xiit Hull hi ihc Cinci l\ilan . 

A BavnuLd. Enter Cenci, Litmietia, liE-vTiircE, Orisi.vo, 
(jAillLl.O, .Nniuj.s. 

Ccncl. Welcome, my friemls ami kinsmen’; wolcomo ye. 
Princes and C ordinals. Pillars of tin* Church, 

Whose presence honours our festivity. 

I have too long live<l like an aiicliorito. 

And, in rny ab.-^ence from your merry mootings, 

An evil word is gone abroad of mo ; 

But I do hope tliat you, my uohle friends, 

When you have shared the entertainment here. 

And heard the pious cause for which ’tis given, 
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And wo have plcdj^od a health or two together, 

Will think 1110 ilosli and blood as well as you ; 

Sinful iudf od, for Adam made all so, 

But tondcr-lieartod, meek and pitiful. 

fhied. Ill truth, my lord, you seem too light of heart 
Too sprightly and companionable a iiiaii, 

To act the <leeds tliat rumour pins on you. \Tu his companion. 
I never saw sucdi blithe and oi>en cheer 
In any eye ! 

Second (itasf. Romo most ilesirod event, 

In which we all ilcmand a common jtiy, 
ll^is brouglit us hither; let us hear it, Count. 

Ctnrl. It is indee<l a most ile.sired event. 

[f. when a ])arent, from a parent’s heart, 

IJl'ts from tliis earth to the great Father of all 
A prayer, both when he lays him down to slco]), 

And when he rises u]) from dreaming it; 

One sii]>plicati()n, one desire, one hojic, 

^I'liat lie NNowld grant a wish for his two sons, 
lOvcii all I hilt lie demands in their regar<l — 

And suddenly, heyoinl liis dcare.st hop(‘, 

It is act omplisliod, he slmuhl then rejoice, 

And cull hi' friends and kinsmen to a feast, 

And ta.' k (hrii* love to grace his merriment, 

Tiieii honour me thus far -for 1 am lie. 

Bcutrlct. do /jfcntla). Great God ! how hovrihle ! Rom.* 
Must have lu faiivUi my brotlicr.s. 1 dreadful ill 

fjutnrtln. Fear not, child, 

He s]ie:iks too Iraukly. 

J}'a(rla\ All ! Aly bhiod runs cold. 

1 tear that .vickv..'i laughter round his eye, 

Which wrinkles up the skin even to the hair. 

('inrl. l[«',e :ire Ihe lettcr.s brought from Ralainauca; 
lleati'icc, read tlu'iu to your mother. God, 

I tliank thee ! In one night did.st thou perfonn, 
by ways iiiscriit;d»lo, the tiling 1 sought. 

Aly disobedient and rebellious sons 

Are dead ! -Wliy dead ! — What means this cliaiigc of cheer ‘ 
Vou : ear me nut, I tell you they arc dcavl ; 

A ml they will nccil no food or raiment more : 
fhe tapers that tlid light them the dark way 
Are 'wir last cost. The Foi*o, I think, wHI not 
Fxpect f should luaiiitaiu them in their collhis. 
hejoice with me - niy heart is wondrous glad. 

(TiiJ(’KKTiA sinh, half faintl HI f ; llEATlUCli: supports her.) 
Beatrice. It i.s not true! — l)e;ir lady, jiray look up. 

Had it been true, there is a God in Heaven, 

Ho would not live to boast of such a boon, 
buiiatural m.an, thou kuowest that it is false, 

Cmci, Ay, as the word of God ; whom hero I call 

s 2 
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To witness that I speak the sober truth : — 

And whose most favouring providence was shown 
Even in the manner of their deaths. For Rocco 
Was kneeling tat the mass, witli sixteen others. 

When the Church fell and crushed him to a mummy ; 

The rest escaped unhurt. Cristofano 
Wixs stabbed in error by a jealous man. 

Whilst she he loved was sleeping with his rival ; 

All in the self-same hour of tlie same night ; 

Wliich shows that Heaven has s]>ecial care of me. 

I beg those friends who love me, th il they mark 
I’he day a feast upon their caleiuhirs. 

It w’.aa the twenty -seventh of ])eccniher : 

Ay, read the letters if you doiiht iny oath. 

[The assfinblji u/>/)rnr.v eonfn/trd ; xcrerid oj the ones! a vise. 
First (huist. 0, horrible ! I will depart.— • 

Sreond Guest. Ami T. — 

Third. Gmst. No, stay I 

I do bolieve it is some jc.st ; though faith, 

’Tis mocking us somewJiat too .solomiily. 

I think his son has maiTied tlie Infuita, 

Or f()und a mine of gold in K1 Dorado : 

’Tis but to season some sucli news ; stay, stay ! 

I see ’tis oulj’ raillery b\ his smile. 

Cend {, filling a howl of wine, und Hftintj if uj>). 

Oh, tho\i bright wine, whose purple splendour lea} s 
And bubbles gaily in this golden bowl 
XTiidor the lamp-light, a.s my spirits do, 

'I’o hear the death of my accursed sons ! 

Could I believe thou wert their mingled blood, 

Then would 1 ta'^to thee like a sacrament, 

And jiledge with thee the mighty Devil in Hell ; 

Who, if a father's curscB, as men ^>ay. 

Climb with swift wings after their ehildron's souls, 

And drag them from the veiy thi one of Meaveii, 

Now triumphs in my t/imnph ! Ihit thou art 
Suyicrfluous ; I Inive dnmken deejuif j<jy, 

And [ will taste no other wine to-night. 

Here, Andrea ! Hear the bowl around. 

A Guest (7'i.sirtf/). Tliou wretch ! 

Will none among thisnoldo comj^any 
Check the aban<h3ned villain ? 

Camillo. I ’or Cod’s sake, 

Let mo <lismiss the guests ! You are insane, 

Some ill will come of tliis. 

Second Gunf. Seize, silence him ! 

First Guest. 1 will ! 

Third (hiest. And 1 ! 

Cemd {addresmnrf those who rise with a threateninr; r;(‘sturc). 
Who moves ? Who speaks ? \Turninfj to the comjitaiiy. 

’Tis nothing. 
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Enjoy yourselves. — Beware ! for my revenge 
Is as tlic soalo<l coiniiiissiou of a king, 

That kills, ami none dare naino the nmrderor- 

{ The Banquet is hraJeen up ; several of the. (xitesfs are departing, 
Beatrice. T do entreat you, go not, noble guests; 

What although tyranny and impious hate 
Stand sheltered by a father’s hoary hair ? 

What if ’tis he who (dothed us in tlicse limbs 
Who tortures thorn, and triumphs'? What, if Ave, 

The desolate and tlie dea<l, were his own flesh, 

11 is ehildren and his wife, whom he is bound 
To love and slid tor ? Shall wo therefore find 
Ko refuge in this mcreiloss wide vrorld? 

Oh, think what deep wrongs must have blotted out 
Eirst love, then reverence in a ehihl’s prone mind, 

^’ill it thus vampiihli sliame atnl fi^sir ! Oh, tliink ! 

I have borne much, and kissed the sacre<l hand 
Which crushed us t(j the tjarth, and thought its stroke 
Was pi rhapssoiue ]>aterual chastisement ! 

Have excused much, doubted; and when no ihuibt 
Remained, have sought by patience, love and tears. 

To sid’ten him ; and when this could not bo, 

1 have knelt down through the long sleepless nights. 

And lifted up to dod, the father of all. 

Passionate juayms: aud when these were not heard, 

I have ."till borne: -until 1 meet ^mii here, 

IVince:-' .ind biusmen, at this hidcon * fca.st 
(liven at mv brothers’ deaths. Two yet roTnain, 

Ills wife r"m.iiu.s a, ml 1, whom if ye save not, 

^ e may <000 .'.Imiv such merriment again 
A.s fath<. ''.s 11 . ik.! over their children’s giMVOs. 

Oh I Ih'inee Oohuitia, thou art our near kin-uiaii ; 

(Jardiual, tboc. art tiie Po])e.’s chamberiaiii; 

(lamillo, thou art ehief ju.sUeiary ; 

Take us away ! 

(\nci. xHc has hcf II conirrslng with CVvMlu.o during the first 
part of lit; xi'iik'k’s .N'pf.'/f// ; hr hr a r.s ike conclusion^ and now 
ad *a nets.'' 

1 liojie my good friends here 
Will thiidc of their own djicigliter.s- -or perlniiis 
Of their own throats -before they lend an car 
this wild girl. 

Ikatrice (nut notidug tin words of (\niri). 

Dare no one look on me ! 

None Jm.sw'er ? (^an one tyr.iiit overbear 
The sensi* of m.iny besi ami wisest men ? 

Or is it that I sue not ill SOT le form 
Of Rcrnpnlous laV", that ye ileiiy 1 y suit ? 

Oh, (led ! that I were bur.ed wi' i my brothers ! 

And that the flowers of this departed spring 
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Were nidiiig on my gmvo ! and tliat rny father 
AVere celebrating now one feast fn* all ! 

Camillo, A bitter wish for one so young and gentle ; 

Can we do nothing ? — 

Colonna. Nothing that I see. 

Count Cenci were a dang»Tous enemy : 

Yet I would second any one. 

A Cardhinl. And I. 

Cenci. Retire to your chamber, insolent girl ! 

Beatrice. Retire thou, impious man 1 Ay, hide thyself 
Where iiever eye can kK)k upon thee more ! 

AVouldst thou have honour and obedience, 

Who art a torturer ] Father, never rlreani, 

Though thou mayst overbear this company, 

Rut ill must come of ill. Frown not on me ! 

Haste, hide thyself, lest with avenging looks 
My brothers’ ghost" ^ ould hunt tlico from thy seat ! 

Cover th^*^ face from every living eye. 

And start if thou l»ut hoar a Iniman step ; 

Seek out some dark aii<l silent ci>rner, there, 

Bow thy white liead bef«)re olVondetl tioil. 

And wo will kneel a round, and fervently 
Pray that lie jnty both ourselves and thoo. 

Cenci. My friends, i dt) lament this insane girl 
Has spoilt the niiith of our festivity. 

Good night, farewell ; T will n(»t make you longer 
Spectators if our didl donie.^tie (piarrels. 

Another time.—' [B.rtnnf nH huf Cknci <i7td nKATiiTCK 

My brain i.s swiiuiuiug round ; 

Give ino a bowl of wine ! 

(7’o 15i;.vrKic:ia. Tliou jmintod vi]>er ! 

Beast tliat ilioii art ! F.»ir and yet terrible ! 

I know a ehann ^hall inakt* thee uie<-k and tame, 

Now' get tliee from my sight ! j /:.*•// Ib'-ATiin i:. 

Hero, Andrea, 

Fill up tliLS goblet with Greek wine. I "aiil 
I wouhl not drink tins evening, but f must; 

For, strange to say, 1 feel my spiiifs fail 

With thinking wliat 1 liave de<‘reed to do, [!)>'! /d in;/ the v'inr. 

Be thou tlie roolution of •{uick \ontli 

Witliin niy \eiiis, and manhoods purpo.se stern. 

And age’s firm, eohl, subtle villaiiv ; 

As if thou w’ert indeed my eldldi en’s blood 

Which I did thirst to dihik. Tin- ehai ni works well ; 

It must be done, it sliall be done, I swear ! I A’< 
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ACT II.' 

ScJ:^M^ T . — An Apartment in the Ctnci Palace. 

Enter Li.cuktia mul ]5krnard(). 

Lvcrctin. Woop not, iny bo}^ ; ho .stniok but me, 

Wlio have bonio tleopei* wrongs. In tmth, if ho 
?Ia«l kilhal ijio, ho liad done a kinder deed. 

Oh. < lod Abui^lity, do tliou look upon ii.s. 

We have no otlicr fruunl l)tit only thee ! 

Vet weep not ; tlion^'h 1 love you as iiiy own, 

I am not your true mother. 

Bernardo. Oh. more, more 

Thau over mother was to any ehild, 

'I’liat hiiv(‘ you been io me ! Jfad he not been 
My father, do y<ni think that I slionid weep 1 
Lacreila. Alasl poor boy, w’liat else eonldst thou imvc done! 

Eider l>r..\TiU(M:. 

Jteafrhr (in a hnrri<d voice). Did lie pa.ss tliis wa^^ \ Have yon 
seen hhn, bvotlior t 

Ah ! no, that is ids stc]> upon the stair- ; 

'Tis nearer now : Itis ham! is on the door: 

Motlier, if I t«> thee have ever beiMi 
A duteous ehild. u jw save ino ! riioii. irreat tb>l, 

Whoso im:i^^».‘ Ui'"ii earth a fatimr is, 

Do't thou indeed iihamlou me! Me conn's; 

Tlu! door is o) eiiin^; now ; 1 see bi-^ face ; 

He fnuvns on other.", ))ut he smih'^ on me, 

Hveri as he did aft<‘r the feast, l.ist uii^ht. \Eid(.r a Srrc int, 

Almighty (Jod, liow merciful thou art ! 

'i’is but 'Orsino’s servant. -Wt'll, what news I 

i<i:rr(iiit. My m.tster bids me r-ay, the Holy Kather 
Has s lit back your [edition tlms iinojiened. [Uirin^ a paper. 
And ho demand.< at what hour 'tweiv secure 
!I'o visit you aejain 

A. rtiia. At the Ave .Mary. [E.eit Srreant. 

daughter, our last hope has failed ; ah me. 

How ])ale you look ! you tremble, and you .stand 
M'ra])pe<l in some fixed ainl fearful me.<litation, 

As if one tho’i«.;ht wen^ over slroiii' for you : 

V our eyes have a chill ^hirc ; oh, dearest child ! 

Are yon gone mad ! If not, pray sjie .k to me. 

Beatrice. You .see 1 am not mad ; 1 sjieak to yon. 

Eucretiu. You talked of soiiiethiiig that your father did 
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After that dreadful feast 1 Could it be worse 
Than when he smiletl, and cried, IMy sons arc dead ! 

And every one looked in his neij^ld)our’s face 
To sec if others were as white as he I 
At the first word he spoke I felt the blood 
Kufeh to niy heart, and fell into a trance ; 

And when it past 1 sat all weak and wild ; 

Whilst you alone stood up, and with stroiij^ words 
Check’d his unnatural pn«le ; and I couhl sec 
The devil was rebuked that lives in him. 

Until this hour thus you have ever stood 
Between us and your father’s iii<^*»(ly wrath 
Like a protecting? presence ; your firm miml 
Has been our only refuge and dolencc : 

What can have thus subdued it '! What can now 
Have given you that cohl melancholy loi)k, 

Succeeding to your i.necustorncd fear ! 

Jkatrkc. What is it tluit you say \ 1 was just thinking 

'Twerc better not to struggle any more. 

Men, like my fixther, have i)eeu dark and Ifioody, 

Yet never — 0 ! before worse comes <»f it. 

'Twerc wise to die ; it ends in that at last. 

Liiortia. Oh, talk in>t so, dear child ! Tell me at on«.*e 
What did your father do or say to you i 
He stayed not after that accuiVAMl feast 
One moment in your chamher.-— Speak to me. 

Jin'jntnh. Oh, .sifter, sister, prithoo. speak to ud 
Ihatvh^c {nfiCaL'uty a rtf xfuti'f tf trith <t. j'o/rnl It wa" 

one word, mother, one little word ; 

One look, one smile. [Wildfu 

Ob! he has trampled me 
Under his feet, and made the hh»od stream down 
My pallid cheeks. And lie has given us all 
Ditch-water, and the Icver-slriekcn llesh 
Of buffaloes, aud had<' us cat or starve, 

And we have eaten. Ho has made inc look 
On my beloved Ijernardo, wiieii the rust 
Of Jjeavy chains has gangrened his sweet limbs. 

And 1 have never yet (.lespaired- hut now I 

What would 1 say I \ /kcovcriiifj hevddj. 

Ah! no, ’tis notliing new. 

The sufferings we all .sliare have made me wild : 

Ho only struck and cursed me as lie jai.'.t ; 

He saiil, lie looked, he did. lutthing at all 
Beyond his wont, yist it disorder*-d mo. 

Alasl I am forgetful of my duty, 

I should preserve my seieses for your saki;. 

Luerdia. Xay, Bcatriei; ; have courage, my sweet girl. 

If any one despairs it sliuuld he I, 

Who loved him once, ami now must li\e with him 
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Till God in pity call for him or me. 

b\)r you may, like your sister, fiiul some husband, 

And smile, years licnee, witli cliildrcn round your knees ; 

Whilst r, then dead, and all this hideous coil. 

Shall he reTiienibered only as a dream. 

Beatnec. I’alk not to mo, dear lady, of a liusbaud. 

Did you not nurse me when my mother died ! 

Did you not shield mo and that dearest boy ? 

And bad wo any other friend but you 
In infancy, witli gentle words and looks, 

To win our father not to murder us ? 

And sliall 1 now di'sert you ? May the ghost 
Of rny dead mother ple;nl against my .soul. 

If I jibaiidon her who lillcd the place 

Slie left, with more even than a mother’s love ! 

Bcrnurtlo. And I am of my sister’s niin<l. Indeed 
I would not leave you in this wretchedness, 

Kveii though the l*op»' shi>uld make me free to live 
Jp some blithe place, like others of myagt*, 

\Viih sports, and delicate footl, and the fresh air. 

Oil, never think tliat I will leave you, motherl 
Lncrcthi. My dear, dear children ! 

Btifcr (UiS'CT, sinUlciiljf. 

Cviv't, Wliat ! Boatviee here? 

Como liitl'.er’ [Sftc iihrin/cs hitc/i, and covers her face. 

Nay, hide not your fac -’ ’tis fair : 

L(-ok up! W'liv, ye.^teriiight you dared to look 
disoljcdiffit iiisoleiieo upon mo, 
lii inling a stc m ;uid an in<[uiring brow 
On wliat I nu.oil; whilst I then souglit to liide 
That which I came to tell you but in vain. 

Ih (drier { ci/df tf sfudil* rt'ffii tmrards fht door). Ob, that the 
earth w<iuhl gape! Hide mtj, nli (hxl! 

Cencl. Then it was [ whoso inarticulate w'ords 
lAill from my lip.s, who with tottering steps 
-Kletl fi'om your pre.-'Cneo. as you now from mine. 

Stay, 1 eoinmaiul you! From this «lay aiul hour 
Ne er again, 1 think, with fearless eye. 

And brow su])Oi*ior, and nnalttwed cbeek. 

And tliat li[) made for tenderness or scorn, 

SI U. thou strike dumb the meanest of mankind ; 

Me l(*:ist of all. Now get tliee to thy chamber. 

Thou too, loathed image of thy eur.sed luotUer, [7b Dkun'ardo. 
Thy milky, meek face makes me sick with hate I 

\B.rt'nnf Ib^A TUU K ((in! HkunaRDO. 
So mueli has p:i.s.-.ed betw<'en us as must make 
Me bold, her fearful. -’Tis a.n awfe thing 
To toueli such miseluof as t now ».4>neeive: 

So men sit shivering on the dewy bank 
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And try the cliill stream with their feet ; once in — 

How the delighted K])irit ]>ants for joy ! 

Lucrefia {advanci ntj fi mitlf tf towttnis him). Oh, Iiusband ! ]*ray 
forgive poor Beatrice, 

She meant not any ill. 

Ctiici. Nor yon ]ierliaps'! 

Nor that yonng imp, whom you have taught by roto 
Parricide with his alphabet i Nov (liacoino?' 

Nor those two most unnatural sons, who stirred 
Enmity up against me with the I’ope ? 

Whom in one night merciful (lo<l cut oil': 

Innocent lambs ! They thought not any ill. 

You were not here conspii-iug ( you sai<l nothing 
Of liow 1 might ho dungeoiual as a madman ; 

Or bo i-ondenined to death fur some' <»lleni*e, 

And you would b** the witnesses! - -This tailing, 

How’ just it were ti> \‘ir assassins, or 
Put sudiloii poisini in my evening drink ? 

Or , iJiot.her me wlion overeonu* by vvim* '^ 

Seeing W’o had no other judge but (lod, 

And he had senteneed me. ainl there wei’e none 
But you to be tlie e.xccntioners 
Of bis decree enregistcivd in heaven t 
Oil, no ! You said not thi‘4! 

LurrJia. So ln*l[) me (Ind, 

1 never thought the things you charge me withl 
Cmn. Jf you <lare s]M‘ak that wiek.e<l lie again, 

I'll kill you. W'hat ! it was not hy ynur cniins('l 
That Beatrice disliirlu-d the feast hi'^t niglitl 
Y^ou did not hope to stir some enemies 
Against me, and escape, and laugli to scorn 
Wliat every nerve of y(»n n«»w tremhles at! 

You jiuiged tJiat men were holder th:m lliey are; 

Few' flai e to stand between tlieir grave and me. 

Lurntia. Jjook not st) dr*^a<lfu]ly I By my salvation 
I knew not auglit tliat l’<*atiii-e <b*'igned; 

Nor do I tliink she dc.^igried any thing 
Until she lieard you talk of her (lead hiothers. 

Cenci. Bla.splieming liar I Yon are damne<l for this I 
But I will tak(.‘ you wher*,* you may ]l••l•suade 
The stones y<ai tread <iii to ileliver you ; 

For men sliall ther<j he iioiu; hut tlm.-t; who dare 
All things; not riuostion that wdiieh 1 command. 

Oil Wednesday next 1 .shall set imt; y<<u kimw 
I’liat savage najk, tlu? (Jaslle of Pefreha' 

I'is sale!}’ walled, and moated round alMiut : 

Its dungeons under gi’ound, and its thick t«)\vers 
Never told tales; tliongh they have lieard ami seen 
VVliat might make <lunii> things speak. Wliy <lo ymi linger? 
Make speediest x»reiiaralion for the journey ! [ hJ.eit Lucki-.Ti'A. 
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Tlifl all-bcliolding snn yet slnncs; I hear 
A busy Ktir of men al)out the stroctH; 

T see the bright wky thi*oiigli the window panes : 

It 13 .t garisli, broad, and peering day ; 

Loud, liglit, sir^pieions, full of ej'es and cars; 

And every little corner, nook, and bole. 

Is penetrated with the insolent light. 

Come, darkness ! Yet, what is the day to me ? 

And wherofnre should I wish for night, wdio do 
A d<?etl which shall confound both night and day ^ 

’Tis she .-.I'.ill grope through a bevvihlering mist 
Of horivii- ; if there be a sun in heaven, 

Slie sliall not dare to look upon its beams; 

\«))‘ fc‘ol its warmth. Let lier, then, wish for night; 

The act I tliink shall soon oxtingnisli all 
Imu* me ; I bear a darker, deadlier gloom 
'Phan the earth's shade, or iulerlimar air, 

Or eonstellations <|uenchcd in murkiest cloud, 

In wldeh I walk secure and unlieheld 

Towards my purpose. — Would tliat it were tlonc ! 1 A. 


ScKNK If. A CItmuher hi the Vitflcmi. 

J'Jrti.)' ninl (liAcoMo, in rovvt;rs(iitou. 

('iinilJlo. Tht‘i-e is an obsolete and d aibtfnl law, 

P>y \'^bieh } ou ur' ht obtain a )>are provision 
Ur food and clothing. 

O'liiconuh A'othing more 1 Alas! 

bare must be ihe provision wbieh strict law 
Awards, ami agetl sullen avarice pays. 

^^’hy did my father Hot a]'j»reutiee mo 
To some mechanic tra<lc t \ should have then 
l*e('ii trained in no high-born neeessitie.s 
AVhich I could meet not by my <laily toil. 

Phi: eldest son of a rich nobleman 
Is heir to all his ineapaeitit's ; 

Ho h,cs wide wants, and narrow’^ powers. If you, 

L’ai'diiial Lamillo. were reduced at once 

Ki’om til rice-driven beils i)rtlown, and tlelieata food. 

An , imlivd servants, and siv palaces. 

To that which natun? doth indeml ivipiiiv ? — 

(■•unil/tj. Nay, tliere is reason in your ]»loa; Hwero hard. 
(h(u:oj/o. ’'Pis l»ard fora tirm man to bear: but 1 
ifave a dear wile, a lady of high birth. 

Hhose dowry in ill hour 1 leni. my lathiir 
AVithout a bond or witness to the dc d : 

Ami clnhlrcu, who inherit her iim* seiiso.s, 

Ihe fairest crouturea io this breathing worUl ; 
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Ami she and tlicy reproach me not. (Jardiiuil, 

Do you not tliink the Pope would interp«>sc 
And stretch autliority beyond tlio law i 

Cauiillo. Though your peculiar case is hard, I know 
The I'ope will not <liveit the course of law. 

After that iinpioiis fe.ist tliooMier iiiglit 
I spoke with him, and urged him then to elieck 
Your fathers cruel hand; he frowned, and said, 

Children are disobedient, and they sting 
Their fathers’ hearts to madness and despair, 

Jiequiting years of care with contumely. 

I pity the Count Ceiici from iny heart ; 

His outraged love perhaps awakened hate, 

And thus he is exaR]:>erate<l to ill. 

In tlic groat war between the old and \onng, 

1, who liave white hairs and a tottering b<xly, 

AVill keep at least Luinieless neutralit\\" [/iiiti r Orsino 

You, my gfioil lord Orsino, heard those words. 

Omhio. What words ? 

Glaco/ti'K Alas, repeat them not again ' 

There then is no redress for me; at lea.'^t 
None but tliat whicli I may acliieve myself, 

Since J am driven to the brink. But, say, 

My innocent lister and my only brolber 
Are dying uiidei’iieath my father’s (‘ye. 

The meinorablo torturers of this laud, 

Caleaz Visconti, Borgia, Kzzelin, 

N(wer inllieted on their meanest slave 
What these endure ; sliall they have no protectimi I 
Camilla. Wliy, if they would petition to tlic Pope, 

I see not liow he couhl refuse it- y<it 
H(i holds it of nio‘<t dangerous example 
In aiiglit to weaken the paternal jM»wei-, 

Being, as ’twc.-rc, tlje shadow of his own. 

I pray you now excuse mo. I liavu bnsiiicss 
That will not l)ear delay. [Cxil 

(iiaronio. But you, Orsino, 

Have the jxdition ; wherefore not ju vsent it ! 

Orsino. I have jirosciittal it, niul back»*d it with 
My earnest ju’aycrs, and urgent inicrest : 

It was ri'turned unanswt;re<l. I (h»ul»t md, 

But that tlie strange and (execrable deeds 
Alleged in it - in truth they miglit well bailie 
Any belief — liave turned tlie Popifs displ('asu^^ 

U])on the accusers from the eriieinal : 

So I sbouM gu(;ss from what Camilio said. 

GiacniiU). My friend, that palace-walking d^^vil, (ioM, 

Has wliispeied silence to his Holines.s : 

And we are left, as scorpions riiigfd uith fire. 

What should w(i do hut strike ourselves to deatli ! 



THE CENGI. 


269 


For ho who is our murdorous persecutor 
Is shielded by a fathers holy name, 

Or I would — [SfopsoMrwpthj. 

Orsnto. What 1 Fejir not to speak your thought. 

Words are ])ut holy as the deeds they cover : 

A 2 >riest wlio has forsworn the (lod he servos; 

A judge who makes the truth weep at liis dccj'ce ; 

\ friend who should \veave counsel, ius I now, 

Rut as ihe mantle of some selfish guile ; 

A father who is all a tyrant seems, 

Were the prol'aner for his sacred name. 

iiiacomo. Ask me not what 1 think ; the unwilling brain 
Feigns often what it w'ould not ; and we trust 
Imagination with such ])hantasic's 
As the tongue dares nr>i f:i'-luoii into worths ; 

Which Iiave no words, their ln>rror makes tliem dim 
To the mind’s eye. My Jieart denies itself 
'I’o think what you demand. 

Orahio. ]»ut a friend’s bosom 

Is as the inmost cave of our own mind, 

Whiire wo sit shut from the wide gaze of day. 

And frcoii tlie all-cttinmunicaliiig air. 

You look what I susiiectcd- - 

'/i((no/no. Span) me now ! 

1 am as one lost in a mitlnight wootl, 

AVho dares not ask some harmless 2 )asscnger 
The [tath across the wilderness, lest he, 

As my thoughts aie, shotild he a murderer. 

I ki!()W you arc niy frieml, and all J <larc 
S^jeak to my stml tliat will 1 trust with thci'. 

Rut now my heart is heavy, ami would take 
Jjtjne counsel from a iiiglit of sleejdess care. 

Pardon me, that I say farewell — farewell ! 

1 would that to my own suspeeteil self 
T ef)uld address a word so full of iicace. 

OrAuio. Farewvll ! He yi)ur thoughts better or more bold. 

1 had di.sp<'sed the (’ardiual Camillo [Aa/I Giacomo. 

To fi«ed his hope witli cold encouragement: 

It foriimately serves my close designs 
That 'tis a trick of this same family 
To a,naly8e their own and other minds. 

Slid, self anatomy .shall teaeh the will 
Hangerous secrets : for it tempts our poivors, 

Knowing what must be thouglit. and may be done, 

Into the <l(*pth of darkest purposes : 

So (Jenci fell into the pit; oven 1, 

Cilice Heatriee nnveilcil me to myself. 

^»d made me shrink from \vliat I ra.inot shun, 
hhow a j)our figure to my ov\.i esteem, 

1 o which 1 grow half i ecuiicilcd. I’ll do 
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As little* iiiisdiiof aa T cnii ; that thought 

Shall fee the accuser eonseieucc. [^Aftcr a paiLic. 

Now what harm 

If Ceiiei shoTihl be murdered ? — Yet, if murdered, 

AN’lierefore by me? And wliat if I could take 
The ])rorit, yet omit the sin and peril 
In such an action ? Of all oarllily things 
I fear a man whose blows fmts])t*ed his words ; 

And such isCenei : and while tk-iici lives 
,His daughtei’s dowry were a secret grave 
If a priest wins her. — Oh, fair Beairn'o ! 

Would tliat T loved thee md, or, loving thee. 

Could hut des])iso danger, and g«)hl, and all 
That frowns betwetm my wish and its effect, 

Or smiles beyond it ! There is no e.scape : 

Her bright form kneels be.^ide mo at the altai, 

Anil follows mo to tlu3 resort of men, 

And fills my slumber witli tumultuous tlream.-. 

»So when I nakc my blood seems li(|uid lire ; 

And if 1 sti'ikc my damp and di/./y heail, 

My hot palm .si'oivhes it : her very name, 

But spoken by a strangiT, makes my heart 
Sicken and pant; and thu.x improDlahly 
J (‘lasp the phantoni of imfelt didighls, 

Till weak imagination half possesses 
The self created shadow. Vet much longer 
AVill 1 not nurse this life of feverous hours ; 

From the uni’avclled hopes of (liacomo 
I must work out my own <lear pui*])o,scs. 

I see, as from a tower, the end of all : 

Her father di-ail ; her hrotlier bound to me 
By a dark seciot, surer than the grave; 

Her motht'j’ scared and iii)ox]>ostulating 
From the dread manner i^f her wi.-nh acliicved : 

And .she ! — Unco more take courage, my faint heart ; 

What dares a fricndli .ss iiiai<leii matched with thee ' 

I Iiavc sindi rHre>ight as a>siires succhjss; 

Some uiibelicld divijiity doth cvit. 

When dread evemts are lU'ar, .stir up men’s minds 
To black suggestions; and be prospers best, 

Not who becomes tin; instrument <>f ill, 

But wlio can flatter the dark spirit, that makes 
Its empii’O and its prey of other hearts, 

Till it become his .slave— a.s 1 will do. j A’ovt 
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ACT in. 

Scb:NK \,--Aii A part mat t hi the Ctnci Palace. 

Lirciij'.TLx ; to her cuter Bmatiuck {she enters slapfjering, and 
rpcahn id Idly.) • 

Jkatricr. Hoacli mo tluit haiulkerohiof ! — My lii'jnu id hurt 
My c*y<^s nvo lull of I'lood ; just wipe theui lor me — 

1 see but indistiiietly. — 

Liicretlff. My sweet eliibl, 

You have no wouiul ; ’i.is only a eobl dew 
Tliai siaitd from yuui* dear brow. — Alas ! Alas ! 

M’liat lias liefalleii # 

lieutrlce. IFow eoiiies this hair undone 

Its vvandei strinirs must be wbat liliiid mu so, 

And y“t 1 lied it fast, O, liorrible ! 

Tlic ])avemeiit sinks under iny foot ! d’lie walls 
Spill round ! I s< e a woman weeping tben^, 
nd stainling ealm and motionl«‘Ss, whilst 1 
Slide L-iddilv as tln^ worbl reels.- My (loil ! 

The lioautil’ul blue In'avoii is Heeked v itii )>b>od ! 

TIu' siinsbim o i the llotu* is black ! 'I'lio air 
Is changed l<» v'«ii «»ur,s sueli as the dead l>reatbo 
In eharii«.‘l-j»its ! Jkili ! i am choked ! dMiere creeps 
A clinging, black, contaminating mist 
About me — 'lis sub^itantial, heavy, thick; 

I eaniKJl })luck it fnnn mo, for it glues 
My liiigers and my limbs to one another. 

And eats into my sinews, and dissolves 

My flesh to a pollution, ])«)isoiiing 

The subtle, pnrv\ and iniinisl spirit of life ! 

My God ! 1 never knew wliat the mad felt 

lleforo ; for I am mad beyond all doidit ! {.More w'ddhj. 

No, i am dead ! These putrefying limbs 
Shut round and sepulebro the jianting soul, 

M'liieb would burst forth into the wandering air I [d pami. 
Wl. t hideous thought was that I had even now ' 

'Tis gone ; and yet its burthen remains hero 
Ocr these dull eyes — upon thi.s w'oary heart ! 

O, world ! O, life ! 0, day ! (), misery ! 

hucretia. What ails thee, my p4)or ehild \ She answers not 
Her spirit apprehends the sense of min, 

Hut not its cause ; suffering has dri d away 
The source from wluidi it s^^iiaiug. — 

Beatrice (frantical! j). Like Parricide— 
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Misery lias killed its father : yet its father 
Never like miuc — 0, Clod ! AVhat thing am I ? 

Lucrctia. My dearest cliild, what lias your father done 1 
Jkafrice {(hmht fully). AVho art thou, qiiostioucr ? I have no 
fatlier. [^Asidc. 

She is the madhouse nurse who tends on me, 

It is a piteous ofliec. \To Luouktia, in a slow, subdued voice. 
Do you know, 

I thought I was Unit wretch e<l Ih'a trice 
.Men sjicak of, wlioin her father sonictimos lialcs 
From hall to hall by tlie entangled hair; 

At others, pens up naked in damp cells 
AVhere scaly reptiles ciawl, and starves her there, 

Till she will eat strange llesh. This Avoful story 
So did I overact in my sick <lreams, 

That 1 imagined - ■'/>, it cannot he ! 

Horrible things have been in this wild world, 

I'rodigious mixtures, and eonftiMons strange 
Of good and ill ; ami worse Jiave hoen eoneeiveil 
Thau ever there was foim<! a heart to do. 

Hut never fancy image<l such a dee<l 

As — \P<(nsiS^ .suddenly recolledin/f hcrsudf, 

AVlio art thoir^ fSwear to me, ere 1 die 
AVith fearful expectation, that iiuleeil 
Thou art not what tliou seciiiest — Alother ! 

Lnet'ci’m. (jh I Aly sweet child, know you— - 
Ikatricc. A’et speak it not : 

For then if this he truth, that other too 
Must be a truth, a firm enduring truth, 

Linked Avith ench lasting eireuinstaiiee of life, 

Never to change, iiijver to pass away. 

AVliy so it is. This is the Cenci Palace; 

Thou art Lucretia \ I am Heatrice. 

I liaA'o talkeil some Avild words, hut will no more. 

Mother, conn; near me : from this jmint of time, 

1 am — [//rr ra/Ve dies away folufly. 

Lua'dia. Alas ! Avhat has bef.ilhm thee, child ! 

AVhat has thy fatlicr done? 

Jhatrlcr. AVhat haA'c I donel 

Am 1 not innocent ? Is it my crime 
That one Avith Avhite hair, and im^ierions broAV, 

AVdio tortured me from my forgoUcii years, 

As parents only dai’e, sliould call him.self 
My fatheu*, yet slnmhl he ! Oli, what am I ? 

AVhat name, wh.-it ])l!ice, what memory slitill he mine? 

AV'hat retrospects, outliving even ilespair ? 

Lucretia. He is a violent tyrant, surely, child ; 

AA'’e knowtlnit deatli alone can make ns free ; 

Hia death or ours. Ihit what can he have done 
Of deadlier outrage or AA'orse injury 1 
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Thou art unlike thyself ; thine eyes shoot forth 
A wandering and strange spirit. Speak to me, 

Unlock those pallid hands whose fingers twine 
With one another. 

Jkatrke. ’Tisthe restless life 

Tortured within them. If I try to speak 
I shall go mad. Ay, something must bo done ; 

What, yet 1 know not — something which shall make 
The thing that I have suffered but a shadow 
In the dread lightning which avenges it ; 

Ilricf, rapid, irreversible, destroying 
The coiisc(piencc of what it cannot cure. 

Some sucli thing is to be endured or done : 

When I know wliat, I shall bo still and calm, 

And never anything will move me more. 

But now !— Oh bh)od, which art my father’s blood, 
Circling through these contaminated veins, 

If thou, poured forth on the polluted earth, 

Could wash away the crime, jviid pimishmcnt 
By which I suffer — no, that cannot be ! 

Many might <loubt tlun’o were a God above 
Who sees and pt?rmit.s evil, and so die : 

That faith no agony shall obscure in me. 

Liu redii. It must indeed have been some bitter wrong 
Yet what, 1 dare not guess. Oh { my lost child. 

Hide not in proud imi>cuetrablc grief 
Thy sulVcrings from my fear. 

Ikatrlcc, I hiile them not. 

What are the words W’hicli you would have me speak ? 

I, who can feign no image in my mind 
Of that which has transformed me. I, whose thought 
Is like a ghost shrouded and folded up 
In its own f »rmloss horror. Of all words, 

That minister to mortal intercourse. 

Which wouldst timu hear \ For there is none to tell 
My misery : if another ever knew 
Aught like to it, slic died as I will die, 

And left it, as 1 must, w ithout a name. 

Desi'h ! Death ! Our law and our religion call thee 
A punishment and a reward. Oh, which 
Have I descrvetl i 

^uci'ctia. The peace of innocence ; 

Till in your seasou yoa be callo<l to heavcTi. 

Whate’er you may have suffered, you have done 
I'To evil Dcatli must be the punishment 
Of crime, or the leward of trampling down 
The tliorjjs which Go<l has strewed upon the path 
Which leads to immortality, 

Beatrice. Ay, death — 

The punishment of crime. I pray thee, God, 
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Let me not bo bewildered while I judge. 

If I must live day after day, aud keep 

These limbs, the unworthy temple of thy spirit. 

Ah a foul den from which what thou abhorrest 
May moi;k thee, unavenged — it shall not be 1 
Self-unirder — no that might be no esciij)e, 

P'or thy decree yawns like a Hell between 
Our will and it. — Oh ! in this mortal world 
There is no vindication and no law, 

Which C!in a<l judge ami execute the doom 
Of that through which I STittci . 

Enli'v Ohs I NO. 

(She approaclaa liiin .Wc/ww/y-) Wclc,ome, Friend ! 

I have to tell yo\i that, since last we met, 

I have endured a wrong so great and strange, 

That iicitlur life nor <le:iih can give me rest. 

Ask me not w hat it is, for there arc deeds 
Which have no form, suHcrings which have no tongue. 
O/'s/zoa And what is he w'ho has tl»us injured y«>u t 
Bmtrkc. The man they call my father : a dread name. 
Or.'iintt. ft cannot bo — 

Jicatrkr. What it can be, or not, 

Forbear to think. It is, and it has been ; 

Advise me how it «hall not b(j again. 

I thought to <Iio ; but a religions aw'c 
I{e.strain.s me, and tb(‘ drca<l lest death itself 
ISliglit bo no refuge from the consciousness 
Of what is yet nnoxpiated. (,)h, .speak ! 

Orsino. .A ccu.se him of the deed, and let the law 
Avenge thee, 

Jiu(ft‘k:e. Oh, icc-licart<*d <^onnscllor ! 

If 1 could find a wonl that might make known 
The crime of my destroyer; and that done, 

My tongue shonM like a knife tear out the secret 
Wliieh cankers my heart’s core; ay, la}'^ all bare. 

So that my unp<»llnted fame sho\il<l be 
AVitli vilest go.'<si[)s a stale mouthed story; 

A mock, a by-wor<l, an astoiii.shnient : — 

If this werii done, \vl)ich never .shall be dom*, 

Think of the oHl‘inler’.s gold, bi.s dreade<l liate, 

And the strange horror of the aecusei's tale, 

Batiling belief, and overpiuvering speech; 

Scarce wlji.'Jpi'ied, unimaginablo, wr.ipt 
In hideous hints- Oh, mo.-t assured redress ! 

Omiiio. You will endure it then ! 

Beatrice. EiiJiu’c ! — Orsino, 

It sceuw your counsel i.s .small profit. 

[T arm from, him, aud speaks half to hersdj. 
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All must bo suddenly resolved and done. 

Wliat is this undistinfjfuisbablo mist 

Of thoughts, which rise, like shadow after shadow. 

Darkening each other! 

Omino. Should the offender live? 

Triunii»li in his mis<lcod! and make, by use, 

His crime, wliate’or it is, dreadful no doubt, 

Thine element ; until thou mayest become 
Utterly lost ; subdued even to the hue 
Of that whicli tliou jiormittest t 

JictUricti {to licrii(ff). Mighty death ! 

Tliou double-visaged shadow ? Only judge ! 
llightfullest arbiter ! [5Ac retina, absorbed in thought. 

Lnentia. If the lightning 

Of ( Jod lias e’er dosccmhul to avenge — 

Oraiiio. Jllasjihoiiio not ! His high 2>rovidcnce commits 
Its glory nil tliis earth, and their own wrongs 
Tut?) the hands of men ; if they neglect 
To imnisli crime - - 

hnrntitt. Hut if one, like this wretch, 

Should mock, with gold, opinion, law, and jiower ' 

If there lu‘ no aj'ii^eal to that whicli makes 
The guiltiest tremble ! If, because our wrongs, 

Tor tint ibevare unnatural, strange, ami monstrous, 
Kxcced all measure of belief ' OIi, Ootl ! 

If, for the very reasons which should make 
hedress ni<»sl swift ajid sure, our injuror triumphs ! 

And we, the viclbiis, Ix'ar worse juinishment 
Til. Ill that aji[.omted for their torturer ! 

(ir^ti'/io. Think not 

Hut that tluuvi is redres.s where there is wrong. 

So wo be bold ciiougli to seize it. 

/jiLa’ctia. How' 1 

If 1 1 lore were any way to make all sure, 

I know m.t - but I tliink it might be good 
To — 

^ Orsiito. AVliy, his late outrage to Heatrico ; 

For it is such, as I hnt faintly guess. 

As makes remorse dishonour, and leaves her 
Ijnly one duty, liow she may avenge: 

^ou, hut one refuge from ills ill eudured ; 

Me, ut one coinifscl — 

hucrefia. For w'e cannot ho}>e 

That aid, or retributiou, or resource 
Will arise thcuce, where evciy other one 
Miglit find them Avith less need. [EeatUICE advances. 

Orshw. Then — 

Beatrice. Heaco, Or-^ino ’ 

And, honoured l^ady, while 1 s^ieak, I pray, 
lliat you 2>ut off, as gaimeiits overworn, 
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Forbearance and respect, remorse and fear. 

And all the fit restraints of daily life. 

Which have been borne from childhood, but which now 
Would be a mockery to my holier pica. 

As I have said, I have endured a wrong, 

Which, though it be expressionless, is such 
As asks atonement, both for what is past. 

And lost T be reserved, day after day, 

To load with crimes an oVorburthenod soul. 

And bo — what ye can dream not. 1 have prayed 
To God, and 1 have talked with my own heart. 

And have unravelled my entangled will, 

And have at length determined what is right. 

Art thou my friend, Onsino '? False <jr true ? 

Pledge thy salvation cre I speak. 

Orsino. 1 swear 

'Po dedicate my cunning, and my strength, 

My silence, .and w'hatever else is mine. 

To thy com mauds. 

Lncretia. You think we should devise 

His death ? 

Beatrice, And execute wdiat is devised, 

And suddenly. We must be brief and buhl. 

Orsino. And yet most cautious. 

lAicretia, For the jealous laws 

Would punisli us with death and infamy 
For that wliich it became themselves to do. 

Beatrice, lie cautious as ye may, but prum])t. Orsiuo, 
What are the means ] 

Orsiuo. I know two dull, fierce outlaw^s, 

Wlio think man’s sy>irit as a worm’s, and they 
Wouhl trample out, for any .slight caprice. 

The meanest or the noblest life, ITiis mood 
Is marketable here in Koine. They .sell 
What wo now want. 

Ijucrdia. To-inoj’row, befm*c dawn, 

Cenci will take us to that lonely ri»ek, 

Petrclla, in the Apulian Apennines. 

If he arrive there — 

Jicatrice. He must not arrive. 

Orsino. Will it be dark before you reach the tower? 

Luerttia. The sun will scarce be set. 

Beatrice. But I remember 

Two miles on this side of the f<»rt, the road 
Crosses a <lecp ravine ; *ti.s rougli and narrow, 

And winds with short turns down the precipice ; 

And in its depth there is a mighty rock, 

Whicli has, from unimaginable years. 

Sustained itself with terror and witli toil 
Over a gulf, and with the agony 
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AVith which it clings seems slowly coining down ; 

Even as a wretched soul hour after hour 
Clings to the mass of life ; yet, clinging, leans ; 

And, leaning, makes more dark the dread abyss 
In which it fears to fall : beneath this crag 
Hugo as despair, as if in weariness, 

The melancholy mountain yawns — below. 

You hear but see not an impetuous torrent 
llaging among the caverns, an<l a bridge 
Crosstis the chasm ; and high above there grow, 

With intersecting trunks, from crag to crag. 

Cedars, and yews, and pines ; whose tangled hair 
Is matted in one solid roof of shade 
Ily the dark ivy’s twine. At noon-day hero 
'Tis twilight, and at sunset blackest night. 

Orsino. Before you roach that bridge make some excuse 
For siJurring on your mules, or loitering 
Until — 

Ucairif'e. What sound is that? 

Lvcnlla. Hark ! >io, it cannot be a servant’s step ; 

It must be Cenci, unexpectedly 

Ueturned — Make some excuse for being here. 

Ikatvhx (/o OnsiNo na ahv. out). That step we hear a2»i)roach 
must never pass 
The bridge of which we spoke. 

{Ejctunt Ll'Ckf.tia and Beatrtck. 
Orsino. What shall 1 do ? 

Cenci must find me here, and T must bear 
The inlpcri(Ul^ inquisition of his looks 
As to what bre ight mo hither : let nio mask 
Mine own in sijine inane and vacant smile. 

Eiif-cr Giacomo, in a hurried manner. 

How ! Have jmu ventured thither I know you then 
That Cenci is from home ? 

(riaeomo. I sought him here ; 

Aud now must Mait till he returns. 

Orsino, Gi'eat God ! 

Weigh you the danger of this rashness ? 

Giacomo. ‘ Ay ! 

l)c. s my ileslroyor know hi:' danger ? AVe 
Arc now no more, as once, parent aud child, 

But man to man ; the oppressor to the oppressed ; 

The slanderer to tlio slandered ; foe to foe. 

He has cast Nature olf, which wjis his shield, 

And Nature costs him oil* who is h*'r shame ; 

And I spurn both. Is it a fotlier’s hroat 
AVhich 1 will shake ] aud s: y, I ask not gold ; 

I .'isk uotliappy ycai ; nor inomoj ioa 
Of traiKpiil childhood ; nor homc-»lielterod love ; 
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Though all these hast thou tom from me, and more 
But only my fiiir fame; only one hoard 
Of peace, which I thought hidden from thy liate, 

Under the penury heaped on me by thee ; 

Or I will — God can understand and pardon, 

Why should I speak with man 'i 

Orsino. Be calm, dear friend. 

Giacomo. Well, I will calmly tell you what he did. 
This old Francesco (>enci, as you know. 

Borrowed the dowry of my wife from mo. 

And then denied the loan ; and left me so 
In poverty, the which I sought to mend 
By holding a poor office in the state. 

It had been promised to me, and already 
I bought now clothing for my iiiggod babes, 

And my w'ifo smiled ; and my hcfirt know repose ; 
When Cenci’s intercession, as I found. 

Conferred this office on a wretch, whom thus 
He paid for vilest sm-vieo. I returned 
With this ill nows, an<l w'e sato sad together 
Solacing our despondency wdth tears 
Of such .affoction an<l unbroken faith 
Astcnip'cr life’s wor-^t bitterness ; when he, 

As be is w^ont, came to )ipbrai«l and eui se, 

Mocking our poverty, and telling ns 
Such was God's scourge for disolxMlient sons. 

And then, that I might strike him dumb with sbamo, 

I spoke of my wife’s dowTy ; but ho coined 
A brief yet .specious talc, how'^ 1 had wasted 
The .sum in .sticret riot ; an<l he saw' 

My wife was t<mchc<l, and he w'ciit smiling forth. 

And when 1 knew the impression he liad made, 

And felt my wife insult with .silent .scorn 
My ardent truth, and h»ok aveivo and cold, 

I went forth too ; Imt soon rcturiUMl again : 

Yet not so soon but that my wife ha<l tanglit 
My children her har.sh thoughts, an<l they nil cried. 

Give U.S elothe.s, father ! Give ns hotter food ! 

What you in one night .srinamh'r were cnoiigli 
For months I ” I looked ami saw that lunue w'as lu ll. 
And to that hell will I return no more. 

Until mine enemy has rendered up 
Atonement, or, as he gave lif<* to me, 

I will, reversing nature’s law — 

On/?fo. Trust mo. 

The compon.sation wdiich thou seckest here 
Will bo denied. 

Giaconio. Then— Are you not my friend? 

Dili you not hint at the alternative. 

Upon the brink of which you sec I stand. 
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Tho other ilay when wo eonverso*! together? 

My wrongs were then less. That word parricide, 

Aithoiigli I am resolved, haunts mo like fear. 

Orsino. It must be fear itself, for the bare word 
Is liollow mockery. Mark, how wisest God 
Draws to one point the threads of a just doom, 

So sanctifying it : what you devise 
Is, as it were, accomplished. 

G'nu'omo. Is he dead? 

Onuio. Flis grave is rea<ly. Know that since w'c mot 
Cencihas done an outrage to his daughter. 

Giacomo. What outrage \ 

Orsiiio. That she speaks not, but you may 

Conceive such half conjectures as I do, 

Fi’oin her lixe<l paleness, an<l the lofty grief 
Of her stem brow, bent on the idle air. 

And her severe unmodulated voice, 

Drowning both tenderness ami dn'ad ; and last 
Drom this ; that whilst her step-mother and J, 
llcwildered in our horror, talk together 
With obscure hints ; both ^elf•mis^ulderstood, 

And darkly guessiiig, stumbling, in our talk. 

Over tho truth, and yet to its rov(*iige, 

She interrupted us, and with a look 

Which told, hoforo she spoke it, he must die — 

Giacomo. It is enough. My doubts arc well appeased ; 

There is Ji higl.or rcisson for the act 
i'han mim=! ; ihoro is a holier judge than mo, 

A morf? unbl.ihied avenger. Dcatriec, 

Who ill iho giiitlencss of thyswctt youth 
Hast never troildcn on a worm, or brui.-'Od 
A living llower, hut thou hast ])itied it 
With uec<llcs3 tears ! Fair sister, thou in whom 
Mon wondered l;ow such loveliuoss and wisdom 
Did not destroy each other ! Is there made 
llavagc of iheo ? O. heart. I ask no more 
Justification ! IShall I W'ait, Orsino, 

TiJ he return, and stab him at the door? 

Orsiiio. Not so ; some accident might interpose 
To rescue Him from what is now most sure ; 

A (I you are unprovided where to fly, 

How to excuse or to conceal. Nay, listen : 

All is contrived; success is so assured 
That — 


T%vf< Beatthcf. 

♦ Beatrice. ’Tis my brother’s voio ! You know me not ? 
Giacomo. My sister, my ost sister ! 

Beatrice, T.ost indeed ! 
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I seo Orsino has talked with you, and 

That you conjecture things too horrible 

To speak, yet far less than the tiiith. Now, stay not, 

He might return : yet kiss me ; I shall know 
That then thou hast consented to his death. 

Farewell, farewell ! Let piety to God, 

Brotherly love, justice and clemency, 

And all things that iiiako tender hardest hearts. 

Make thine hard, brother. Answer not — farewell. 

severally. 


Scene II. - A mean Apartment in Qixgou*^ ^ House. 
(JiACOMO alone. 

Qiacomo. ’Tis midnight, and Oi’siiio comes not yet. 

[IVimiderj and the sound of a storm. 
Wliat ! can the everlasting elements 
Feel with a worm like man '! If so, the shaft 
Of mercy-wingod lightning wou]<l not fall 
On stones and tivcf. My wife and children sleep : 

They are now living in unmeaning dreams : 

But I must wake, still doubting if that dectl 
Be just which was most m ccssaiy. (>, 

Thou un replenished lamp ! whose narrow file 
Is shaken by the wind, and on whoso edge 
Devouring darkness hovers ! Thou small llanic, 

Which, as a dying pulse rises and falls, 

Still tlickcrest up and down, how very j-oon. 

Did I not feed thee, wouldst thou fail and be 
As thou had-st never b(.'eii ! So wastes and sinks 
Even now, perhaps, the life that kindled mine : 

But tliat no power can fill with vital oil 
That broken lam]) of tlesli, Ha ! ’tis the bh)od 
Which fed these veins that ebbs till all is eold : 

It is the form that moulded mine, that sinks 
Into the white and yellow spasms of death : 

It is the soul by which mine wjis array c< I 

In Gods immortal likeness which now stands 

Naked before Heaven’s judgment scat ! [d Ml strihs. 

One ! Two I 

The hours ci*awl on ; and when my Iniirs are white 
My son will tlicn perha])s be waiting thus, 

Tortured between just hate ami vain remoi'se ; 

Chiding the tardy mes.>'ongei* of in ws 
Like tlioso which I cx])cct. I almost wish 
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He be not dead, altliough my wrongs are great ; 

Yet — ’tis Orsiiio’s step. [Enter Orsino. 

Speak ! 

Omno, I am come 

To say lie has escaped. 

Q'laconw. Escaped ! 

Orsino. And safe 

Within Pctrolla. He passed by the spot 
Appointed for the deed an hour too soon. 

Giacomo. Arc wo the fools of such contingencies I 
Anti do we waste in blind misgivings thus 
The hours when we should act I Then wind and thunder, 
Which seoiJied to howl his knell, is the loud laughter 
Witli which Heaven mocks our weakness ! I henceforth 
Will ne’er repent of aught designed or done. 

But my repentance. 

Orsino. Sec, the lamp is out. 

Giacomo. If no remorse is ours when the dim air 
Fas drank this innocent llame, why should we ipiail 
Will'll Conci’s life, that light by which ill spirits 
See the w’orst tleeds they prompt, shall sink for ever ] 

No, 1 am hardened. 

Ot'ifino. Why, what need of this ! 

Who fearetl tlie pale intrusion of remorse 

111 a ju.it doetl ! Although our tir-t plan hiiled, 

l>ouht nut hut he will soon be laid to rest. 

Hut light the lamp ; let us not talk i’ the dark. 

Giacomo iiojkfintj the lamp.) And yet, once ipitnched, I cannot 
tin’s ndume 

My fatlicr’s lile ; du yon not think his ghost. 

Might ploisd that argument with God t 

Orsino. Once gone, 

You cannot now rccal your sister s pe.ace ; 

Your own extinguished years of youth and hope; 

Nor your wife’s bitter words nor all the taunts 
Which, from the prosperous, weak misfortune takes; 

Nor your <iead mother; nor — 

Giacom o. 0, speak no more ! 

I am resolved, although this very haml 
Must quench the life that 'inimatcd it. 

Or.si/m. /Ihero is no iiet-il of that. Listen : you kuow 
Olimpio, the castellan of retrella 
In ohl Colonna’s time ; him wliom your father 
Degraded from his po>t 1 And Mar/.io, 

That desperate wretch, ivhoni he deprived last year 
Of a reward of blood, well eanied and due i 

Giacomo. I knew Olimpn ; and they say ho hated 
Old Oeiici s«), that in his t dent rage 
His lips grew whit« only to see him pass. 

Of Marzio 1 kuow nothing. 
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Oi\nno. Marzio’s hate 

Matches Olimpio’s. I have sent these men, 

But in your name, and as at your request, 

To talk with Beatrice and Lucrctia. 

Giacomo. Only to talk ] 

Orsino. The moments which even now 

Pass onward to to-morrow’s midnight hour. 

May memorise their flight with death : ere then 
They must have talked, and may perhaps have done, 

And made an end. 

Giacomo. Listen ! AVhat sound is that? 

Orsino. Tlie house-dog moans, and the beams crack : nouglit 
else. 

Giacomo. It is my wife complaining in her sleep : 

I doubt not she is saying bitter things 

Of me; and all cliildrcn round her dreaming 

That I deny them sustenance. 

Ocfthio. Wliilst he 

Who truly took it from ihom, and who fills 
Their hungry rest with bitterness, now sleeps 
Lapped in bad plojvsures, and triumphantly 
Mocks thee in visions of successful Inite 
Too like the truth of <l.'iy, 

Giacomo. If e’er he wak^'S 

Again, 1 will not tnist to liiixding hands — 

Orsim. Why, that wore well. T must bo gone ; good night ! 
When next we meet may all be <lonc ! 

Giacomo. And all 

Forgotten ; Oh, that I had never been ! [Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I . — An Apartment In the Ca.'stle of Pctnila. Enter Cenct. 

Cenci, She comes not; yet I left her even now 
Vanquished and faint. She knows tlui penalty 
Of her delay ; yet what if threats arc vain t 
Am I not now within retrella’s moat t 
Or fear I still the eyes and cars of Home ! 

Might I not drag her by the golden hair ? 

Stamp on her ? Keep her sleepless, till her brain 
Be overworn ? Tame her with chains and famine 1 
Less wo\ild suffice. Yet so to leave undone 
What I most seek ! No, ’tis her stubborn will, 

Which, by its own consent, shall stoop as low 

As that wliich drags it <lown. [Enter LucnETiA. 

Tliou loathed wretch ! 
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Hide thco from my abhorrence ; 0y, begone ! 

Yet stay ! Bid Beatrice come hither. 

Liicretia. Oh, 

Husband ! I pray, for thine own wretched sake, 

Hood what thou dost. A man who walks like thee 
Through crimes, and through the danger of his crimes, 

Each hour may stumble o’er a sudden grave. 

And thou art old ; thy hairs are hoary grey ; 

As thou wouldst save thyself from deatli and hell, 

Pity thy daughter; give her to some friend 
In marriage ; so that she may tcm])t thee not 
To hatred, or worse thoughts, if worse there be. 

Cenct. What ! like her sister, who has found a home 
To mock my hate from with prosperity ] 

Strange ruin shall destroy both her iuid thee. 

And all that yet remain. My death may bo 
liapi<l, her destiny outspoeds it. Go, 

Bid her como hither, and before my mood 
Bo cliaiiged, lost I should drag her by the liair. 

IjHcrviia, She sent me to thee, husband. At thy presence 
She fell, as thou dost know, into a trance; 

And in that trance slio heard a voice w))ich said, 

“ Ctnici must die ! T.et him confess himself! 

Even now tlic accMising angel waits to hoar 
If God, to ]ninis]i his enormous crimes, 

Harden l«is dying heart ! ” 

Cdici Wliy— such tilings are : 

Xo doubt divine rcvcalings may be made. 

'I’is plain I luivo been favourtHl from above. 

For when I cursed my sons, tliey died. — Ay — so — 

As to the right or wrong, that’s talk— repentance — 
itei)cntanct5 is an easy moment’s work, 

And more deiM'uds on God than me. Well — w^ell — 

1 must give up the greater point, which was 
To poison and cornij)t her soul. [d pause ; Lucreti.v 

approarhes and then shrinks back as he speaks. 

One, two ; 

Ay— -Rocco and Ci'istofano my curse 
Strangled: and Giacomo, I think, will find 
Life a worse Hell than that beyond the grave : 
b 'trice sliall, if there be skill in hate, 

Hie ill despai]-, hlasphcniiug : to Bernardo, 

Ho is so iiniocent, I will heejueath 
The memory of tlicsc doeds, and make liia youth 
The sepulchre of hope, where evil thoughts 
Shall grow like weeds on a neglected tomb. 

When all is done, lait in the wide Jampagna, 

T will pile up my silver aiui my g<»hl ; 

My cosily robes, ]>ai itiii.ffs, and tapestries ; 

My parchments, and all records of my w ealth ; 



284 


THE CENCr. 


And niJike a bonfire in my joy, and leave 
Of my possessions nothing but my name ; 

Which shall be an inheritance to strip 
Its wearer bare as infamy. That done, 

My soul, which is a scourge, will I resign 
Into the hands of him who wielded it ; 

Be it for its own punishment or theirs, 

He W’ill not ask it of me till the lash 
Be broken in its last and deepest wound; 

Until its hate be all intlicted. Yet, 

Lest death outspeed my purpose, let me make 

Short work and sure. [Goiwj. 

Lucretia {si ops him). Oh, st.*iy ! It was a feint : 

She bad no vision, and she lieard no voice. 

I said it but to awe thee. 

Ctnci, That is well. 

Vile palterer with the sacred truth of Ood, 

Be thy soul choked with that blaspheming lie ! 

For Beatrice, u orse terrors are in store. 

To bend her to my will. 

Lucre (ia. Oh ! to what will? 

What cruel .‘^ufTerings, more than she Inis known, 

Caust thou inllict { 

Ctnci. Andrea ! go, call my daughter, 

And if she comes n<jt, tell her that I come. 

What sufferings ? 1 will drjjg her, stei> 

Through infamies uidicard of among men ; 

She shall stand shelterless in the broad noon 
Of public scorn, for acts hlaz<»ne<l abroad, 

One among which shall be- -What? Canst thou guess? 

She shall become (for what she most abliors 
Shall have a fascination to entrap 
Her loathing will), to her own conscious self 
All she a]ipears to others ; and when <lead, 

A.S she shall die unshi-ived and unforgiven, 

A rebel to Iut fatlicr and her ( lod. 

Her corpse shall be abandone<l to the hounds ; 

Her name shall be the terror of the earth ; 

Her Siurit shall approach the tlirojie of (lod 
Plague-spotted with my curses. 1 will make 
Body and sonl a monstrous lump of ruin. 

Knter Andkka. 

Andrea. The lady Beatrice - 

Cenci. Speak, pale slave ! Wliat 

Said she ? 

A ndrea. My lord, "twas wliat she looked ; she said : 

Go tell my father that I sec the gulf 
Of Hell between us tivo, which ho may pa.ss ; 

I will not.’* [liJC'U Audbea. 
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Cmd. Go thou quick, Lucretia, 

Tell her to come ; yet let her undcrstanil 
Her coming U consent : and say, moreover, 

That if she come not I will curse her. [Exit Lucretia. 

Ha ! 

With w’hat hut with a father’s curse doth God 
Panic-strike armed victory, and make pale 
Cities in their prosperity ? The world’s Father 
M»ist grant a parent’s prayer agsiinst his child, 

1*0 he who asks even what men call me. 

Will not the deaths of her rebellious brothers 

Awe her before I speak? Fori on them 

Did imjirecato (juick ruin, and it came. [Enter Lucretia. 

Well; what? Speak, wretch! 

Lucretia. She said, “1 cannot come; 

Go tell my father that I see a torrent 
Of his own blood raging between us.” 

Cenci {kneel I nr/) God! 

Hear me ! If this most spociou.s mass of flesli. 

Which thou hast made my daughter; this my blood, 

Tills particle of my divided being ; 

Or rather, tins my bane and my disease, 

Whose siglit infects and poisons mo ; this devil, 

Wliich sprung from me as from a hell, was meant 
To aught good use; if her bright loveliness 
W'us kindled to illumine this d irk world; 

If nursed bj’’ thy selcctest dew of love, 

Such virtues blossom in her as should make 
The pcjK‘«. of life, T ^ray theo for my sake, 

As thou the common God and Father art 
Of her, and me, and all ; revcr.se that doom ! 
hlfU’tl , in the name of God, let her food be 
Poison, until .she be encrusted round 
With lepnms stain.s ! Heaven, raiu upon her head 
The hllstering drop.s of the Maremraa’.s <lew, 

Till she bo speckled like a toad ; parch up 
Those bive-enkindled lips, warp those fine limb.s 
To loathed huiiouo.s.s ! All-bcholding sun, 

Strike in thine envy those life-darting eyes 
With thine own blinding beams ! 

Liiartia. Peace ! peace ! 

For thine own sake un.say those dreadful words. 

When higli God grants, he ]>uuishes such prayers. 

Cenci {kaping up, anrl throwing his right hand towards 
JJearen). He does his will, I mine ! This in addition, 

That if she have a chihl 

Luawtia. Horrible thought ! 

Cenci. That if she over li.ivc a child ; and thou. 

Quick Nature ' I a<ljure thee by thy God, 

That thou bo fruitful in her, and increase 
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And multiply, fulfilling his command. 

And my deep imprecation ! May it be 
A hideous likeness of herself; that as 
From a distorting mirror, she may see 
Her image mixed with what she most abhors, 

Smiling upon her from her nursing breast. 

And that the child may from its infancy 
Grow, day by day, more wicked and deformed, 

Turning her mother s love to misery : 

And that both slio and it may live, until 
It shall repay her care and 2 )a.in witli hate, 

Or what may else he more imnatuT*al. 

So he may hunt her tlin>ugh the clamorous scolls 
Of the loud w(U*Id to a dishonoured grave. 

Shall I revoke this curse ? <lo, bid her come, 

Tlefore my word, .uo chronicled in heaven. 'lExlt Ta'CUETIa. 
I do not feel as if 1 were a man. 

Hut like a fiend appoii)te<l to chasti.se 
The olfonces of .some unremeiiibored worhl. 

My blood i.s running up and <lo\vn my veins I 
A fearful pleasure makes it prick and tingle : 

1 feel a giddy sickness of strange awe; 

My heart is beating v,iLh an expectation 
Of horrid jov. [Enia' I a: ( • uett.v. 

AVhat? Speak! 

Lna'Ci'm. She bids thee onrso ; 

And if thy curses, a.s tlujy cannot do, 

Could kill her soul — 

Ctncl, She would n£)t come. ’Tis well, 

I cau do both ; first take what I demand, 

And then e\t<;rt coiKte.ssioii. To thy chamber ! 

Fly ere I spurn thee: ami beware this night 
That thou cr<j.s.s md. iny footsteps, it were .■-afer 
To come between the tiger and his prey. [/f./vV LucUETia. 
It must be late; mine ey<*s grow w'oai’y dim 
With unaccii.stome«l heaviness of sleep. 

Conscience; ! Oh, thou most insolent of lies ! 

They say that slce]>, that healing <le\v of heaven, 

Steeps not in balm the fiddings of the brain 
AVhicb thinks tluie an impostor. T will go. 

First to belie thee with an hour of rest, 

Which will he deep and c.dm, I feel ; and then — 

O, Tiinltitudiuons ffell, the fiends will shake 
Thine arclies with tlie langhtei- of their joy ! 

There shall be lamentation heard in Heaven 
A.s o’er an angel fallen ; and ui)on Kartli 
All good shall droop and sicken, and ill things 
Shall, with a .sjarit of unnatural life. 

Stir and be (juickciied — even as 1 am now. [Exit, 
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Scene II . — Before live Cuatle of Petrella. 

Pilfer Ueatuice and Lucuetia above on the ramparts. 

Bait rice. They come not yet. 

Lnervtia. ’Tia scarce miduiglit. 

Beal rice. How slow 

Behind the course of thouglit, even sick with si)ceLl, 

Jjugs Icadeii-footcd Time ! 

Lticrelid. The minutes pass- - 

If lie slioiild wake hidoro the deed is done 1 

Btatricc. 0, Mother ! He must never wake again. 

Wliat tliuu hast said persuades mo that our act 
Will but di.slodgo a spirit of deep hell 
Out of a human form. 

Ijncniia. Tis true he spoke 

Of de ith and judy:mont with strange ooiitidenco 
For one so wicked ; as a man believing 
Tn (iod, yet rc.okiug imt of good or ill. 

And yet to die witho\it eonles.don I — 

Buiirire Oh ! 

Believe that l{<^aven is merciful and just, 

-And wiil not add our dread necessity 
To tlu! aiiioiiut .>f liis olfenees. 

YEntcr OUMI’TO and Mauzio, heloxo. 

lAicrctia. See, 

They come. 

Heal rice. All mortal things must hasten thus 

To their dark end. J^et us go dowm. 

\E.et:nvt Lucuetia and Beathice from above. 

Olimpia. How feel you to this work? 

Marzio. As one who thinks 

A thousand ei owns exeellcnt market price 
Fur an old niurdeivr’s life. A'our cheeks are pale. 

blimiiio. It is the white reilcetion of your own, 

Which you call pale. 

AtarrAu. Is that their natural hue ? 

i limpio. Or ’tis my hate, and the deferred desire 
To wreak it, which extinguishes their blood. 

Alarzia. You are inclined tlnui to this business? 

Olimpio. Ay, 

Tf one should lirihe me witli a thousand crowns 
To kill a serpent wliich had otuug u'y child, 

I could not bo more willing. 

Jintpr Beathice and Luchetta below. 

Woblo ladies ! 
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Beatrice. Are ye resolved] 

Olimplo. Is lie asleep ? 

Marzio, Is all 

Quiet ] 

Lucretia. I mixed an opiate with his drink : 

Ho sleeps so soundly — 

Beatrice. That his dcatli will be 

But as a change of sin-chastisin" dreams, 

A dark continujince of the Hell within him, 

Which God extiiii^iiish ! But ye are resolved ? 

Ye know it is a high and holy deed ] 

Oli/»pio. We are resolved. 

Marzh. As to the how this act 

Be warranted, it rests w ith you. 

Beatrice. Well, follow ' t 

Olimpio. Hush ! Hark ! Wliat noise is that ! 

Marzio. Ha ! some one comes ! 

Beatrice. Yc conscience-stricken craven's, rock to rest 
Your baby licarts. It is the iron gate, 

Which ye left open, swinging to the wdnd, 

TJuit enters w'liihtling as in scorn. Como, follow ' ! 

And be your ste]>s like mine, light, <piiek, and bold. [Bj’cunt. 


SoKNK III. — A)i Apartment in the Ca.^tlr. 

B liter Beatrice awd Lucretia. 

Lucretia. Tliey are about it now. 

BnUrire. Nay, it is done. 

Lucretia. I luivo not heard him groan. 

Beatricr. He will not groan. 

Lucretia. What sound in that 1 

Beatrice. List ! 'tis the tread of feet 

About his bed. 

Lucretia. l^Iy God ! 

If he be now a cold still' corp.se — 

Beatrice. O, fear not 

^Vliat ina\' be done, but what is left umlone : 

The act seals all. [ICntcr OLnirio and M.ruzio. 

Is it accompli.shcd i 

Afarzio. AVhat ? 

OUnipio. Did you not call ' 

Beatrice. * Wlicn ? 

Olimpio. Now. 

Beatrice. I a.sk if all is over ? 

Olimpio. Wo dare not kill an old and sleeping man ; 

Ilia thin grey hair, his stern and reverent brow, 

His veined hands crossed on his heaving breast, 
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And the calm innocent sloc]> in which he lay, 

Quelled me. Indeed, indeed, I cannot do it. 

Marzh. But 1 was bolder ; for I chid Olimpio, 

And bade liim hear liis wrongs to his own grave. 

And leave me the reward. And now my knife 
Touched tlio loose wrinkled throat, when the old man 
Stirred in his sleep, and said, “Ood ! hear, O hear, 

A father’ .s (airse ! What, art thou not our father ? ” 

And then he laughed. I knew it was the ghost 
Of my d('ad father speaking through his lips. 

And could not kill liim. 

Jfcati'lra. Miserable slaves ! 

AVhero, if yo dare not kill a sleeping man. 

Found ye the boldness to r<;tur!i to me 
With such a do(*d undone / Base palterers ! 

Cowards an<l ti-aitors ! ^^'hy, the verj’^ conscience 

AVhich ye would sell for gold and for revenge 
Is an c<piivocatiou ; it sleeps over 
A thoii.saud daily acts disgracing men ; 

And when a <lee<l, where mercy insults Heaven — 

B'hy do I talk i 

hif/ ff> from onr rf thrmy and raiaivfj it. 

Iladst thou a tongue tt> say, 

She murdered licr <iwn father, T mu^t do it ! 

But never drc im y<? sliall outlive him long ! 

OHm'plo. Stop, ibr (lod*.s .sake ! 

Marzio. T will go back and kill bim. 

Olitnjoh. Give me the wea]>on, we must do thy will. 

Uvatrirr. Tvko it ! Depart*! Beturn ! 

[IJu'cnnf Oinmo and Mahzio. 
TTow pale thou art I 

NVe do but that which ’twere a deadly crime 
'1\> leave undone. 

Lurrrila. Would it were done ! 

Jiralrin-. hlven whilst 

1’liat doubt i.s passing through your mind, the world 
Is ronsciouH of a change. I)arknpss and liell 
Have .swallowed up the va])our they .sent forth 
To hhickcn the .-wcet light of life. My breath 
Ouiios, metliinks. lighter, and tlio jollii'd bl<»od 
llUi s freely tlirough iny vc'.;».s. Hark ! 

\Iuii- r Olimi’To and Mauzio. 
He is — 

Olinrpin. l)(‘ad I 

Marzio. We strangled liim. that there might be no blood ; 

And then wo threw Ids heav\ corp?' * i’ the garden 
Under the balcony ; 'iwill seem it ell. 

Beatrice {t/irinf/ them a hnj of coin). Here, take this gold, and 
hasten to y» .ir lu>mcs. 

And, Mary/io, because thou wust only awed 

U 
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By that which made me tremble, wear thou this ! 

[Olothes him in a rich mantle 
It was the mantle which my grandfather 
Wore ill his high prosperity, au<l men 
Envied his state : so may they envy thine. 

Thou wert a weapon in the hand of God 

To a just use. Live long and thrive ! And, mark. 

If thou hast crimes, repent : this deed is none. 

[.4 hirni in miuidcd. 

Lucratia. Hark, ’tis the castle horn : my Goil ! it sounds 
Like the last trump. 

Beatrice, Some tedious guest is coming. 

fjHCrdia. The drawbridge is let down; there is a tramp 
Of horses in tJie court ! lly, hide yourselves ! 

[^Exmut Oi.iiMPio and Marzio 
Beatrice. Let us retire to counterfeit deep rest ; 

I scarcely need to counterfeit it now' ; 

The spirit which doth reign within those liiiibs 

Seems strangely undisturbed. I could even sleep 

Fearless and calm : all ill is surely past. YExaini. 


ScKNK IV. — Another Apartment in the Cadh, 

Enter on one aide the Lejjatc Savkm.a, hn a Eervant, and 

on the other Lucuktia and Brunaruo. 

EaveUa. La<ly, my duty to his Holiness 
Be my excuse that thus unseasonably 
I break upon your rest. 1 must speak with 
Count Conci ; doth he sleep ? 

Luert tlft (In a harried and cov/nned manner,) I think he sleeps 
Yet, w'ake liim not, 1 pray, spare* me awhile. 

He is a wicked and a wrathful man ; 
iShouhl he be roused out of his sleep to-niglit, 

Which is, I know, a hell of angry ilreams, 

It vv»*re not well ; indeed it were net well. 

Wait till day-break,- - {A.sidj.) (), f am deadly sick! 

Eanlla. I grieve thus to distro-s you, hut tlie Count 
Must answ'er charges ol’ the gravc'it import, 

And suddenly ; sucli my commission is. 

Lncretia (with increaned fnjitation.) 1 dare not rouse him, 1 
know none who dare ; 

’Twere perilous; — you might as safely weaken 
A 8cry)ent ; or a corpse in which some fiend 
Were laid to sleep. 

EaveUa. Lady, my mouKfnts hei o 

Arc counted. I must rouse him from his sleep, 

Since none else dare. 
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Lucretia {rmde,) 0, terror ! 0, despair ! 

{2h Bejinaiido.) Bernardo, conduct you the Tjord Tjegatc to 
Your father’s chainbor. [Exeunt SAVEr.i.A and Bernardo 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beatrice. ’Tis a mcsseiigGr 

Come to arrest the culprit who now stands 
Before the throne of unappealable Cod. 

Both heal th and Heaven, consenting arbiters, 

Ac(|uit our deed. 

hiicniim^ Oh, agony of fear ! 

"Would i.liat he yet might live ! Kven now 1 heard 
The legsiti‘’s followers whisper as they p.assed 
They ha<l a warrant for his instant death. 

All was prepared by unforbitlden means, 

Which wo must })ay so dearly, having done. 

Even now they search thtj tower, ami find the body ; 

N('W they suspect the truth ; now they consult, 

Befoi*'^- tin y come to tax ns with the fact ; 

0 horrible, ’tis all discovered ! 

Beatrice. Mothei', 

^Vlial is done wisely, is (Ions well. Bo b«)ld 
As thou ar^ just. ’Tis like a truant chihl, 

To fear that ntiiers know what thou hast done, 

KvtMi from thine own strong consciousness, and thus 
Writ(i on uii.-'teady eyes and altei’ed cheeks 
AH thou wouldst hide. Be faithful to thyself, 

And fear no ttlieM* wMtness but thy fear. 

For if, as e«iniioS be, some circumstance 
Should rist^ iu a<‘eusation, wo can blind 
Sus))ieion with siioli cheap a>>toni.'-hment, 

Or overbear it with such guiltless pride, 

.\s umrdereis cannot feign. The deed is done, 

And v'liat may f<dlow now regards not me. 

1 am as univtrsal as the light; 

Free as the eartli-surrounding air; as firm 
As tiie world’s centre. Cousequence, to me. 

Is as the wind Avliich strikes the solid rock, 

Ihit shakes it not. [^1 cri/ within and tumult 

» ev.N-. Mulder! Murder! Murder! 

Enter Bernardo and Savki.la. 

Sacclla {to his followtrs.) <Jlo, search the castle round; sound 
the alarm ; 

Look to the gates, that none escape 
Beatrice. What now I 

Bernardo. T know not what to say — my father’s dead. 

Beatrice. Jiow, deini ! lie only sleeps ; you mistake, brotln’r. 
His sleep is very ca’m, very like ueath ; 
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Tis wonderful how well a tyrant sleeps. 

He is not dead ? 

Bernardo. Dead ; murdered ! 

Luerdia (with extreme agitation.) Oh, no, no, 

He is not murdered, tliouj'h lie may be dead ; 

I have alone the keys of those apartments. 

Sarella. Ha ! Is it so 1 

Beatrice. l^ly lord. T i>ray exeuse us ; 

"We will retire ; my mother is not well ; 

She seems cpiite overcome with this strauj^e horror, 

\Exeiuit LiioiiKTrA and Dkatuici:. 
Sarella. Can you suspeet who may have murdered' liim ! 
Bernardo. I know not what to think. 

Sarella. Can you name any 

Who had an into . d in his death ? 

Bernardo. Alas ! 

J can name none w’ho had not, and those most 
Who most lament that such a deed is done ; 

My mother, and my sister, and myself. 

Sarella. ’Tis strani:je ! There were clear marks of violence. 

I found the old man’s body in the mooidi}j;ht, 

Hangiii" beneath the window of his ehaml>er 
Among the brau(;lies of a )>ine : he could not 
Have fallen there, for all his limbs lay heaped 
And effortless ; ’tis true there was no hlood. — 

Favour mo, sir -it much im]»ort.s your house 

That all should bci made clear --to tell the ladies 

That I request their jivesencc. [ Lj'U Ulunaudo. 

Enter Gaarda, bringing in JMau/io, 

Guard. We liavo one. 

Ojfio.r. !My lord, we fouml this rufliaii and another 
Lurking among the rocks : there is no doubt 
Jhit tliat they are tin; iiiurdei <*r.s of Count Ceiici : 

Each laid a hag of coin ; this fellow w<)r*‘ 

A gold-in w(A'eu n»be. wliich, shining briglit 
Under the dark rocks to the glimmering moon, 

Betrayed them to onr notice : the other h;ll 
Desperately lighting. 

Sarella. Wliat docs he confess ? 

Officer. He keeps firm silence; hut these lines ftjuiid on him 
May speak. 

Suvellu. Their hiugiiagt; is at least .‘sincere. | /Icada. 

“ To THF. Lauy Bkatiuck. 

“That the atonement of what jiiy uaturt? sickens to cmijccture 
may scum arrive, 1 sjuid thee, at thy brother’s desire, tln)se wli« 
will si>eak and do more than J dare write. 

“ I’hy devoted servant. 

UusiNO.’' 
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Enter Luorkti.v, Bkatutck, and Bkuxardo. 

Kuowoat thou this writing, lady ? 

Beatrice. No. 

Burella. Nor thou ? 

Lucrctia {Iter conduct throughout the scene is marked bi/ e.i treme 
((fjfitation.) 

VVhoro was it found ? What is it ? Tt Hliould 1)0 
Orsijio's hand ! It si»oaks of that strange Jiorror 
Which never yet found utterance, hut which made 
Between tliat hapless cliihl and her dead father 
A gulf of obscure hatred. 

Sarelfa. fs it so ? 

Is it true, lady, that thy father did 
Such outrages as to awaken in theo 
TInlilial liatc? 

Brat lire. Not hate, ’twas more than hate: 

Tliis is most tru(‘, 3 ’ct wlierefore question me t 

Bardhi. There is a deed (lemanding ([uostion done; 

Thou hast a secret which will answer not. 

atrirr. What sayest { My lord, your words are bold and rash. 
i<a>rlla. I do ari’cst all ])n'sent in the name 
Of the rope's Holiness. V'ou must to Rome. 

Lnrri ' 'a. < ), not to Rome ! Imiced we ore not guilty. 
Tkatiiri. ^;uilt\! Wl»o dares talk of guilt / 3Iy lord, 

1 am molt,* ime'ct'iit of parricitle 

T'lian is a cinhl burn fatherless. Dear mother, 

Your gent lei' ■"< ami patience are no shield 
For this keen j'l'lglng world, this Iwo-etiged lie, 

Which seems, hut is not. What ! will human laws, 

Rather will yt; w'.io arc tlieir ministers. 

Bar all aeei'ss tt) rctributitni lir.')t, 

.\n«l th(‘n, when Heaven doth interpose to do 
Wliat yc m;gleet, arming familiar thing.s 
^i’o tile rt.'tlress ttfaii uiiwtuitetl crime. 

Make ye the victims who demanded it 

(’mprits? 'Tis yc are culprits ! That ])t)or wretch 

Who stainls so jiale. ami trembling, ami ama/cd. 

If it be true ht: mui’tlerctl (\*nei, was 
A vonl in the right haml •»'. juslest (lod. 

U herefore should T have wiehled it ? unless 
The crimes which mortal tongue dare never name, 

Hod tlmrefore seru[»les to avenge. 

^accUa. \ oil own 

That you desired his death.' 

Beatrice. It w niUl have been 

A crime no less than his, if /or one- moment 
That lierce <lesiro ha ’ faded in my heart. 

’Tis true I ilid belit!ve, and Jiope, and pray. 

Ay, 1 oven knew- for Hod is wise uid jurtt. 
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That some strange sudden death hung over lu'm. 

’Tis true that this did happen, and most true 
There was no other rest for me on earth, 

No otlier hope in Ifoavcn; — now what of this? P)ot]i : 

Sarella. tStraugc thoughts beget strange deeds ; and licrc are 
I judge thee not. 

Beatrice. And yet, if you arrest me, 

You are the judge and executioner 
Of that whicli is the life of life : the breath 
Of accusation kills an innocent name, 

And leaves for lame ac(iuittal the poor life. 

Which is a mask witlumt it. ’Tis most false 
That 1 am guilty of foul ]>arricide; 

Although 1 must rejoice, for justest cause, 

That other liaiaL-. have sent my father’s soul 
To ask the mercy ho denied to nm. 

Now leave us free ; stain not a noble house 
With vague siu iniscs of rejected crinu^ ; 

Add to our sufferings and your own neglect 
No heavier sum ; let them have been enough : 

Leave us the wreck we have. 

SartVa. I dare not. lady. 

I pray that yon pro])are yourselves for Homo : 

Tliere the Pope’s further pleasure will bo known. 

JjHcntia. (), not to Home ! O, take ns not to Home ! 
lieatrice. Why not to Koine, dear mother ? '^J’liere, ms here, 
Onr innocoiico is as an armed liccl 
To trample accusation. Hod is there. 

As here, and with his shadow ever clothes 
Tlie innocent, the injured and tlio weak ; 

And such are wc. (’licor up, dear la<ly ! lean 
On mo ; collect your wamlcring thoughts. Idy lord. 

As soon as you have taken sonic refreshment. 

And harl all such i'xainiiiatioiis made 
I’poii the siK)t, as may ho necessary 
To the full understanding of this matter, 

We shall be ready. Motlior, will you come * 

fjucrvtia, lla ! they will biinl us to the r;u’k, and wrest 
Self-accusation from our ag<uiy ! 

Will (jiaeoiiio he tluTo 1 (Jrsiiio? IMar/.io ? 

All ])rescnt; all eoiifroiited ; all demanding 
Each from the other’s eounh-nanco tlie thing 
Which is in every heart ! O, misery ! 

\B/n- J'fdHf.t, and i.'t hornr ohI. 
Bax'tlhi. She faints ; an ill appoaraiice this. 

Beatrice. My lord, 

Slic knows not 3’ct the uses of tho W'orld. 

Slie fears that power is as a beast wdiich grasps 
And loosens not : a snake -vvliosc look tiansmutes 
All things to guilt, wdiich is its nutriment. 
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S]»e cannot know how well the supine slaves 
Of blind authority read the truth of things 
Wlieii written on a brow of guilolcssness : 
fShtj sees i)r)t yet tiiurnplniut innocence 
Stand at the judgment-scat of mortal man, 

A judge and an accuser of the wrong 

Which <lrags it there. Prepare yourself, my lord ; 

Our suite will join yours in the court below. [^Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

ScKXE 1. -An Aimrtmcnl hi Orstxo’s Pala.e. 
Eiifi'r OiisfNo avd (Ii.m'omo. 
fitaemno. Oo evil deeds thus cpiickly conic to end ? 
i) that the vain remorse wliich must chastise 
(h'imos done, had l»ut as hmd a voice to warn, 
its keen sting is luorial to Jivenge ! 

O that tiie hour when present had cast off 

The man tic of its mystery, and shown 

Tlie ghasli V form w'itli whi(;h it now' returns 

AN'Iion it.-. .'C.u'ed game is roiiscxl, clu'cring the hounds 

Of cuiiscieneo to their J>rey ! Alas, alas ! 

It was a v^i.Jn'd thought, a piteous deed. 

To kill ail oM and lioary-headod fatlier. 

(Jf.'.ltio. It h:is turned out unluckily, in trutli. 
(tlficomn. 'I’d violate the sacretl iloors of sleep ; 

I’o cheat kind nature of the jdacid death 
AVhich she prepares for overwearied age; 

To drag from J leaven au uiirc])eiitant .soul, 

Wliieh might have <juem-hod in reeonciiing prayers 
A life of burning crimes -- 

Orsino. You cannot say 

T urged you to the deed. 

(iiucoiHo. O, bad T never 

’ound in thy smooth ami ready countenance 
'I'he mirror of my ilarkc^t thoughts ; hadst thou 
Never w'ith bints and questions made me look 
ITpon th(! monster of my tlionglit, until 
It grew lamiliar to de.sirc - 

Orahio. ’'Pi'-' tliu.i 

Men cast the blame of their unn os])eroiis acts 
Upon the abettoi's of thr 'r own ro.solve ; 

Or any thing but ‘heir weak, guilty selves. 

And 3’et, confess the truth, it is the p« ril 

In which you stand that gives 3 'ou this i>.ile sickness 
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Of lioiiitciice ; confess, ’tis fear disguised 
From its own shame that takes the mantle now 
Of thin remorse. Wliat if we yet w'erc safe * 

Giacomo. How can that be# Already JJeatricc, 

Lucretia, and the murderer, are in jjrisoii. 

I doubt not officers are, whilst we .speak, 

Sent to arrest us. 

Omino. I have all prepared 

For instant flight. We can esciipo even now, 

So wo take tieot occasion by the hair. 

Giacomo. Rather ex])ire in tortures, as I may. 

What ! will you caj't by self-aecnsing lliglil 
Assured conviction upon I’catrice# 

She w'ho alone, in th'Vuiniatural work. 

Stands like God o .ingel niinislerc<l upon 
Ry liends ; avenging sneli a iianielos.s wrong 
As turns black parricide to l>icty ; 

Whilst we for basest ends I fear, Grsiuo, 

While r consider all your words and htoks, 

Couiparing them with your proposal now, 

That yon must bo a villain. For what end 
Could ytui engage in snch a ))crilons crinu', 

Training me on with hints, and signs, and smiUs, 

Kveii to this gulf '• Thou art no liar ! Xo, 

I’hou art a lie ! Traitor and murderca* ! 

(^jW’ard and slave ! lint no- d(jfcnd thyself ; • Driiwiir/. 

bet the sword speak what the indignant tongue 
Disdains to braiul thee with. 

fJr.fi fio. Flit lip your wca|:on. 

Jn it the di'^poration of your fear 

Makes you thus rash ami sudden with your friend, 

Xow ruined for y<air ^ake ! If hone.'-t anL:er 
Have m<»ved you, know, that what f just proposed 
Was but t<i try you. As for me, 1 thinlv 
Tliankle.'S afK etion IimI me to this point. 

From wliieli, if my firm temper eoultl repent, 
r cannot now' leeedc. Fven wliilst w’e speak, 

The ministiTs <d’ jiisliee w'ail beIo\/ : 

They grant me tiie.-e brief nmments, Xow', if y«)ii 
Have any woni of melanehol y comfort 
■'To speak to your pale wife, ’twere best to pass 
Out at tlio ]»ostern, ami avi)id them so. 

Glarijiiin. oil, generous tVii nd I How eansl tliou pardon m 
Would that iiiy life could piirelni.st! tliiiiC ! 

Oraino. That wish 

.\ow comes a day too lati'. Jfaste; fare thee well ! 

Hear’st tlnm not sfi;].s along the eon idor | Ah // (Raco.M -i* 
I’m sorry for it ; but the guard.-^ are waiting 
At his own gate, ami such was my contrivaiiec 
That 1 might rid me both of him and them. 
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I tliouglit to act a solemn comedy 

the painted scene of this new world, 

And to attain my own peculiar ends 

By some siioli ])lot of mingled good and ill 

As otiicrs weave; but there arose a Power 

Which grasped and siiajjpcd the thrcails of my device, 

And turned it to a net of ruin — Ha ! [A ,'i/iunt its hoard. 

Is that my name I hear proclaimed abroad 1 
But J will wrapt in a vih; <lisguise ; 

Hags on my back, and a false innocence 
Upon ni}^ fac(;, through the misdeeming crowd, 

Which jmlgcs by what seems. ’Tis easy then, 

For a new name, and f«»r a country new, 

Ami a new lilo, fashioned on old desires. 

To change tlie honours of abandoned Homo. 

And tln se must 1)0 the masks of that within, 

Which mu<t remain unaltered. Oh, I fear 
That whaf. is past will never h‘t me rest ! 

Why, 'vhen none else is conscious, but myself, 

Of my misdeeds, slnmhl my own heart’s contempt 
I’rouljle me I Have I not tin* power to jly 
yy own reproaches ! Shall I be the slave 
Of-- w'liat * A w'onl ! which t]io>e of this false wt>i ld 
Employ again.- 1 each other, not them-'elve.s ; 

As men weal' d.'iggors not foi* si'lf ottence. 

I’m if I a!ii mi.sT.Lkt'n, where shall I 

Kif. l the ili,<gnlse t«» hide me iVoni myself, 

A.s now' r diuP f'’oiii every other eye I [AVr/h 


Sv KXi; 11. .1 Hall vf JuMico. 

CAMinix), .frovii'.s, are diarortrtd auitod ; Mau/io i.'thd in. 

First Jndf/r. .\ia us«;d, «h) yon per.-ist in your denial ! 

1 ask you, are ymi innocent, or guilty 
I demand w'ho were the jiartieipators 
In yom- ofleiice ( Speak truth, and the w’hole truth. 

Marr.il). My (jnd! I di<l not kill him: 1 know nothing; 
Hlim^io sold the robe L») me from wliieli 
^ ou would infer my guilt. 
i<,arnd Jadtje. Away with him ! 

Firat J tulifc. I)ar»’ yon, w it h li[»s yet white fror,\ the rack’s kUs, 
Speak falsi- I Is it so Soft a ijm'stioner, 

I hat you would liandy lover’s talk w’ h it. 

Till it wind out your life and .^ud ? Away ! 

Mavzlu. Sjiar*.' mo ! (), s2)aro ! I w’ill confess. 

First Jiidif,'. Tlieii speak. 

Marzin. 1 strangled him in his ‘ lecji. 

First Jndijr. Who urged you to it 1 
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Marzio. His own son Giacomo, and the young prelate 
Orsino sent me to Petrella ; there 
Tlic ladies Beatrice and Lucretia 
Tempted me with a thousand crowns, «and I 
And iny companion forthwith murdered him. 

Now let me die. 

Jiidffc. This sounds as had as tnith. Guards, there, 
I^cad forth the ]»risoners. 

liUcuKTrA, Be.v TRICK, and Giacomo, rjuarded. 
Look u])on this man ; 

AVIicn did you sec him last f 

lictttricc. AVc never saw hini. 

You know mo too well. Lady Beatrice. 

JJcatnrc. Ikn(""+hee! How! where? when? 

3/arzIo. You know ’twas 1 

AVhoiu you did ur^o w’it.h monacos and hrila'S 
To kill your father. When the thing was <lom'. 

You clothed me in a roho of woven gohl, 

And bade me thrive; how 1 have thriven, you see. 

You. my Lord (liiM'omo. Jjatly Luen^tia, 

You know that what T s})eak is true. 

[I jKATim'E (idntnccs lov'urda hhn ; hv. conm h<A f(icP,aiHl 
aJirinka bark. 


01), dart 

The terrible resentment those eyes 

On the ilrend e.'irth I Turn them away from me ! 

TJiey wound ; ’twns torture foreetl tin* ti’iith. My lords, 
Having said this, let me be led to death. 

Jkati'in’. Poor wretch, I pity thee : yijt stay awhile. 
Cuiirillo. (biards, h’atl liiiii not away. 

Hmf/'icr. Cardinal Camillo, 

You have a good re])ute for gentleness 
And w’is(hjin : can it la; that you sit hei-e 
To couiiteuance a wicked farc<; like; this ! 

AVhen some ohseiire and trembliiiii: slave is diugged 
From siiiforings which might shake the. stenn'st heart, 
And bade to aii.swer, not a.s he ludicves, 

But as thr)se may .'«us]«ect or<lo desire. 

Whose (juestion.s tln-nee suggest their own reply : 

And tliat in yieril of such hivli'ous torments 
As merciful God spar»*s eviUi the damned. S])e:ik now 
The thing you surely know, which is, that you, 

If your fine frame were stretched upon that wherd, 

And you Averc told, “ Gonfe.ss tint you flid poison 
Your little neidiew : tliat fair blue-eyed ebild 
Who was the load-.star of ymir life;** ami tljough 
All see, siuee his most swift and pit«;ons dt'ath. 

That day and niglit, and heaven and earth, and tiijie, 
And all the tilings lio])cd for or done tlierein, 

Arc cliangnd to you, through your exceeding grief, 
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Yet you would Scay, " I confess anything 
And beg from your tormentors, like that slave, 

The refuge of dishonourable death. 

1 pray tlic(', t.^irdinal, that tliou assert 
My iniioeeiice. 

CamiJIo {much moved). Wliat shall wc think, my lords ? 
Shame on these tears ! I thought the heai-t was frozen 
Which is their fountain. 1 would pledge my soul 
Tluit she is guiltless. 

Jmhje. Yet she must be tortured. 

Camillo. I would as soon have tortured mine own nephew 
(If ho now lived, he would be just her age; 

Ifis hair, too. was her colour, and his eyes 
Ijike hers in shai)e, but blue, and not so deep :) 

As that most perfect image of God’s love 
That ever came sorrowing u])on the earth. 

She is a*^ imrc as s]>eeebb ss infancy ! 

Jadfj>. Well, be her purity on your head, my lord. 

If y Ml forbid the rack. His Ffoliuess 
Mnj<.ine<l us to piirsm* this monstrous ci-ime 
lly the severest forms of law; naj’, even 
To st-ref ch a [loint against the criminals. 

The prise lUM-s stand accuse<l of parricide, 

TIpou such evidence as justilies 
^J’ortu) c. 

What evidence 1 This man's ? 

Jtuvje. I'lvcn so. 

Bcfdt i>'c {f Mauzio). Come near. And who art thou, thus 
chosen foith 

Out of the iiiMliitmlo of living men. 

To kill the innociMit ^ 

Marzio. ] am Maivdo, 

^'hy fatlu'r’s vas.'<al. 

/iutfiicr. Fix thine eyes on mine; 

Answer to what 1 ask. ['rurninf/ fn the Jcdf/cff. 

1 prithee mark 
Ills countenance : unlike bold calumny. 

Which siunetinies dai'cs mit speak the thing it looks. 

Ho dares not look the tiding he speaks, hut bends 
ill. gaze tm tlu^ blind earth. 

(7b Mauzio.) AVhat ! wilt thou say 
That I did murder my own father? 

JMarzhj. Oh ! 

Spare me f M^- hrain swims round — 1 cannot speak — 

It was that horrid torture f u-ced t e truth. 

Take me away ! .Lci her not Iook on me ! 

1 am a gnilty miserable wretch ! 

I have sai<l all 1 know ; now, h*t medic ' 

^ Beainrc. My lords, if by my laturc 1 l)aH been 
5^0 stern, as to have planned the crime iHcged, 
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Which your suspicions dictate to this shave, 

And the rack makes liim utter, do you think 
I should liave left this two-etlged iiistnimont 
Of luy misdeed ; tliis man ; this bloo<ly knife, 

With my own name et»«^ravt*n «)n tlio heft, 

Lying unsheathed amid a worUl of foes, 

For my own death ? 'I’hat with such hoi’rihle need 
For deepest silence, T should have neglected 
So trivial a precaution, as the making 
His tomb the koejier of a secret written 
On a thief’s memory ! WJj.it is his ])nor life ? 

What are a thousaml lives ? A parricide 

IFad trampled tliem like dust; aiul see, he lives ! 

to ^r.vnzio. 

And thou -- 

d/rtr^/o. ( spare me ! Speak to mo no more ! 

That stern yet piteous look, those solemn tones, 

Won ml worse tlian torture. 

(To the Jathffs.) r have told it all ; 

F(jr pity’.s sake leatl itm away to death. 

(MuiUio. (luards. leatl him neantr tlu^ Lady lleatrii'c, 

He shrinks IVom 1 km* regard like autumn's It'jif 
From the keen Lrratlj »>f the si'venest north. 

BcKtru.u. Oh, thou wlu) tremV>lest on the giddy verge 
Of life and < loath, pause ore thou answen^st me ; 

So mayst thou ans*wer (LmI with ]e*ss dismay : 

What evil have we do!n* tlieo !- I, alas ! 

Have lived but on this earth a ftsw sad years, 

And so my lot was orderetl, that a father 

First turned the nniments of awakening life 

T(j <lrojfS, each poisoning ycuith’s sweet ho[)e ; ainl then 

Stahhetl with one ]»low my everlasting soul, ' 

And liiy untaint'-d fame ; and even that [)e:K*e 
Which sleeps withiti tin; eoro of the heart’s heart. 

]5ut the wound nas not mortal ; so my hal«i 
J5eeame tluj <nily woi*ship I <*ouid lilt 
To our great luilher, w}n» in [)ity ami love, 

Armed tlic*.^, as thou dost say, to c<i0 him u(l’; 

Ami thus his wrong becomes my ac<•u.■^.^l.i^ul : 

And art thou tlie aet-u.M-r f If tlum luipe^fc 
Mercy in hcavam, sleuv jii.^ticc upon «;arth : 

Woi’.^e tliaii aldfjody liami is a hard lu*art. 
if thou ha.>L dt»iie luunlers, mad** tliy life’s palli 
Over the trami»h;d laws iirOtid ami man. 

Kush not before tliy diidgi*, and say; “My Maker, 

1 havtj done this and mo)*e ; for then; was one 
Who was most pine and innocent on earth; 

And because she endured what never any, 

Guilty or innocent, cii'iured before; 

Because licr wrongs eoulil nob be told, nor thought; 
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Because tliy hand at length did rescue her ; 

I with my words killed her and all her kin.” 

Think, T adjure yon, what it is to slay 
reverence living in the minds of men 
Towards our nneiont house, and stainless fame ! 

Tljiiik what it is to strangle infant pity. 

Cradled in the belief of guileless looks. 

Till it become a crime to sutler. Think 
Wliat ’tis to blot with infamy and blood 
All that which shows like innocence, and is, — 

Henr me, great (lod ! I swear, most iiinf)(;(?nt, — 

So that the world lose all diserimination 
Betw'een the sly, fierce, wild rt'gard of gnilt. 

And that wdnc.h now <*ompels tliee to reply 
n’o w’liat T ask : Am I, or am I not 
A }>arrieidc? 

Mtifzh). ^J’hoii art not ! 

AVhat is this ? 

I her(i d(‘clarc those whom 1 did accuse 
Are innocent. ’'J'is I alone am guilty. 

Julqf. Drag him away to torments ; let them bo 
Subtle .'nul long drawn out, to tear the folds 
OrCu' heart’s inmost cell. Unbind him not 
'fill ho eonfess. 

Mil i"io. Torture me as yc will : 

A kce»«er jr’in has wiaing a higher ‘riitii 
hVoiii my lii't In-eatli. She is most innocent ! 

I^loodhoiinds. n<jf men, glut ^ ourselves w'oll with mo ! 

! wdli tiot gixeyou that tine j»iec*c of nature 

'fo ren 1 au-1 rum. [fih Makzio, Quarded. 

(JitmUlo. AVhat say yc now. my lords '( 

Judijt'. ^et t>irfiir(’.s .strain the truth till it be white 
As snow thrice sifted by the frozen wind. 

Cmni/lo, Yet stained with blood. 

Jiidqe (fo Bi: \ riui’i:). Know you this j)a])or. lady 1 

Jhalr'n-r. l<hiii-ii|> mo not with qne-ti«)ns. Who stands here 
As my aecusef ! lla ! wilt thou b«; h*,*. 

^^'ho art. my judge ! Aeeuser, witness, judge, 

What, all in mu^ ! Hero is Drsino’s name; 

Where is Orsinw ? Let his eye nie(d mine. 

^''dlat means tliis sei-awl I Alas ! ye know not what, 

Ai d tlu‘refv)n* on tlu' chance that it may bo 
Some evil, will ye kill us ? 


L'.fti'r an OjHnr. 

Offirrr. Mar/.ii ’s dea<l. 

J udf/c. AVliat did bo say t 

Officer. ‘ Nothing, As soon as we 

Had bound liiin on Hie wheel, ho smiletl on us, 
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As one wlio baffles a deej) adversary ; 

And, holding his breath, died. 

Judye. There remains nothing 

3>ut to apply thci fpicstit)n to those prisoners, 

Who yet remain stubborn. 

CamiUo. I ovcmile 

Further proceedings, and in the behalf 
Of tliese most innoeoiit and noble persons 
Will use my iiiterost with the Holy Father. 

Jndije. Let tlio Pope’s pleasure theji be done. IVlcaiiwhih* 
Conduct these culprits each to separate (xdls; 

And be the engines ready : for this night, 

If the Po])c’s rcsoUiti(jn be jis grave. 

Pious, and just as once, 1*11 wring the tr\ith 
Out of those nerves and sinews, groan hy groaii. 


Sctiyt: III . — 7'/o; CW/ of a Prison. PhATKlci*: is discovered 
asleep on a couch. 

Enter Bkunauoo. 

Jicruardo. How gently shimber rests u]>on her face, 

Like tlie la>t thoughts of some day sweetly spent, 

Closing in night and dreams, and so prolonge*!. 

Aftei’ such toi7Jie)»t.s as slic bore last night, 

How light and soft her breathing eonies. Ah, me ! 

Methinks that 1 shall never slee]) again. 

But I must shake tlie heavenly dew of rest 

Fi*om this sweet folded flower, thus — wake; awake; 

What, sister, eanst thou sleep i 

Beatrice {aivalcin;f). I was just «lreaming 

That we were all in Paradise. Tliou knowest 
This cell seems like a kind of Paradise 
After our fatJier’s presence. 

Bernardo. Hoar, dear sister. 

Would that tliy dream were not a dream ! O, Ood ! 

How shall 1 tell \ 

Beatrice. Wliat wouldst tli«)u tell, sweet brotliei ' 

Bernardo. Look not so calm and hap[>y, tn*, oven whil.'^t 
I stand considering what 1 have to say, 

My heart will lu-eak. 

Beatrice. See now, thou mak’st me weep : 

How very frieinll»:ss tlifui would.st be, dear i.hihl, 

If I wore ilea<l. Say what thou liast to say. 

Bernardo. They liave confesfccd ; they could eiidui o no moie 
Tlie tortures — 

Beatrice. Ha ! Wliat w;ts there to confess ! 

They must have told some weak au<l wicki*d Uo 
To flatter their tormeutors. liava they sail I 
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That they were f?wilty ? O wliite innocence. 

That thou shouhlst wear the mask of guilt to hide 
Thine awful and soroiiest couiitenauce 
F? oin thorie who know thee not ! 

Jliijok, u'ith Lucuetia and Uiacomo, rjuardid. 

Ignoble heart:) ! 

For some brief spasms of pain, which are at least 
As mortal as the limbs tlirougli which they pass, 

Ar(! eentinies of high splendour laid in dust # 

And that ctei’ual honour which should live 
Simlike, above the reek of mortal fame, 

Cliaiigcd to a mockery and a by-word ? What ! 

Will you give up these bodies to be dragged 
At horses’ heels, so that our hair shouUl sweep 
The Ibotstei'S of the vain and senseless crowd, 

AVho, that they may make our calamity 
Their worship and their spectacle, will leave 
The cJiurches ami the theatres as void 
i's their own hearts \ Sliall the light multitude 
Fling, at their choice, curses or faded ])ity. 

Sad fuiu.ral (lowers to deck a living corps**, 

Upon us as we ])ass, to psiss away. 

And loa ' ( -what memory of our having been 1 
Infaijiy blood terror, dcsj)air.^ <) ihou, 

WIio wen a tnofher to tlie parentless. 

Kill not ti y » hdd ! Let not Iicr wrongs kill thee ! 
Ih’other, lie down with me upon the rack, 

And l(^t .’s e.. ‘li ho silent jis a corpse; 

It soon will ho .IS soft as any grave. 

'Pis hut tin jal.si-lio*)d it can wring from fear 
IMakcs the rack erneJ. 

Otacunio. ^Phi.*y will tear the truth 

Kvoii from thee at last, those cmel pains: 

For 1 ity’s sake say tlioii art guilty now. 

Aac/v/h/. (), pt-ik (he truth ! hot us all <|uiekly die ; 
All 1 after *lcath. (lod is our judge, not they; 

He will liave mercy on us. 

HrrHtirtlo. Tfiiidcoil 

U “ail he triu , say so, dear ^^lster mine; 

Aiu then the Fope \Nill surely pardon you. 

And all bo well. 

^ Judffc. (h)ufesM. or I will warp 

Vour limbs with iiuh keen tortures— - 

liviitrire. T«)rtures ! Turn 

The rack iieiieefoi th into a spuming wheel 
Torture y«)ur dog, that he may tcii wheu last 
He lapped the blood his master shed — not me ! 

My pangs are of the luiiid, and of the lieait 
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And of the soul ; ay, of the inmost soul, 

Which weeps within tears as of hurning gall 
To sec, in this ill world whore none arc true, 

My kindred false to their deserted selves. 

And with coiisidoring all the wretched life 
Which 1 have lived, and its now wretclicd end ; 

And the small justice shown by Heaven and Eartli 
To me or mine ; and what a t^^rant thou art, 

And what slaves tliese ; and what a world we make. 

The op]n-essor and the oppressed — such pangs compel 
My answer. What is it thon wonldst with me? 

Art tliou not guilty of thy fathers death? 

Ikafrire. Or wilt tliou nither tax high-judging (lod 
That ho pcniuttc<l such an act as that 
Which I liave siiff’‘"*ed, and which he beheld ; 

Made it unutterahlc, and took from it 
All refuge, all revenge, all conse<picnce, 

But that which tlioii liast called my fathers death ? 

Which is 01 ' is not what men call a crime. 

Which either I have done, or have not done; 

Say what ye will. I shall d<‘ny no more. 

If yo dosiri‘ it tlms, thus let it be. 

And so an end of all. Now do yoiiv will ; 

No other pains shall force another word. 

Jnd<fC. She is convicted, hut has in>t confessed. 

Be it eiiongh. Until their final sentence 

Let none have converse with them. You, young lord. 

Linger not licrc ! 

Ikairice. O, tear him not away ! 

Jmlffi'. (liiards ! do your duty. 

Bernardo {a/uhracinj Bkatriok). Oh ! would ye divide 
Body from soul? 

OlHecr. That is the headsman’s business. 

\B.reuvf, all hnf Jaiciivitia, Bkatuji’k, and Giacomo. 
Oiftroiiio. Jlavc T confessed { Is it all over now? 

No hopt'? no refuirc ? 0 weak, wicked tongue, 

AVhieh hast dc^^troye^l me, would that thou hadst been 
Cut out and thrown to dogs first ! To have killed 
My father (irst, ainl then l)etrayed my sister; 

Ay, thoe ! the one thing innocent ami ]>uro 
In this black, guilty world, to that AvJiich I 
So well dosiM've ! IMy wife ! my little ones ! 

Destitute, licljiloss; and I — Father! God! 

Canst thou forgivo oven the unforgiving, 

When their full hearts break thus, thus? — 

[Oovfn’s his face and weeps. 

LucreMa. O, my child ' 

To wliat a dreadful end arc we all come ! 

Why did I yield ? Why did I not sustain 
Those torments ? Oli ! that I were all dissolved 
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Into tliese fast and unavailing teai^s, 

AVliicli flow and feel not ! 

Jkatrkr.. What ’twas weak to do, 

’Tis weaker to lament, once being done ; 

Take cheer ! The (lod who knew my wrong, and made 
Our speedy act the angel of his Avratli, 

Seems, and but seems, to have abandoned us. 

Ijct us not think that we shall die for this. 

IJrotlier, sit near nae; give me your firm hand, 

\'uu had a manly heart. Bear uj) ! bear up 1 
Oh ! dearest lady, i)ut your gentle head 
Upon 1113'’ lap, and try to sleep awhile ; 

Your e3’e.s look pale, hollow, and overworn, 

W^ith heaviness of watching and slow grief. 

Uome, r will sing you some low, slee2>y tune, 

Not cheerful, nor yet sad ; some dull old thing, 

S(nne outworn and unused monotony, 

Sticli as our countiy gossi]»a sing and S2)in, 

Till tiny .almost forget they live: lie down i 
S«) : that will do. Have T forg«>t the words ? 

I'^aitii ! they are sadder than i thought they were. 


False frh'ud, wilt thou smile or weep 

Wlwu iny is laid 

l-ittio cares Cor a smile or :i Icjir, 

'I hr clay cold coi-psc in>oj» the liier ; 

K.ir. v, oil ! Heigh ho! 

is tins whispers low ? 

There is a siuike in thy smile, iny dear ; 

.lilt I bitter poison wUhm thy tear. 

Swe< t. .shvp! were tleatii like t«» tliee, 
i)r iCtlitjvi eonldst mortal be, 

I wouM close tiiese eyes oCpain ; 

W Jien to wake ? Xever agiiin. 

(> World ! fai-ewell ! 

I.istfii to tile passing-bell ! 
it. says, tliou and 1 must part, 

Witlfa light and a heavy heui t. 

r The scene closes. 


SCENE IV.- A llallofthe Prisuiu 

Knfcr (.’AMiLbo and Bernardo. 

Cainillo. The l*ope is stern ; not to be moved or bent. 
He looked as ( aim and keen as is the engine 
Which tortures aud wliicli kills, exemj)! itself 
Eroui a\ight that it indicts ; a marble form, 

A rite, a law, a cusb m ; not a man. 

He f rowned, as if to frown had been the trick 
Ot his muchinciy, on the ad\ocates 
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Presenting the defences, which he tore 

And threw behind, muttenng with hoarse, harsh voice : 

“ Which among ye defended their old father 
Killed in his sleep] ” Then to another : “ Thou 
Dost this in virtue of thy place ; *tis well.” 

He turned to me then, looking deprecation, 

And said these three words, coldly : They must die.” 
Bernardo. And yet you left him not \ 

Cduiillo. I urged him still ; 

I’leading, as I could guess, the devilish wrong 
Which juompted your unnatural parent’s death. 

And he replied, “ Paolo Santa Croce 
Murdered his mother yester evening, 

And he is lied. Parricide grows so rife. 

That soon, for some just cause no doubt the young 
Will straiigle us all, dozing in our cliairs. 

Authority, and j^ewer, and hoary hair 

Are grown crimes capital. You arc my nephew, 

You come to ask their pardon ; shiy a moment ; 

Here is their sentence ; never see me more 
Till, to the letter, it bo all fulfilled.” 

Bernardo. O, (][od, not so ! I did believe indeed 
That all you said was but sad preparation 
For hap|»y news. 0, there arc words and looks 
To bernl the sternest {nirpose ! Once I knew tl»cm, 

Now T forgot them at my dearest nce<l. 

What think you if I .seek him out, and batlio 
His feet and robe with hot and hitter tears ? 

Importune him with prayers, vexing his brain 
AVitli my perpetual cries, until in rage 
He sti’iko mo with his pastoral cross, ami trample 
Upon my prostrate head, so that my blood 
May stain the senseless dust on which lie treads. 

And remorse wjiken mercy I 1 will do it ! 

O, wait till T return ! [/inn/a - 

Cam'dlo. Alas! poor boy ! 

A wreck-devoted seaman thus might pray 
To the deaf sea. 

Bnter TjUCiietta, Bkatuice, and Giacomo guarded. 
BfAitrice. I hardly dare to fear 

That thou bring’st other news than a just pardf)u. 

Cnmillo. May God in lieaveii be Je.ss inexorable 
To the Pope’s prayers, than he Inis been to mine. 

Hero is the sentence and the warrant. 

Beatnce (wildly). Oh, 

My God I Can it be possible T have 
To die so suddenly ? So young to go 
Under the obscure, cold, rotting, wormy ground I 
To bo nailed down into a narrow place ; 
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To see no more sweet sunshine ; hoar no more 
voice of living thing ; muse not ngaiii 
Upon fsiiniliar thoughts, sad, y-et thus lost ! 

How fearful ! to be iiothiug ! Or to be — 

Whai ? 0, where am 1 1 Let me not go mad ! 

S\ve(‘t Heaven, forgive weak thoughts I Tf there should be 
No (Jod, no Heaven, no Earth in the void world ; 

Tlie wide, grey, lamplcss, deej), unpeopled world ! 

If nil tliiiigs then should be — my father’s spirit, 

His eyii, his voice, his touch surrounding mo ; 

I’lic atiiiosphero and breath of my dead life ! 

If .sometimes, as a shape more like him.self, 

Even the form which toi*tured mo on earth, 

IMasked in grc}" hairs and wrinkles, he should come, 

And wind me in his hellish arms, and fix 

His eyt's on niiuo, and drag me down, down, down ! 

Kor was lie not alone omnipotent 

On KarO), and ever present ? oven though dead, 

H')e.s not Ills spirit live in all that hrcatlie, 

And wt)rk for me and mine still tlie same ruin, 

Se<»ni, i)nin, desjiair 1 ^Vho over yet returned 
To lead’ll the laws of death’s untrodden realm ? 

Unjust perha])s as those which drive us now, 

0, wliitln r, whither? 

LnrnLa. Trust in God's sweet love, 

Tile tender promises of Christ : ere night 
Think we sbull ho in Paradise. 

Jkalrio'. ’Tis past ! 

AN'hiitcvei’ eomes, my heart shall sink no more. 

And yet, 1 know not why, yonr words strike chill : 

How tovliuus, false and cold seem all things ! 1 

Have met with inncli injustice in this world ; 

A’w diff'erenee luis been made by God or mail, 

Or any ])ower moulding niy wretched lot, 

Twixtgood or evil, as regarded mo. 

1 aiii ent off from the only world I know, 

Prom light and life, and love, in youth’s sweet prime. 

Aou do well telling me to trust in God ; 

1 liO]ie T do trust in him. In whom else 
U'an ny trinst ! And yet my heart is cold. 

[Diinjif/ the latter qjeeches Giacomo has retired conversing 
n ifli (jAMTiiT.o, who now goes out ; Giacomo advances. 
Giacomo. Know you not, mother — sister, know you not? 
beriiardo oven now is gone to implore 
-I'he Pope to grant our pardon. 

hiicretia. Child, perhaps 

It will he granted. We may all then live 
^ o make tlie.so woes a tale for distant year? : 

C, what a thought ! It gusheo to my heart 
Like the wann blood. 

X 2 
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Beatrice, Y<^t both will soon be cold : 

O, trample out that thought ! Worse than despair, 
Worse than the bitterness of death, is hope : 

It is the only ill which can find place 
Upon the giddy, sharp, and narrow hour 
Tottering beneath us. Plead with the swift frost 
That it should spare tlie eldest flower of spring : 

J*lead with awakening earthquake, o’er whose couch 
Even now a city stands, strong, fair and free ; 

Now stench and blackness yawns, like death. O, plead 
With famine, or wind- walking pestilence. 

Blind lightning, or the deaf sea, not with man ! 

Cruel, cold, formal man ; righteous in words, 

In deeds a Cain. No, mother, we must die ; 

Since such I.-^ the reward of innocent lives ; 

Such the alleviation of worst wrongs. 

And whilst our murderers live, and linrd, cold men, 
Smiling and slow, w'alk through a world of tears 
To death as to life’s sleep; ’twerc just the grave 
Were some strange joy for us. Come, obscure Death, 
And wind me in thine all-cmbraciug arms ! 

Like a fond mother hide me in thy bosom, 

And rock me to the sleep from which none wake. 

Live ye, who live, subject to one anotJier 
As we were once, who now — I Biibnaudo rushes 

Bernardo. O, liornble ! 

That tears, that looks, that hope poured forth in prayer, 
Even till the heart is vacant and despairs, 

Should all be vain ! The ministers of death 
Arc waiting round the dooi*s. 1 thought 1 saw 
Blood on the face of one — wliat if 'tworc fancy 1 
Soon the heart’s blood of all 1 love on earth 
Will sprinkle him, and ho will wipe it off 
As if ’twere only rain. O, life ! O, world ! 

Cover mo ! let me be no more ! To see 
That perfect mirror of jjurc imiocciice 
Wlierein I gazed, and grcAV happy and good, 

Shivered to dust ! To see tl-'ee, Beatrice, 

Who made all lovely thou didst look upon — 

Thee, light of life — dead, dark ! while I say, sister, 

To hear 1 have no sister ; and thou, mother, 

Whose love was a bond to all our loves — 

Dead ! The sweet bond broken. 

Enter Camillo and Guards. 

They come ! Lot me 

Kiss those warm lips before tlu‘ir ci*imson leaves 
Are blighted — white — cold. Say farewell, before 
Death chokes that gentle voice ! 0 let me hear 

You speak ! 
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Beatrice, Farewell, my tender brother. Think 
Of <’iir sad fate witli gentleness, as now : 

And lot mild, pitying thoughts lighten for thee 
Thy sori’ow's load. ICrr not in harsh despair, 

But tears and patience. One thing more, my child : 
For thine own sake be constant to the love 
Thou bcarcst us ; and to the faith that I, 

Though wrapt in a strange cloud of crime and shame. 
Lived ever lioly and unstained. And though 
111 tongues shall wound mo, and our common name 
Be as a mark stamped on thine innocent brow 
For men to point at as they psiss, do thou 
Ft)i bcar, ami never think a thought unkind 
Of those wIjo perhaps love tlieo iii their graves. 

So mayst thou die as I do ; fear and pain 
Being siilxlued. h^irewell ! Farewell ! Farewell ! 

Bi rnardo. I cannot say farewell I 

Cam I II o. O, Lady Beatrice ! 

Beatrice. Give yourself no unnecessary pain, 

'My dear Lord Cardinal. Hero, mother, tie 
My girdle for me, and bind up this hair 
In any simple knot: ay, that does well. 

And yours I see is coming down. How often 
Have we done this for one another I now 
W'e shall not »Io it any more. My lord, 

AN'e are cpiitc ready. Well, ’tis very well. 
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TIIK AUTHOR. 


I’RKKAin:. 

The poem of “ HcHiih,” written at tlie svij^oestion of tlio evciita 
of the moincnt, is n mere improvise, ami ticrives its interest 
(slioiild it be found to possess any) solely from the intense sym- 
pathy which the Author feels with the canse he would celebrate. 

The subject, in its present sbitc, is insusceptible of being treated 
otherwise than lyrically, and if \ have called this pomii a drama, 
from the circumstance of its being composed in dialogue, the 
licence is not greater tliaii that winch ha^; been assumed by other 
poets, who have called tlieir productions epics, only because they 
have been divided into twelve or twenty-four books. 

Tlie Persaj of ./^Eschyliis af!br«lod me the first model of my 
conception, although tlie decis'on of the glorious contest now 
waging in Greece being yet s'lspcmh'tl, forbids a catastrophe 
parallel to the return of Xerxes and the desolation of tho 
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Ptirsifins. I have, therefore, contented myself with exhibiting a 
series of lyric pictures, and with having wrought upon the ciirtfiin 
of futurity, which falls upon the unfinished scene, such figures of 
indistinct and visionary delineation os suggest the final triuni])li 
of the Greek cause as a portion of the cause of civilisation and 
social improvement. 

Phe drama (if drama it must he called) is, however, so inarti- 
ficial that I doubt whether, if recited on the Thespian waggon to 
an Athenian village at the Dionysiaca, it would have obtained the 
prize of the goat. I shall bear witli equanimity any punishment 
greater than tho loss of such a reward which the Aristarchi of the 
hour may think fit to inflict. 

The only (joat-song which I have yet attempted has, T confess, 
in spite of the unfavourable nature of the subject, received a 
greater and a more valuable portion of apjilause than I expected, 
or than it deserved. 

Common fixme is the only authority which I can allege for the 
details which form the biusis of the poem, and I must trespass 
upon the forgiveness of my readers for tlie display of newspa2Jer 
erudition to which I have been reduced. Gjidoubtedly, until the 
conclusion of the war, it will be impossible to obtain an account 
of it sufficiently authentic for historical materials ; but poets have 
their privilege, and it is unquestionable thsit actions of the most 
exalted courage have been 2)erformed by tho Greeks — that they 
have gained more than one naval victory, and that their defeat in 
Wallachia was signalisetl by circumstances of heroism more 
glorious oven than victory. 

The ajiatliy of the rulers of the civilised wmrld, to the 
ast'Miishing circumstaiicos of the descendants of that nation to 
which tliey owe their civilisation — rising as it were from tho 
a flies of their ruin, is something perfectly inexplicahlo to a 
mere s^iectator of the sliuws of this mortal scene. A\'e are all 
Greeks. Our laws, our literature, our religion, our arts, liave tJieir 
root ill Greece. Jlut fur Greece — Home the instructor, tho 
conqueror, or the metropolis of our ancestors, would have spread 
uo illumination with her arms, and wo might still have Ijeoii 
savages and idolators ; or, what is worse, might have arrived at 
siufli a stagnant and miserable state of social institutions as China 
iiu<l Japan jJossess. 

The human form and the human mind attained toa jicrfeutiou 
ill Greece which has impressed its image on those fuultle.-s pro- 
ductions, whose very fragments are the despair of modern art, and 
has propagated impulses whicli cannot cease, through a tho usvuid 
channels of manifest or imperceptible operation, to eimuhlc and 
delight mankind until the extinction of the race. 

The modern Greek is tlie descendant of those glorious beings 
whom the imagination almost refuses to figure to itself as belong- 
ing to our kind ; and he inherits much of their sensibility, their 
rapidity of coueeption, their enthusiasm, and their eou rage. If 
in many instances be is degraded by moral and political slavery 
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ti) the prncticc of the basest vices it cii<]jenilers, ami that belowthe 
level of ordinary degradation ; let us reflect that the corruption 
of the best produces the woi’st, and that habits which siibsist only 
in relation to a peculiar state of social institution may be expected 
to cea>c, as soon as that relation is dissolved. In fact, the Greeks, 
since tho admirable novel of “ Anastsitiiis ” could have been a 
faithful picture) of their manners, have nndergono most important 
changes ; the flower of their youth, returning to their country 
from tho universities of Italy, Germany, and France, have com- 
municated to their fidlow-citizei IS the latest results of that social 
perfection of which their anceste)rs were tho original source. ^Plie 
univci*sity of Chios contained before the breaking out of the 
revolution, eight hundred students, and among them several 
Germans and AmoHcans. The muiiiticencc and energy of many 
of the Greek princes and merchants, directed to the renovation of 
their country, with a spirit and a wisdom which has few examples, 
is above all ])raise. 

The English permit their own oppressors to act according to 
their natural sympathy with the Turkish tyrant, and to brand 
upon their name the indelible blot of an alliance with tlio 
enoniics of domestic happiness, of Christianity, and civilisation. 

Ilussia desires to possess, not to liberate Greece ; and is con- 
tented to SCO the Turks, its natural enemies, and the Greeks, its 
intended slaves, enfeeble each other, until one or both fall into 
its net. The wise and generous policy >f England would have 
consisted in establishing the in<lepoiidoncc of Greece, and in main- 
taining it both against Ilussia and the Turks ; — but when was tho 
oppressor generous or just ? 

The Spanish l*eninsula is already free. France is tranquil in 
the enjoyment of a partial exemption from the abuses which its 
unnatuiul and feeble government arc vainly attempting to revive. 
The seed of blood and misery has been sown in Italy, and a more 
vigorous race is arising to go forth to the harvest. The world 
waits only tho news of a revolution of Germany, to see the 
tyrants wlio have pinnacled themselves on its snpiiuuioss, pre- 
cipitated into the ruin from wliich they shall never arise. AVell 
do these destroyers of mankind know their’ enemy, when they 
impute the insurrection in Greece to the same spirit before which 
they ti'cmblc throughout the rest of Fairope ; and that enemy 
well knows the power and cunning of its o])poiieiits, and watches 
tho moment of their ai>proaehing weakness and inevitable 
division, to wrest the bloody sceptres from their grasp. 
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l^RAMATTS PKIlSOXit:. 

Matimui), 1 Daoot), 

llASnAN, \ AiIASUKUI'S, a, .7i 

Cironrs of Grcd: Captive Women. Me»!in^ger», Stavest, tiud AttniJaufs. 
Sc UN K — Co list a ni i luqyfe. T i MK — Ido o set . 


Scene, a Terrace^ on the SenifjHo, 

Mahmud {sleeping)^ an Indian slave sitting hmdc his Couch. 
Cjioni ri op (iiiPKiv CAn’iVK Wompv. 

AVe strew those opiate llowors 
On thy restless pillow, — 

They were stript from Orient bowers. 

By the Tn<liiin billow. 

Be thy sleep 
Culm and deep, 

Bike theirs who fell — not ours who weep ! 

IN'DIAN. 

A>vay, unlovely dreams ! 

Away, false shapes of sleep ! 

Bo his, as Heaven seems. 

Clear, and bright, and deep ! 

Soft as love, and calm as death. 

Sweet as a summer night without a breath, 

ClIOBUS. 

Sleep, sleep ! our song is laden 
With the soul of slumber; 

It was sung by a Samian maidem, 

AVhosc lover was of the number 
Who now keep 
That calm sleep 

AVheiice none may wake, where none shall weep. 
Indian. 

I touch thy temples pale ! 

I breathe my soul on thee I 
And could my prayers avail, 

All my joy should be 
Dead, and I would live to weep. 

So thou raight'st win one hour of quiet sleep. 

CUOKUS. 

Breathe low, h)W, 

The spell of the mighty mistress now ! 

AVhen Conscience lulls her sated snake, 

And Tyrants sleep, let Freedom wake. 

Breathe low, low. 

The words, which, like secret fire, shall flow 
Through tlio veins of tho frozen earth - -low, low ! 
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Semiciiokiis I. 

Life may cliauge, but it may fly not ; 
Hope may vanish, but can die not ; 

Truth bo veiled, but still it burnetii ; 
Love repulsed, — but it rcturneth ! 
Skmujiiorus JT. 

Yet were life a charnel, where 
Hope lay coffined with Despair; 

Yet were truth a sacred lie, 

Love were lust — 

SKMuaioHi/s T. 

If Liberty 
Lent not life its soul of light, 

Hope its iris of delight, 

'fruth its prophet’s robe to wear. 

Love its power to give and bear. 

Chorus. 

In the great morning of the world, 

The spirit of God with might iinfiirled 
The flag of ^Freedom over Chaos, 

And all its banded anarchs Hod, 

Like vultures frighted from linaus, 

Ih'fore an earthquake’s trea'^ — 

So from Time’s temj)0.stu(>us d wn 
Freedom’s splendour buist and shone : — 
’rhermopylao and Marathon 
Caught, like mountains beacon-lighted, 

The springing Fire. — The winged gloiy 
On Fhilippi halfalightcd, 

Like ail eagle on a promontory. 

Its unwearied wings could fan 
^’Jie <|ncnchless a.shes of Milan. 

From age to age, from man to man 
It lived; and lit from land to laud 
Florence, A\\»ion, S\vit/.cr\and. 

Then night fell ; and, as from night, 
He-assnming fiery flight. 

From the West swift Freedom came, 

Against the course of licavcn and doom, 
A second snu arrayed in Hame, 

To burn, to kimlle, to illume. 

From far Atlantis its young beams 
Chased the shadows and the dreams. 
France, with all her saiignine steams, 

Hid, but quench* I it not ; again 
Through clouds its shafts of glory min 
From utmost Gt cmany to Spain. 

As an eagle fed w'ith morning 
Scorns the embattled tcmj»est’s warning, 
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When she seeks her aerie lianging 
Tn the mountain-cedar’s hair. 

And her brood expect the clanging 
Of her wings through the wild air. 

Sick with famine ; — Freedom, so 
To what of Greece remaiucth now 
Returns ; her hoaiy ruins glow 
Jjike orient mountains lost in day ; 

Beneath tlie safety of her wings 
Her renovated nurselings play. 

And in the naked lightnings 
Of tinth they purge their dazzled eyes. 

Jjot Freedom leave, where’er siie flies, 

A Desert, or a Paradise; 

Let the beautiful and the bravo 
Share her glory, or a grave. 

Hkmk-iiohus I. 

With the gifts of gladness 
Greece did thy cradle strew ; 

Skmtohorus 11. 

"With the tears of sadness 

Greece did thy shroud bedew ; 

Hkmiciiouus I. 

With an orphan’s aifociion 

She followed thy bier through time ! 

»SKMT<’ir<>rvus II. 

And at thy resurrection 

Ue-a 2 jpeareth, like thou, sublime 1 
Skmiciiorus I. 

If TTeaveu should resume thee. 

To Heaven shall her s}»irit ascend 

SiiMicHORcs n. 

If Hell should entomb thee, 

To Hell shall her high hearts bend. 

Skmiciiorus J, 

If Annihilation — 

Sia»uc.noR.V5s 11. 

Dust let her glories be ; 

And a name and a nation 

Be forgotten, Freedom with tlice ! 

Tnuian. 

JJis brow grows darker — breathe not — move not ! 

He starts — he shudders ; — yo that love not. 

With your panting loud and fast 
Have awakened him at last. 

Mahmud {starthuf from his sleep), Man the Seraglic juaid 
make fast the gate. 

What ! from a cannonade of three short hours ? 

*'ris false ! that breach towards the Bos 2 )horud 
Cannot be practicable yet — Who stirs ! 
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Stand to the match ; that when the foe prevails, 

One spark may mix in reconciling ruin 

The con(iuei-or and the conquerctl ! Heave the tower 

Into the gap — wrench oft* the roof. [^Entei' ITafsan, 

H.'i ! what ! 

The truth of day lightens upon my dream, 

And I am Mahmud still. 

jrassan. Your Sublime Highness 

Is strangely moved. 

Mahmud. The times do cast strange shadows 

On those who w’atch and who must rule their course, 

Lest they, being first in peril as in glory, 

Be whelmed in the fierce ebb : -and those arc of thciii. 
Thrice has a gloomy vision hunted me 
As tlius iioni sleep into the troubled day; 

It shakes me as the tempest shakes tlie sea. 

Leaving no figure upon memory’s glass. 

Would that — no matter. Tlioii ditkst say thou knewest 
A Jew, whose spirit is a chronicle 
Of strange and secret and forgotten things. 

T bade thee summon him : — ^’tis said his ti ibo 
Dream, and are wise iiiterpretei’s of dremns. 

JIassan, The Jew' of wdioin I spake is old, — so old 
lie seems to have outlived a W'oi ld’s df-cay ; 

The hoaiy mountains and the w'riiikle ocean 
Scorn younger still than lie ; liis luiir and beai d 
Are w'hiter than the tempest-sifted snow' ; 

His cold pale limbs and pulseless arteries 

Are like the fibres of a cloud instinct 

With light, and to the soul tli.at quickens tliern 

Are as the atoms of the mountain-drift 

To the winter wind : — but from his eye looks forlh 

A life of unconsumed thought, which pierces 

The present, and the pi\st, and the to-come. 

Some say that this is lie whom the great }u*ophct 
Jesus, the sou of Joseph, for his iiioekery. 

Mocked with the curse of immortality. 

Borne feign that he is Kiu'ch ; others dream 
He was pro-adjiinite, and has survived 
Cycles of generation and of ruin. 

The sage, in truth, by dreadful abstinence, 

And conquering penance of the mutinous flesli, 

Deep contemplation, and unw earied study, 

In years outstretched beyond the <latc of man, 

May have attained to sovereignty and science 
Over those strong and secret things and thoughts 
Which others fear and know not. 

Mahmud. I would talk 

With this old Jew. 

JIassan, Thy will is even now 
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Made known to him, where he dwells in a sea-caveru 

*Mid the Demoiiesi, less accessible 

Than thou or God ! He who would question him 

Must Bail alone at sun-set, wliere the stream 

Of ocean sleeps around those foaiiiless isles 

When the yoking moon is westering as now, 

And evening airs wander upon the wave ; 

And when the pines of that bee-pasturing isle, 

Green Erebintliua, quench the fioiy shadow 
Of his gilt prow within the sax)phire water, 

Then must the lonely helmsman cry aloud, 

Ahaauerus ! and tlie caverns nmnd 
Will answer, Ahsisuerus ! If his t>rayer 
Be granted, a faint meteor will arise, 

Ijightiug him over Marmora, and a wind 
Will rush out of the sigliing pine-forest, 

And with the wind a storm of harmony 
Unutterably sweet, ami ])ilot him 
Tlirough the soft twilight to the Bosphorus: 

Thence, at the hour and place and circumstance 
Fit for the mutter of their conference, 

The Jew appears. Few dare, and few who dare, 

Win the desired comiuunioii — but that shout 
Bodes — [A shout withbi^ 

Mahmud. Evil, doubtless; like all human sounds. 

Let me converse with spirits. 

Jtlassan. That shout again. 

Mahmud. This Jew whom th«iu hast suiunioncd — 

II assail. Will bo here — 

Mahmud. When the omnipotent hour, to which are yoked 
Tie, I, and all things, shall compel — enough. 

Bilcuce thos« mutineers — tliat drunken crew 
Tliat crowd about tlw? pilot in the storm. 

Ay ! strike the foremost shorter by a head I 
They weary me, ainl 1 have need of rest. 

Kings are like stars-— they rise and set, they have 
The worship of the world, but no i*cpose. [/ih’taa? severally, 
Cnuuus. 

Worlds on worlds are rolling over 
l^Vorn creation to decay, 

Like the bubbles on a river. 

Sparkling, bursting, borne away. 

But they are still immortal 
Who, through birth’s orient portal. 

And death s dark eliasm hurrying to and fro, 

(dothe their uueeasing hight 
In the brief dust and light 
Gathered around their chariots as they go ; 

New shapes they still may weave, 

Is’ew Gods, new laws receive, 
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Bright or dim are they, as the robes they last 
On Death’s bare riba had cast. 

A power from the nnknown God ; 

A I’rometheaii conqueror came ; 

Like a triumphal path he trod 
The thorns of dcatli and sham6. 

A mortal shape to him 
Was like the vai>onr dim 
Which the orient planet animates with light ; 

Dell, Sin, and Slavery came. 

Like blood-hounds mild and tame, 

Nor preyed until their lord had taken ilight. 

Tiio moon of Mahomet 
Arose, and it shall set : 

Wliile blazoned as on heaven’s immortal noon 
The cross leads generations on. 

Swift as the radiant shapes of sleep 
From one whose dreams are paradise, 

Fly, wdioii the fond wretch wakes to weep, 

Ainl d5\y peers forth with her blank eyes : 

So fleet, so faint, so fair, 

'i’he I’owers of earth and ir 
Fled from the folding star of Both.’oiiem : 

Apollo, Pan, and Love, 

A 11(1 even Olympian Jovo 
Grew weak, for killing Truth had glared on them. 

Our hills, and seas, and streams, 

Dispeopled of their dreams, 

Their ^vuters turned to blood, theii- dew to tears. 

Availed for the golden years. 

Enfer Mahmud, Hassan, Daood, and others. 

Mahmud. M(n'e goldl our ancestors bought gold with victory. 
And shall I sell it for defeat'? 

])aoo<L The Janizars 

Clamour for pay. 

Mahmud. Go ! bid thorn jmy themselves 

With Cliristiaii blood ! Art? there no Grecian virgins 
Wliose slirieks and spasms and tears they may enjoy ? 

No infidel children to impale on spears ? 

No hoary i)ricsts after that Pati iarcli 

Who bent tlie curse against his country’s heart, 

Wliich clove his own at last? Go ! bid thorn kill : 

Blood is the seed of gold. 

Daood. It has been sown. 

And yefc the harvest to the sickle-ineu 
Is as a grain to each. 

Mahmud. Then take this signet, 
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Unlock the seventh chamber, in which lie 
The treasures of victorious Solyman. 

An empire’s spoils stored for a day of ruin. 

0 spii-it of lily sires ! is it not come ? 

The prey-birds and the wolves are gorged and slccji ; 

]5ut these, who spread their feast on the red earth, 

1 T linger for gold, which fills not. — See them fed ; 

Then lead tliem to the rivers of fresh death. \Ejcit Daooo, 

Oh ! miserable dawn, after a night 

More glorious than the tlay which it usurped ! 

0, faith in God ! 0, power on earth ! O, word 
Of the great Prophet, whose overshadowing wings 
Darkened the thrones and idols of the west, 

Now bright ! — Por tliy sake cursed be the hour, 

Even us a father by an evil child, 

AVhen the orient moon of Islam rolled in triumph 
From (Caucasus to white Ceraiinia ! 

Kiiin above, and anarchy below ; 

’rorroi’ without, and treachery within ; 

The chalice of destruction full, and all 
Thirsting to drink; and wlio among us dares 
To dash it from his lips { and wliere is Hope ? 

JlitsmiK The lamp of our dominion still rides high ; 

One God is God — Mahomet is his 3h*ophet. 

T‘’oiiv hundred thousand Moslems, from the limits 

(h‘ utmost Asia, irresistibly 

'f’hroug, like full clouds at the Sirocco’s cry, 

I5.it nut like them to weep their strength in tears; 

Tl. ?y have destroying lightning, and their atop 
Wakes earthquake, to consume and overwhelm, 

-‘•n»l reign in ruin. JMirygiaii Olympus, 

Tmolus, and Latinos, and Mycalc, roughen 
Witli horrent arms, and lofty ships, even now, 

Like vapours ancliorcd to a mountain’s edge, 

Freighted with fire and whirlwind, Avait at ^?etlla 
The convoy of the ever-veering wind. 

Samos is drunk with blood ; — tlie Greek has paid 
Brief victory with swift loss and long despair. 

The false Moldavian serfs lied fast and far 
When the fierce shout of Allah-illa-Allah ! 

I lose like the war-cry of the northern wind, 

Whicli kills the sluggish clouds, and leaves a flock 
Of Avild SAvans struggling Avitli the naked storm. 

So were the lost Greeks on the Danube’s day ! 

If night is mute, yet the returning sun 
Kindles the voices of tlie morning birds ; 

Nor at thy bidding less exultingly 
Than hinls rejoicing in the gohleii day. 

The Anarchies of Africa unleash 
Their tempest-winged cities of the sea, 
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To speak in tliundei* to the rebel world. 

Like sulphureous clouds half-shattered by the storm, 

They sweep the pale iEgcaii, while the Queen 
Of Ocean, bound upon her island throne, 

Far in the 'West, sits mourning that her sons, 

Who frown on Freedom, spare a smile for thee 
Bussia still hovers, as an eagle might 
Within a cloud, near wliieh a kite and crane 
Hang tangled in iiicxtri cable liglit, 

To stoop upon the victor ; for she fears 

The name of Freedom, even as she hates thine : 

But recreant Austria loves thee as the Orave 
Jjoves Pestilence, and her slow d(»gs of war. 

Fleshed with the chase, come ui> from Italy, 

And howl upon their limits : for they see 
Tlie panther F]’eodo»n fled to her old cover. 

Amid seas and inoniitaiiis, and a mightier brood 
Crouch around. What Anarch wears a crown or mitre. 

Or bears the sword, or grasjis the key of gold, 

AVhose friends arc not thy frierids, w'hosc foes thy foes 1 
Our arsenals aiul our armories arc full; 

Our forts defy assaults ; ten thousand cannon 
Lie ranged upon the beach, and hour by hour 
Their earthff'uvulsing wheels affright the city; 

The galloping of fiery steeds makes ])alo 
The Christian merchant, and the yellow Jew 
Hides his hoard deeper in the faithless earth. 

Like clouds, and like the shadows of the clouds, 

Over the hills of Anatolia, 

Swift ill wide troo])s the Taiiar chivalry 
Sweep ; — the far-lhwliing of their starry lances 
lieverberates the dying liglit of day. 

Wc have one (loJ, one King, one Hope, one l.aw; 

But inany-hcadiMl Insurrcetiuii stands 
Hivided in itself, .and st»ou must fall 

JHahmud. Proud w«ii’ds,when deeds come .short, are sea-soiiable : 
Look, Hassaii, on yon ere.>ceiJt moon, emblazoned 
Upon that shattered flag of fiery cloud 
AVhieh leads the rear of the departing day, 

Willi emblem of an emiiirc fading now ! 

See liovv it trembles in the bloo<l-i*ed air. 

And like a mighty lamp whose oil is .sj>cut. 

Shrinks on the horizon’s edge, while, from above, 

One .star with insolent and victoriom- light 
Hovers above its fall, and with keen bejim.«», 

Like arrows through a fainting antelope, 

Strikes its weak form to deaih. 

llfusan. P3vcii Jis that moon 

Renews itself 

Mahmud. Shall we be not renew’cd ! 



HELLAS. 


321 


Far other bark than ours were needed now 
To stem the torrent of descending time : 

Tlie spirit that lifts the slave before its lord 
Stalks through the capitals of armed kings. 

And spreads his ensign in the wilderness; 

Exults in chains ; and when the rebel falls, 

Cries like the blood of Abel from the dust ; 

And the inheritors of earth, like beasts 
■When cfirthquake is unleaslied, with idiot fear 
Cower in their kingly dens — as I do now. 

What were Defeat, when Victory must appal ? 

Or Danger, when Security looks pale ? 

Jfow said the niesseiiger- — who from the fort 
Islanded in the Danube, saw the battle 
Of Bucharest? — that — 

Hfman. Ibrahim’s cimeter 

Drew with its gleam swift victory from heaven, 

To burn before him in the night of battle — 

A light and a destruction. 

Mahmud. Ay ! the day 

Was ours; but how? — 

f/rman. The light Wallachians, 

The Arnsiut, Servian, and Albanian allies. 

Fled from the glance of our artillery 
Almost before the thunder-stone alit; 

One half the Orcciaii army made a bridge 
Of safe and slow retreat, with Moslem dead; 

'J'he other — 

Mahnmd. Speak — tremble not— 

Jhuimn. Islanded 

By victor myriads, formed in hollow sipiaro 
With rough «and stedfast front, and thrice flung back 
The deluge of our foaming cavaliy ; 

Thrice their keen wedge of battle pierced our lines. 

Our ballled army trembled like one mau 
Before a host, and gave them space ; but soon, 

From the surrounding hills, the batteries blaiacd, 
Kneading them down with lire and iron rain. 

Yet none approached ; till, like a field of corn 
TJndor the hook of the swart sickle-man, 

I’he bands, intrenched in mounds of Turkish dead, 

Drew weak and few. Then said the Pacha, “ Slaves, 
Bender yoursclve.s- -they have abandoned you — 

What liope of refuge, or retreat, or aid? 

Wo grant your lives.” — “ Grant that which is thiuc own,” 
Cried one, and fell iipcm his sword and died ! 

Another — “ God, and man, and hope abandon me ; 

But I to them and to myself remain 

Constant be bowed his head, and bis heart burst. 

A third exclaimed, “ Thero is a refuge, tyrant, 
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Wtero thou darcst not pursue, “"f, „ain ” 

Shouldst thou pursue; tH«ro f riL^srtX 

Then hold his breath, and, aftei a '’J 

The indignant spirit cast its moi-fed , , 

Among the slaiu-dcnd eartli upon tlie e,utli . 

So these survivors, each by '';;yaido. 

Some strange, all sudden, none < • ’ 

Met ill triuiiipliant death ; and u''*' si mmo 

Closed in. while yet wonder, ;“!;l 

Held back the base liyenas ot „ 

That feed upon the .lead and «>> 

One rose out of the chaos of • , ’ , arUvil, 

And if it were a 

Of the old saviours of the land w., lu 
TTfid ILiicd in ita anger, wanueruig ny , 

Or if tliftro hnrued within 
Unquenchable disdain of death, 

Creating what it feigned I ! 

But he cried, “ I’haiitoms of the free, we come 

Annies of the Thenial ye who striko 

To dust the citadels of hearts, 

And fihak<> tlui souls throned on Uu.ii st y ^ 

Lies sepulchred in inoiiuinental thought , 

Progenitors of all iliat yet is 

Aseriho to your bright senate, O 

111 your high niinistratioiis, ns, you»* sous 

U^tot, and the more glorious yet to^co^^^^ 

mlnh:T™3“ 

^ii^crave tho relie of Dcstvuetnm’s east. 

The exhalations and the tlinstj ^ 

Are siek with blood ; the dew « ;'"^r^;“^\,Ucreer 

ifeavon’s light is quenched m 

Upon your cainiis, cities, or to\vii!>, ‘ > 

Or the dews fall, or the angry sun 

Wnst ye”'TiLe toTutl ye light as foam. 

The earth rebels ; and Oood and hvil stake 
Their empire o’er tho unborn world of men 
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On this one cast— but ere the die be thrown, 

The renovated genius of our race. 

Proud umpire of the impious game, descends 
A seraph-winged Victory, bestriding 
The temi>cst of the Omnipotence of God, 

Which swotsps all things to tlieir appointed doom. 

And you to oblivion ! ” — More ho would have said, 

Ihit — 

Mahmud, Died — as thou shoiddst ere thy lips bad painted 
TLcir ruin in the hues of our success. 

A rebel’s crime, gilt with a rebel’s tongue ? 

Your heart is Greek, IJassan. 

llamtn. It may he so ; 

A spirit uot my own wrenched me within, 

And I have spoken words I fear ami hate ; 

Yet wovdd T die for — 

Mahmud. Live ! O live ! outlive 

Me and this sinking empire : — but the fleet- - 
Ilasmn, Alas ! 

Mahmud. The fleet which, like a flock of clouds 

Ohaso<l by the wiml, flies the insurgent banner. 

Gur winged castles from their iiuM'eliant ships ! 

Dmi' myriads before their weak pirate bauds ! 

Our arms before their chains ! Our years of empire 
llelV^re their centnvics of servile fear I 
Doatli is awaho ! llcpulsetl on the waters, 

Tliey own no more the thunder-hearing banner 
Of Mahmud ; but like hounds of a base breed, 

Goi'ge from a straiigoi’’s baud, and rend their master. 

llitsffiu. Latmos, and Ampelos, and Phanao, siiw 
Tb.c wreck — 

Mahmud. Tlie caves of the Icarian isles 
Hold each to the other in loud mockery, 

And with the tongue as of a thousand echoes 
First of the sea-ct)iivulsing fight — and then — 

^'hou darest to speak — soiiKclcss arc the mountains, 
interpret thou their voice ! 

Jfasmv. My presence bore 

A part in that day’s shame. T\ie (treeVau fleet 
Pore down at day-break from tlic hlorth, and hung 
As multitudinous on the ocean line 
As cranes ui)on the cloudless Thracian wind. 

Our squadron, convoying ten thousand men. 

Was stretching towards ilauplia when the battle 
Was kindled. — 

First through the hail of our artillery 
The agile Hydriote harks with press of sail 
Dashed : — ship to ship, cannon to ciinnon, man 
To man, were grappled in the embrace of war, 

Inextricable but by death or victory. 
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The tempest of the raging fight convulsed 
To its crystalline depths that stainless sea, 

And shook heaven’s i-oof of golden morning clouds 
Poised on an hundred azure mountain-isles. 

In the brief trances of the artillery. 

One cry from the destroyed and the destroyer 
Rose, and a cloud of desolation wrapt 
The unforeseen event, till the north wind 
Sprung from the sea, lifting the heavy veil 
Of battle-smoke — then victory — victory 1 
For, as we thought, three frigates from Algiers 
Bore down from Naxos to our aid, but soon 
Tho ahliorrod cross glimmered heliintl, before. 

Among, around ns : and tliat fatal sign 

l)i’i('vl with its beams the strength of Moslem hearts, 

As the i.uiL drinks the dew. — What more ! We lied ! 

Our noonday path over the sanguine foam 
Was beaconed, and the glare struck tlie sun ])ale, 

By our consuming transports ; the licree liglit 
Made all the aliaclows of onr sails blood-red, 

And every countenaneo blank. Some ships lay feeding 
The niveiiiiig fire even to tlio water's level : 

Somo were blown up ; some, settling lieavily, 

Sunk; and the slirieks of onr companions died 
Upon tlie wind, that bore ns fiist and far, 

Even .after they were dead. Nine tlioiisaiid j^orislicd ' 

Wc met the vultures legioned in tho air. 

Stemming the torrent of tho tainted wind : 

They, screaming from their cloudy mountain peaks, 

Stooped througli the sulphureous battlc-smokc, and 2 ^crched 
Each on the welteiing carcase that we loved, 

Like its ill angel or its damned soul. 

Riding upon tlic bosom of the sea. 

Wo saw the dog-fish hastening to their feast. 

Joy waked tlie voiceless people of the sen, 

And ravelling faniiiio left his oeeaii'Cave 
To dwell with war, ivitli vts, and with ilespair. 

Wc met night three liours to the west of l*atmos, 

As with night, tem^iest — 

Mahmud. Cease ! 


Euler a Messtii^ar. 

Messenger. Your Sublime Highness, 

That Christian lioiiiitl, the Muscovite ambassador, 
lias left the city. If the rebel fleet 
Had anchored in tlie port, bad victoiy 
Crowmed the Clrcck legions in the Hippodrome, 

Punic were tamer. — Obedience and Mutiny, 

Like giants in contention ]iianet-struek, 

Stand gazing on each other. — There is jieaco 
In Stamboul. — 
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Mahmud. Is the grave not calmer still ] 

Its iMiins shall be mine. 

JloAisan. Fear not the Russian ; 

The tiger leagues not with the stag at bay 
Against the hunter. — Canning, base and cruel. 

He crouches, watching till the spoil be won. 

And must be paid for ids reserve in blood. 

After the war is fought, yield the sleek. Russian 
That which thou ciinst not keep, his deserved portion 
Of blood, which shall not flow through streets and fields, 
liivors and seas, like that which \ve may win, 

Hut stagnate in the veins of Christian slaves ! 

Enter Second Messruf/cr. 

Second Messenger. Nauplia, Tripoli /.za, Mo thou, Athcn=«, 
Navarin, Artas, Monembasia, 

Corinth and I’hobcs, arc carried by assault; 

And every Islamite who made his dogs 
Fat with the flesh of Cralilean slaves. 

Passed at the edge of the sword : the lust of blood, 

Wliich made our w'at‘rior.s drunk, is ixuenelied in death ; 

Rut like a fiery jdague breaks out anew 

In deeds which make the Christian cause look X)alo 

In its own light. The garrison of Patras 

Has store but for ten days, nor is there ho]>e 

Hut iVoni the Rriton; at once slave and tyrant, 

Hi!^ wl'lies still are weaker than his fears ; 

Or he w<Hild sell what faith may yet remain 
From the oaths broke in Genoa and in Norway ; 
uVnd ]i‘ you buy him not, your treasury 
Ls oiii]>ty even of pr<jini.ses — his own coin. 

The freeman of a western ]>oct chief 
llohls Attica witli seven thousand rebels. 

And has beat back the i^acha of Ncgrox>oiit ; 

The aged Ali sits in Yanina, 

A crownless metaphor of ciiixurc ; 

His name, that shadow of his withered might, 

Holds our be.sieging army like a sx^cll 
In x>rey to famine, x»e.st, and mutiny : 

He, bastioiied in his citadel, looks forth 
Joylos.s Tii)on the .sax)idiirc lake that mirror.s 
The ruins of the city whore he reigned 
Childless and seex^treless. The Greek has reaped 
The costly harvest his own blood matured. 

Not the sowei-, Ali — who has bought a truce 
J^Yoni Yx>.silanti, with ten camel-loads 
Of Indian gold. 

L liter a Third Messenger. 

Mcbhmud. What more'? 

Third Messenger. The Christian trikes 

Of Lebanon and the Syrhui vilderuess 
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Are in revolt — Damascus, Hems, Aleppo, 

Tremble ; — ^tlie Arab menaces Medina ; 

The Ethiop has entrenched himself in Sennaar, 

And keeps the Ej^^yptian rebel well employed. 

Who denies homage, claims investiture 
As j)rice of tardy aid. Tensiii demands 
The cities on the Tigris, and the Georgians 
Refuse their living trilaite. Crete and Cypru.'*, 

Like mountain-twins fclnit from each other’s veins 
Catch the volcano-fire and earthquake spasm. 

Shake in the general fever. Through the city, 

Like birds befon> a storm, the Saiitons shriek. 

And ]>rophesying.s horrible and new 

Are heard among the crowd ; that se.'i of men 

Sleci)s on wrecks it made, breatlilcss and still. 

A Deiwisc, learned in the Koran, preaches 
That it is written how the sins of Islam 
Must raise up a destroyer even now'. 

The Gi’eeks expect a Saviour from the west ; 

Who shall not come, men say, in clouds and glory, 

Jhit in the oinniprcscticc of that spirit 
111 W'hich all live aii<l are. Ominous signs 
Are blazoned broadly on the noon-clay sky ; 

Olio saw a red cross stamped upon the sun ; 

It has rained blood ; and monstrous hirlhs declurc 
The secret wrath of Kaiure and her Ijord. 

The army encamjiod upon the Cydaris 
Was roused last night by the alaian of battle, 

And saw two hosts conflicting in the air, — 

The shadows doubtless of the unborn time, 

(^'ast on the mirror of the night. While yet 
The fight hung balanced, there arose a storm 
Which swept the phantoms from among the stars. 

At the thii’d watch the sp'irit of the plague 
Wtis heard al)roa<l ll}q)]»iiig among the touts ; 

Those who i-clieved watch f\>und the seiitiuels dead. 

The last news from the camp is, that a thousand 
Have sickened, ami — 

£nlcr a Fourth Menaviir/dr. 

Mahmud. And thou, i>alo gliost, dim shadow 

Of some untimely rumour, siieak I 

Fourth Mimwjer. One comes 

Fainting Avitli toil, covered with foam and blood ; 

He stood, he says, upon Clelonit’s 
Promontory, wdiich o’erlooks the isles that groan 
Under the Rritoii's frown, ami all their watei's 
Then trembling in the sidcndoiir of the moon ; 

When, as the w'aiuleriiig clouds unveiled or hid 
Her boundless light, he saw two adverse fleets 
Stalk through the night in the horizon’s glimmer. 
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Mingling fierce thunders and sulphureous gleams, 

And smoko whicli strangled every infant wind 
^’hat sooth(5d the silver clouds through the deep air. 

At length the battle sle])t, but the Sirocco 
Awoke, and drove his Hock of thuuder-clouds 
Over the sea-hori/on, Idotting out 
All objects — save that in tlic faint inoon-glimpso 
ITe saw, or dreamed lie saw the Turkish admiral 
And two, the loftiest, of our ships of war, 

With the bright image of tliafc Queen of Heaven, 

Who hid, perhaps, her face for grief, reversed j 
And the abhorred cross — 

Enter an Attendant. 

AtUndanf. Your Sublime Higliness, 

The Jew, who 

Mahmud. Could not come more seasonably : 

r.id him attend. I’ll liear no more! tof) long 
Wo gaze on danger tlirough the mist of fear, 

And niultiiily upon our shattered hopes 
The images of ruin, (^mie what will ! 

'IV-morrow and to-morrow arc as lamps 
Set in onr path to light ns to the edge, 

Throngh rough and smo<dh ; nor can wc suffer aught 
Wliicli ho inflicts not in who<o hand we are. [Eremt. 

SKMK'iroiO’S I. 

A^^nlh1 T w(jre the winged oloml 
Of a terjip()st swift and loud ! 

I would scorn 
T1 1 C smile of morn, 

Vuil the wave where the mooii-rise is born ! 

T wouhl leave 
Tlie spirits of eve 

A shroud for the corpse of the day to weave 
From other threads than mine ! 

JJask in the ]>lue noon divine 
Who would, not 1. 

Skmiciioucs 11. 

Whither to Hy? 

Skmu'hokis 1. 

Wlierc the rocks that gird th’ ^Egenii 

Echo to the battle pajaii 
Of the free — 

1 would flee 

A tempestuous licrald of victory ! 

My golden ain 
For the Chccian slain 

Shoiihl mingle in tears with the IJoody main; 

And my solemn thiindei knell 
fc?hould ring to the world llie passing-bell 
Of tyranny ! 
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Semichorus 

Ah kinpf ! wilt thou chain 
The rack and the rain ? 

Wilt thou fetter the lightning and hurricane ? 
The storms arc free. 

But we 

Chorus, 

0 Slavery ! thou frost of the world’s prime. 
Killing its flowers and leaving its thorns bai*e I 
Thy touch has stamped these limbs with crime, 
Tliese brows thy branding garland bear ; 

But the free lie.art, the impassive soul. 

Scorn thy control ! 

Semichorus I. 

Let there be light ! said Libpi*ty ; 

And like sunrise from the sea, 

Athens arose ! — Around lier boi n, 

Shone like mountains in the morn. 
Glorious states ; — and are they now 
Ashes, wrecks, oblivion? 

»SEMiciioias IF. 

Go 

Whore Thermic ami Asopus swalloweil 
Persita, as the sand does foam. 

Deluge upon deluge followed, 

Discord, Macedoii, and Home : 

And, lastly, thou ! 

SKMK irOJU-S r. 

Temples and towers, 
Citadels and marts, and they 

Who live and die thei-e, have been ours, 
And may be thine, and must decay ; 

But Greece and her fonmlations are 
Built below the fide of nar. 

Based on the crystalline sea 
Of thought and its eternity ; 

Her citizens, imperial spirits, 

Jlnle the iiresent from the past, 

On all this world of men inherits 
Their seal is set. 

KKMH'nom^.:} If. 

Hear ye the blast. 
Whose Orphic thuuder thrilling calls 
From ruin her Titaiiiaii walls? 

Whose spirit shakes the sapless bones 
Of Slavery ? Argos, Corintli, Crete, 
Hear, and from their inouiitain thrones 
The diemous and the nymphs repeat 
The hai’mou 3 \ 
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Semichorus 1. 

I hear ! T hear ! 

Semk’horus M. 

The world’s eyeless charioteer. 

Destiny, is hurrying by ! 

What faith is crushed, what empire bleeds 
Deneath her earthquake-footed steeds ! 

What eagle-winged victory sits 
At her right hand ] what shatlow Hits 
Before 1 what 8i)lendour rolls behind I 
Buin and lleiiovation cry. 

Who but we i 

iSEMuaioiu’s I. 

1 hear ! 1 licnr ! 

Tlic hiss as of a rushing wind, 

Tlic roar as of an octjan foaming, 

The tliuiider as of eartlupiake coming 
I hear ! I hear ! 

The crash as of an empire falling, 

Tlie shrieks as of a people calling 
Mercy ! Mercy ! — TTow they thrill ! 

Then a shout of “ Kill ! kill ! kill ! ” 

And then a small still voice, thus — 

Semicitokcs II. 

For 

Bevenge and wTong bring forth their kind, 

The foul cubs like their parents are, 

Their den is in their guilty mind, 

And Conscience foods them with despair. 

SKMK’IlOKl'.'i I. 

In sacred Atl^piis, near the fane 
Of wisdom, Fity’s altar stood ; 

Serve not the unknown God in vain, 

But pay that broken shrine again 
Love for hate, juid tears for blood. 

jinfer Mahmud and Aiiasueuus. 

Makmvd. Thou art a man, thou ^aycst, even as wo — 
Ahtiiiif>e.rus. No more ! 

Mahmtul. But raised above thy fellow-inoii 

By thought, as I by pow’er. 

Aka&xitrm. Thou sayest so. 

Alahmud. Thou art an adept in the diflicult lore 
Of Greek and Fi’ank philoso[>hy ; thou niimheivft 
The flowers, and thou mcasur^'st the stars ; 

Thou severest element from < iCmeiit ; 

Thy spirit is present in the pjust, and sec.s 

Tho birth of tli s old world ilirough all its cycles 

Of desolation and of loveliness; 

And when uiaii was not, and how man became 
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The monarch and the slave of this low sphere, 

And all its narrow circles — it is mucli. 

I honour thee, and would bo what tliou art 
Were 1 not wlnit I am ; but the unborn hour, 

Cradled in fear and hope, conflicting storms, 

Who shall unveil? Nor tiiou, nor I, nor any 
Mighty or wise. I apprehend not 
What tliou hast taught me, but I now perceive 
That thou art no interpreter of dreams ; 

Thou dost not own that art, device, or Gotl, 

Can make the futiire present — let it come ! 

Moreover tlnni disdainost ns an<l ours ! 

Thou art as God, wliom thou eontemplatcst. 

Ahasucrus. Disdain thee ?- -not tiic worm beneath my 
feet ' 

The Fathomless lias care for meaner things 
Than thou eanst dream, aud has made pride f<jr those 
Who would be wluiL they may not, or would seem 
That Avhich they are not. Sultan ! talk no more 
Of thee aud mo, the future and the }>ast; 

Hut look on that which cannot change -the One 
The unborn, and the undying. Earth aud oceiiu, 

Space, and the isles of life or light that gom 
The sajiphire floods of interstellar air, 

This firmament pavilioned upon chaos, 

With all its cressets of immortal fire. 

Whoso oiitwall, hastioncil impregnably 

Against the escape of boldest thoughts, repels them 

As Calpc the Atlantic clouds — this whole 

Of suns, and worbls, aud men, ainl boasts, and flowers, 

With alt the silent or tempestuous forkings 

Hy which they have been, are, or cease to be. 

Is but a vision -all that it inherits 

Are motes of a sick cj'o, bubbles, aud di’eams; 

Tliought is its cratlle and its gravtj, nor less 
The future and the past arc idle shadows 
Of thought’s eternal flight— they have no being ; 

Nought is but that it feels itself to be. 

Mahnmd. Wliat ineauest thou? thy words stream like a 
tempest 

Of dazzling mist within my brain— they shake 
Tiie earth on which [ stand, and liang like night 
On Heaven above mo. What can they avail ? 

They cast on all things, surest, brightest, best. 

Doubt, insecurity, astonishment. 

Ahasncriis. Mistake mo not ! All is contained in each. 
Dodona’s forest to an acorn’-s cup 
Is that which has born or will be, to that 
Which is -the absent to the present. TJioiight 
Alone, and its quick elements, Will, Dassion, 
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Reason, Imagination, cannot die; 

Tliey arc what that which they regard appears, 

Tiic stuH* whence mutability can weave 

All that it hath dominion o’er, — worlds, worms, 

Ein]>iros, and superstitions. VVliat has thought 
do with time, or place, or circumstanced 
AVouldst thou behold the future? — ask and have ! 

Knock and it shall be opened — look, and lo! 

Tiie coming age is shadowed on the past, 

As on a glass. 

Mahuitul. AVild, wilder thoughts eonviilso 
My spirit — Did not Mahomet the Second 
AVin Stamboun 

Ahtisiurna. Thou Avoiddst ask that giant si)irit 
The written foi*tunes of thy house and faith. 

Tliou wouldst cite one out of the grave to tell 
Ibuv what was born in blood must die. 

Mahmud. Thy words 

Have power on me ! I see— 

Aha>^uf!rm. AAHiat hearcst thou ? 

Mahmvd. A far whisper* 

'riirriblo silence. 

Ahaamms. AVhat succeeds? 

Mahmud. The sound 

As of *110 assault of an impcri;il city, 

'I’he hisrt of incxtiiiguisliahlo lire, 

^J’lic r<jav of giant cannon: — the cartluju.iking 
Fall of bastions and precipitous towers. 

The sliocl. of crags shot from strange engin’ry, 

^riie clash ol‘ wheels, jiiid clang of .irined hoofs, 

And Ciasli of brazen n^il, as of the wreck 
Of adamantine mountains — the mad blast 
Of tr«]mj)cts, mid the neigh of raging steeds, 

And sln ieka of wo: non whoso thrill jars the blood, 

And one sweet laiigli, most horrible to hear. 

As i>r a joyous infant waked, and playing 
ANTilli its dead mother’s brejisb; and now more loud 
The mingled battlc-cry — ha! hear I not 
Toincfi viKTi. Allah-illah-Allah ! 

Ahaaucrus. The sulphureous mist is mised — thou soest — 

MahmwL A chasm. 

As of two mountains, in the Avail of Stamboul; 

And in that ghastly breach tlie Islamites, 

Take giants on the ruins of a world, 

Stand in the light of sunrise. Iii the dust 
Glimmers a kin gloss diadem, . nd one 
Of regal port has cast aimsell* beneath 
The stream of .- ar. Another, proudly clad 
111 golden arms, spurs a tarhiriaii harb 
Into the gaji, and with his iron mace 
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Directs the torrent of that tide of men, 

And seems — he is — Mahomet ! 

Ahasuerua. What tliou scc'st 

Is but the ghost of thy forgotten dream ; 

A dream itself, yet less, perhaps than that 
Thou call’st realit3^ Thou niay.st beliold 
How cities, on which empire sleeps enthroned. 

Bow their towered crests to miibibility. 

Poised by tlie llood, e’en on the height thou Ijohlest, 

Thou mayst now learn how the full tide of power 
Ebbs to its depths. — Inhentor of glory. 

Conceived in darkness, born in blood, and noui-ished 
With tears and toil, thou sce’st the mortal throes 
Of that whose birth was but the same. The Past 
Now stands Ijcforo thee like an Incarnation 
Of the To-come j yet wouldst thou commune with 
That portion of thyself whicli was ere thou 
Didst start for this brief race whose crown is death ; 
Dissolve with that strong hiith and fervent i)assion 
Which called it from the uina-eated ilee]>, 

Yon cloud of war with its tempostuous i)hantoms 
Of raging death ; and draw with mighty will 
The imperial shade hither. AiTASi:r'.Kv 

Mahmud. Approach I 

Phantom. / come 

Thence wJiither thou must go ! The grave is litter 
To take the liviiig, than give up the dead ; 

Yet has thy faith prevailed, aud J am here. 

^J^he heavy fragments of the power wdncli fell 
AVhcii I arose, like shapeless (;rag.s aud clouds, 

Hang round my throne on the abys», and vokos 
Of strange lament soothe my supreme repo.^e, 

Wailing for gloiy never to return.- - 
A later Empire nods in its <leca3’^; 

The autumn of a greener llxith is euiiic, 

And wolfish change, like winter, howls to strip 
The foliage in which Fame, the eagie, built 
Her aerie, while Domini(ui whelped below. 

The storm is in its briinehes, and the frost 
Is on its leaves, and the blank deep expects 
Oblivion on oblivion, spoil on spoil, 

Iluin on ruin : tliou art slow, my foii; 

The Anarchs of the world of darkness keep 
A throne for thee, round which thine empire lies 
Boundless and mute ; and for thy subjects thou. 

Like us, shall rule tlie ghosts of murdei’ed life, 

The phantoms of the powei*p who rule thee now — 
Mutinous passions and conflicting fears. 

And hopes that sate themselves on dnst and die ! 

Strii^t of their mortal strength, as thou of thine. 
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Islam must fall, hut we will reign together 
Over its ruins in tlio world of death : — 

And if the trunk be dry, yet shall the seed 
rjifold itself even in the shape of that 
Which gathers birth in its decay. Woe ! woe ! 

To the weak people tangled in the grasp 
Of its last spasms. 

Mtihniad. Spirit, woe to all ! 

AVoe to the wronged and the avenger ! Woe 
l\j tlie destroyer, woe to the destroyed ! 

AVoe to th.e dupe, and woe to the deceiver ! 

Woe to the o[)prcssc<l and woe to the oppressor ! 

Woe both to tlio^c that suffer and inlliet ; 

Those who are born, .and those who die ! But say, 

Imperial shadow of the thing I am, 

AVhen, how, by whom, Destruction must acconn»lish 
Ili.r consummation { 

PhanLtjm. Ask the cold pale Hour, 

h’ioli in reversion of impending death, 

‘Vhcni he shall fall upon whoso ripe grey hairs 
Sit care, and sorrow, and infirmity- - 

"’lie weight whit.'h Crime, whose wings arc plumed with years, 
Lo.ive.- ill his flight from ravaged heart to heart 
()v’e»’ die heads of men, under which burthen 

bow themselves unto the giuvc : fond wretch ! 
lie It-aiis upon his crutch, and bilks of years 
■^ro (jonie, .'uid how in hours of youth ronewed 
He will nncNV lost joys, and 

b' /tv ff/iout, Alctoi y ! victory ! 

\Tkc l*hmHom vanishes. 

Mah luJ. AVhat sound of the inii)ortiinatc ciirLh has broken 
My mighty tr.mce i 

Voice without. Victory ! victory ! 

Mahmud. Weak lightning before darkness ! poor faint smile 
Of (lying rslam ! Voice which art the response 
Of hollow weakness ! Do I Avake and live? 

NY eve there suc\i things 1 or may the um pilot brain, 

Vexed by tlio wihC mad talk of the old Jew, 

Have sli;ip(.;d itself these sliatlows of its fear < 

It mattci’s not ! — for in night we see or dream, 

1‘ossess, or lose, or grasp at, can be ivurth 
More than it gives or teaches. Come w'hat m.ay, 

The future must become the past, and T 
As they wore, to Avhoiii once this present hour. 

This gloomy crag of tiim^ to which I cling, 

See?ued an ElysUm isle i?f peac . and joy 
Xever to he attained.- — T must rebuke 
This diaiiikcnno'-N of triumph ere it die. 

And dying, bring despair, — Victory ! -poor shaves ! 

[ICxit Mahmud. 
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Voice without. Shout in the jubilee of death ! The Greeks 
Are aa a brood of Uoiia in tlic net, 

Hound whieh the kindly huntei’a of the earth 
Stand smiling. Anarchs, ye whose daily footl 
Are curses, groans, and gold, the fruit of death, 

From Tliulo to the girdle of the world, 

(yonie, feast ! the boai^l groans with the flesh of men — 

The cup is foaming with a nation s blood, 

Famine and thirst await : eat, drink, and die ! 

.SEMTciiones T. 

Victorious Wrong, with vulture scream, 

Salutes the risen sun, pursues the Hying day ! 

T saw her ghastly as a tyrant’s dream, 

Pereh oti the trembling pyramid of night, 

llencath wbh*;! earth and all her realms pavilioned Jay 

In visions of the dawning undeliglit. 

Who shall im]»edo her llight ? 

\Mi() rob her of her prey 1 

Voice without. Victory ! victory ! Russia's famished eagles 
Dare not to [U'oy beneath the erescemt’s ligld.. 

Impale the n'lnnant of tho Greeks ! des])nil ! 

Violate ! make their Hesh chcapei* tliaii dust ! 

SEMuinnu's II. 

Thou voice wdiich ai t 
Tho lioiuld of the ill in splendour liid ? 

Thou echo of tho hollow licart 
Of monarchy, bear me to thine abode 

When desolation flashes o’er a world destroyed. 

Oh bear me to tlioso isles of jaggc<l elomi 

WJiich float like mountains the (ysiitlupiakcs, ’mid 
The momentary oceans of the lightning ; 

Or to some toppling promontory ])roiid 
Of solid tem])est, whose black ]>yramid, 

Riven, overhangs the founts intensely brighti-ning 
Of those dawn-tinted deluges of fire 
Before tlieir waves expire, 

AVlien heaven and earth are light, and only light 
In the thunder- night ! 

Voice without. V'ietory ! victory ! Austria., Russia, Englain', 
And that tame serpent, that ])oor shadow, France, 

Gry' peace, aiul that means death wlicn infiiiarchs speak. 

Ho, there ! bring tf)rcbes, sharpen those rod stakes ! 

These chains are light, fitter for slaves and poisoners 
Than Greeks. Kill ! plunder ! bum ! let none remain. 

SEMICIIORL'S I. 

Alas for Liberty ! 

If numbers, wealth, or unful filling years, 

Or fate, can quell the; free ; 

Alas for Virtue ! when 
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Torments, or contumely, or the sneers 
Of erring judging men 
Can lunik the heart where it abides. 

Alas ! if Love, whose smile makes this obscure world spleml id, 
Can change, w'ith its false times and tides. 

Like hope and terror — 

Alas for Love ! 

And Truth, who wamlercst lone and unbcfi icnded. 

If thou caiist veil thy lie-consumiiig mirror 
Before the dazzled eyes of Error. 

Alas for thee ! Imago of the Above. 

Skmuiiorus II. 

Kcpulse, with ])lumes from eompiost torn, 

Led the ten thousand from the limits of the morn 
Through many an hostile Anarchy ! 

At length they wept aloud and cried, The sea ! tlic sea ! ” 
Through exile, persecution, and ilespair. 

Homo was, and young Atlantis shall become 
The wonder, or the terror, or the tomb 
Of all whose ste[) wakes power lulled in her savage lair : 

But (Irccco was as a hermit child. 

Whose fairest thoughts and limbs were built 
To woman’s growth, by dreams so mild 
Slie knew not pain or guilt ; 

And mnv, () Victory, blush I and Empire, tremble, 

Wh.m yo desert tho free ! 

If (j recce must be 

A wreck, ct slifill its fragments reassemble. 

And ouihl ibrunsclvcs agsuii imp regii ably 
111 a diviner clime, 

To Amphionic. music, on some Cape sublime. 

Which frowns above the idle foam of Time. 

SsMTcmiitrs T. 

fjot tbo tyrants rule tho <lescrt they have made ; 

I^ct the free pt)t!scss the paradise they claim ; 

Be the fortune of our fierce oppressors weighed 
With our ruin, our resistance, and our name I 
Skmichorcs II. 

Our dead shall bo tbo s<*cd of their decay, 

Our survivors bo the shadows of their pride, 

Our adversity a drinim to iiass away — 

Their dishonour a remembmiiec to .abide ! 

Voice W'UlwiU. Victory! A^ictory ! The bought Briton sends 
The keys of ocean to the Islamite. 

Now shall the blazon of the cr ss be veiled, 

And British skill direct^ ig Othman might, 

Thunder-strikf^ r'-bcl victory. O keep lioly 
This jubilee of unrcvcngeil blooil ! 

Kill ! crush! despoil ! Let not a Greek escaj^e ! 
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Semichorus I. 

Darkness has dawned in the East 
On the noon of time : 

Tlio death-birds descend to their feast, 

From tile hungry clinic. 

Let Freedom and I’eace flee far 
To a sunnier strand, 

An<l follow Love’s folding star ! 

To tlio Evening laml ! 

8kmii;hoiuts IF. 

The young moon Inis fed 
Her exhausted horn 
With the sunset’s fire : 

The weak day is dead, 

Jhit the night is not bora ; 

And, like loveliness panting with w^ild desire, 
AVliilo it trembles with ftjai* ainl deligiit, 
ircsperiis Hies from awakening night, 

AikI pants in its beauty and speed with light 
Fast- flashing, soft and bright. 

Thou beacon of love ! thou lanii> of the free ! 

Clui'le us far, far away. 

To climes whci e now, veiled by the ardour of day, 

Thou art hidden 

From waves on ivhieh weary noon 
Faints in her summer swoon, 

Eo tween kingless continents, sinless as Eden, 
Around mountains and islands inviolably 
Traiikt on the sapphire sea. 

SKMioiroiti's I. 

Througli the sunset of hope. 

Like the shapes of a dream, 

What Paradise islands of glory gleam 
Eciicath Jfeavon’s cope. 

Their shadows more clear flc*at by — 

The sound of their oceans, the light of their sk3’. 

The music aud fragrance their solitudes breathe. 

Burst like inoriiiiig on dreams, or like I leaven on death. 
Through the walls of our prison ; 

And Greece, which was dead, is arisen ! 

c'lroiiua. 

The world’s great age begins anew, 

The golden years return, 

The earth <loth like a snake renew 
Her winter weed.s outworn ; 

Heaven smiles, and faiths and empires gleam 
Like wrecks of a dissolving dream. 

A brighter Hellas rears its mountains 
From waves serener far; 
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A new Pencils rolls its fountains 
Against the morning-star. 

Where fairer Tornpes bloom, there sleep 
Young Cy clads on a sunnier deep. 

A loftier Argo cleaves the main, 

Fraught with a later prize ; 

Another Orpheus sings again. 

And loves, and weeps, and dies, 

A new Ulysses leaves once more 
Calypso for his native shore. 

O write no moi’c the tale of Troy, 

If earth J.lcath’s scroll must be ! 

Nor mix with Laian rage t lie joy 
Which dawns upon the free : 
Although a subtler sphinx renew 
Kiddles of death Thebes never knew. 

Another Athens shall arise, 

And to remoter time 
Bcipicath, like sunset to the skies. 

The splendour of its prime ; 

And leave, if nought so bright may live, 
All earth can take or heaven can give. 

Saturn and Love tlicir long repose 
Shall burst, more bright and good 
Than all who fell, than One who rose. 
Than many un.sub<lue»l : 

Not gohl, not blood, their altar dowera. 
But votive teai’s, and symbol flowers. 

0 cease ! must hate and death vcturnl 
Cease ! must iiicii kill and die 1 
Cease 1 drain not to its dregs the urn 
Of bitter prophecy. 

The world is weary of the past, 

0 might it die or rest at last ! * 


* See Notes at the end of the volume. 



(EDirUS TYRANNUS; 

on, 

SWELF.FOOT TTTE TYRANT. 

A TRAGICDY IN TWO ACTS, TRANSI.ATEO KROM THE ORIGINAL 1)0 UIO. 


Choose Reform or Civil AVjir, 

■Wlien tlironH:h tliy streets, instead of ]).are with dogs, 
A Consout-Qt’ken shall hunt a Kino with hogs, 
Hiding on the Ionian Minotaur. 


ADVPIRTISEMENT. 

This Traj:rcdy is ono of a triad, or system of three Plays, (an 
arrangement accordinj? to which the Greeks wore accustomed to 
conneet their llrainatic royircscntations,) elucidatinf; the won- 
derful and appalling fortunes of the SwErJifOOT dynasty. It 
Avas evidently written by some learned Tluilfun, and from its 
characteristic dnliicss, apjiarently before the duties on the 
importation of Attic sal t had been repealed by the Pmotarcln. 
The tenderness with which ho beats the Pkjs proves him to have* 
been a sm Bmtuc ; possibly Epicuri de (jrctje Porcus ; for, as tlie 
poet observe.s, 

A fellow feeling makes us wond’rous kind.” 

No liberty lias been taken with the translation of this reiiiarlv- 
able piece of auti<piity, cxceyit the suppressing a seditious ini'l 
blasphemous chorus of the Pigs and Bulls at the last act. The 
word Tloydipouse, (or more properly GSdipus,) has bccu rondoroil 
literally SwETJ.FOOT, without its having been conceived iipeessiiiy 
to determine wliothcr a swelling of tlio hind or the fore feet of 
the Swinish Monarch is particularly indicated. 

Shouhi the remaining jiortions of this Ti’agedy he found 
entitled, “ Sirellfoot in Anffaria^* and “ Charite,^* the Translator 
might be tempted to give them to the reading Public. 


DRAMATIS PERSON/E. 


Tyrant Swellfoot, Ktruj of TJicbes. 
Iona Tai/rina, hh Queen. 

Mammos, Arch-Priest of Famine. 
Puroanax, 


Darry, 
Laoctonos, 


:} 


WLartfs, Mhibters of 
Swellfoot. 


Tho frADFLY. 

Tho T.ekch. 

TIic Rat. 

TJic Minotaur. 

(he Soir-nehler. 
Soi.oMoN, the Vorkmnv. 
Zephaniah, Pifj-hutctier. 


Chorus of Uie Swinislt MuU’dvjlc. — Gimrds, Attmdams, Priests^ Ji'c. ettf. 


Scene — Thehes. 
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ACT I. 

SoENi: T. — A magvijicent Temple, built of thif/h-honca and death's- 
Inads, and filed with scidps. Over the Altar the statue of 
Famine, veiled; a number of boars, sows, and suckin(j-pi<is, 
eriHvned with thistle, shamrock, and oak, sittiivj on the steps, 
ami cliinjimj round the Altar of the Temple. 

Full r SwEr.LFooT, in his royal robes, without perceiving the. Pigs. 

Sn‘t Ifoot. Tiiou s\iy>reiiio Goddess ! by whose power divine 
These graceful limbs arc clothed in proinl array 

[//e contcmpkitf S himself with satisfaction. 
Of gol'I and piirple, and this kingly paunch 
S\v ‘11s like a sail before a favouring breeze, 

And these most sacred nether promontories 
hi-' satisfied with layers of fat; and these 
Ike-.itian cheeks, like Kgv’pfc’s pyramid, 

(\or uilU less toil were their foundations laid,*) 

Susta'i!) the cone of my uutrouble«l brain. 

That p<muL. tlic omhlem of a })ointless nothing I 
riioii to wlioiji Kings and laurelled Kmperors, 
i hu li 2 , d- b u tol uj rs, 1 \'ipe r-moncy-m il lers. 

Bishops am I deacons, and the entire anny 
Of those fat mart yrs to the persecution 
Of sliliiiig turtle soup, an<l bi’andy-devils, 

Oll’er tlieir sciuvt vows! Thou plenteous Ceres 
Of their Kleusis, hail ! 

The Swine. Kigk ! eigh I cigh ! eigli ! 

Sircllfoof. Ha- ! what are ye, 

Who, crowned with leaves devoted to the Furies, 

Cling rouinl tliis sacred slmiic t 

Swine. Aigh ! aigh I aigli ! 

Swrllfoot. Wliat ! ye that are 

The very beasts that offered at her altsir 
^ dll blood and groans, salt-cake, and fat, and inwards, 

Ever jiropitiate her reluctant will 
M^hen taxes are withheld ! 

Swi.if. Ugh ! ugh I ugh ! 

SweJ Ifoot. What I ye who grub 

With filLliy snouts my red potatoc ; up 
In Allan’s rushy bog ? Who eat *.ne oats 
Up, from my cavalry in the Hebrides? 

* See Universal IlisUtry for an account of tlio m; mber of people who led, 
and the iniuicuse coosiiniptioii of garlic by tlie wretched Egyptians, who 
niade a dopulehre for the nanio as well as the bo>hcs of their tyrants. 
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Wlio swill Iho hog-wasli soup my cooks digest 
From bones, and rags, and scrjips of shoe-leather, 

Which should be given to cleaner i>igs than you ? 

The Swin'e. — SK iiicnonus I. 

The same, alas ! the same ; 

Thongli only now the name 
Of pig remains to me. 

SEMicirojtus If. 

If ’tworo your kingly will 
Us wretched swine to kill, 

AVliat should wo yield to thee ? 

Su'dJfoot. Why skin and bones, and some few liairs for mortar. 

Cnoucs OF SwisK. 

1 have beard your Laureate sing, 

That pity wjisa royal thing ; 

Under your mighty ancestors, we pigs 
Were blesod as nightingales on myrtle sprigs, 

Or grasshoppers that live on noon-day dew, 

And sung, old annals tell, as swetjtly too : 

But now our sties are fallen in, wo eatcdi 

The Murrain and the mango, the scab and itcli ; 
Sometimes your royal dogs tear down our thatch, 

And then wo seek the shelter of a ditch ; 

Hog- wash or grains, or inta-baga, none 
Has yet been ours since your reign b( 5 gun. 

First Sow. 

^ty pigs, ’tis in vain to tug ! 

SiX'ONU H»>w. 

I coidd almost cat my litter ! 

First J*ig, 

I suck, but 110 milk will come from the dug. 

Sk<'oni> l*in. 

(')ur skin and our bones would bo bitter. 

The Boars. 

We fight for this rag of greasy rug, 

Tliougli a trough of wjush would be fitter. 

SCMICHOROS. 

Happier swine were they than we. 

Drowned in the Gadarean sea — 

J w’ish that pity would di-ive out the devils 
Which in your royal bosom bold their revels. 

And sink us in the waves of your compassion ! 

Alas ! the pigs are an unhappy nation ! 

Now if your majesty would have our bristles 
To bind your mortar with, or fill our colons 
With rich blood, or make brawn out of our gristles, 

In policy — ask else your royal Solons — 

You ought to give ns hog-wash and clean straw, 

And sties well thatched ; besides, it is the law ! 
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A^iceUfool. This is scilition, and rank bliuphciny ! 

Ho ! there, my guards ! 

J^Hter a Guard. 

(fiKtrd. Your sacred Majesty? 

Sii\‘l/foot. Call in the Jews, Solomon the court porkiuan, 
Mos(is the sow-gelder, and Zephaniiih the liog-butclicr. 

Guard. They are in waiting, sire. 

AWcj* SoLOMOX, Mosk.s, ami Zrpiiantaii. 

tSivcflj'oot. Out with your knife, old Moses, and spay those sows, 
[Tlie Pigs ran ahont in conslcrn Uion. 
That load the earth with pigs ; cut close and deep. 

^kloral restraint T boo has no ctfect, 

Nor prostitution, nor our own exam))le. 

Starvation, typluLS-fever, war, nor prison — 

This was the art which the arch-priest of Fainiiio 
Hinted at in his charge to the Theban clergy — 

Cut (!losc and deep, good Moses. 

Moses. Let your majesty 

Kee]) the boars quiet, else — 

Swallfoot. Zcphaiiiah, cut 

That fat h<»g’s throat, the brute seems overfed ; 

JSeditious hunks ! to whine for want of grains. 

Zephaniah. Your sacred majesty, ho has the dropsy ; — 

We shall find pints of hydatids in s liver, 

Ho has not half an inch of wholesome fat 
U I>o 1 1 his carious ribs — 

iStrtlifoot. 'Tis all the same, 

He’ll sci’vo instead of riot-iuoiiey, when 

Cur in'irinuriiig troops Ijivoiiaquc in Thebes’ strec'ts ; 

And January winds, after a day 
Of outelioring, will make tlmiii relish carrion. 

Now, Solomon, I’ll sell you in a lump 
The wliole kit of them. 

Suloiiwn. ^Vhy, ytmr majesty, 

I could not give— 

Swellfoof. Kill them out of the way, 

That shall be ]U’ice enough, and let me hoar 
Tlieir everlasting grunts and whines no more ! 

[/sa’cttitb dviviny in the Swine. 

A’/i/rr Mammon, the Arch Priest; and Puroanax, ChicJ oj Ihe 
Council of Wizards. 

Puryanax. The future looks aS black as death, a cluml, 

Dark as the frown of Hell, hangs over it - 
The troops grow mutinous — the revenue fails — 

There’s something rotten in us — for the level 
Of t\io State slopes, its very b;\Res topple ; 

The boldest turn their backs upon themselves ! 
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Mammrm. AVhy what*s the matter, ray clear fellow, now 
1^0 the troops mutiny ? — decimate some regiments ; 

Does money fail 1 — come to my mint — coin paper, 

Till gold be at a discount, and, ashamed 
To show his bilious face, go purge himself. 

In emulation of her vestal whiteness. 

Purganax. Oh, would that this wore all ! The oracle ! 

Mammon. Why it was I who spoke that oracle, 

And whether I wms dead drunk or iiis[)ired, 

I cannot well remember ; nor, in truth, 

The oracle itself ! 

Purganax. Tlic words w'cnt thus : — 

“ Hceotia, choose reform or civil war ! 

When through the streets, instead of hare with dogs, 

A Consort-Quetm shall hunt a King with hogs. 

Riding on the Ionian Minotaur.” 

Now if the oracle had ne’er foretold 
This sad altcniativc, it must arrive. 

Or not, and so it must now that it lias ; 

And w’hether I was urged by grace divine, 

Or Lesbian liciuor to declare these words, 

Wliich must, as all words must, be false or true; 

It matters not : for the same power made all, 

Grachs, wine, and me and you — or none 
’Tis the same thing. If you knew as much 
Of oracles as I do 

Purganax. You arch -priests 

Reliove in notlung; if you wcn*o to dream 
Of a particnilar inimber in the lottery. 

You would not buy the ticket ! 

Mammon. Yet our tickets 

Are seldom blanks. Hut what ste[)S have yim tidvcnl 
For prophecies, when once they got abroad. 

Like liars who tell the truth to servo their ends, 

Or h^'pocrites, who, from assuming virtue. 

Do the same actions that the virLious do, 

Contrive their own fidCdinciit. This li in. - 
Well — you know what the chaste Pasiphae did. 

Wife to that most religious King of Cixt.*, 

And still how popular the taJo is hero ; 

And those dull swine of Thebes boa t their d*'scont 
From the free Minotaur. You know thoy still 
Call themselves bulls, tliougli thus degenerate ; 

And everything relating to a bull 
Is popular and rcspectalde iiiTl’hehos : 

Their arms are seven bulls iu a fiehl g\dos. 

They think their strength consists in eating beef, — 

Now there were danger in the precedent 
If (iuecn Iona 

Purganax. I havo taken good care 
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Tliat aluill not be. I struck tlic crust o’ the earth 
With this euclianted rod, and Hell lay bare ! 

And from a cavern full of ugly shapes, 

I chose a Lkech, a Gadfly, and a Kat. 

The gadlly was the same which Juno sent 
To agitato lo,* and which Ezechiclf liU'utious 
Tliat the Lord whistled for out of the moimtains 
Of utmost Ethiopia, to torment 
Mesopotamian Babylon. The beast 
Has a loud trumpet like the Scarabec ; 

His crooked tail is barbed with many stings, 

Each able to ni.ake a thousand wounds, and each 
Immedicable ; from his convex eyes 
Ho sees fair things in many hideous shapes, 

And trumpets all his falsehood to the world. 

Like other beetles he is fed on dung — 

He has eleven feet with which he cmwls, 

Trjiiling a blistci’ing slime; and this foul beast 
Has tracked Jona from the Theban limits, 

From isle to isle, from city nnto city. 

Urging her flight from the far Chersonese 
To fabuloTis Solyina, and the iRtueaii Isle, 

Ort^'gia, Melitc, and Calypso’s Hock, 

And the swart tribes of Gat'amaiit and Fez, 
iEolia and Elysium, and thy shores, • 

I’arthenope, which now, alas I aio free ! 

And through the fortunate Saturnian land, 

Into the darkness of the West. 

Mammon. T>ut if 

This Gadlly should drive Iona hither? 

Piirf/anax. Gods! what an?// 'out there is 7ny grey Rat; 
So thin with want, he can crawl in and out 
Of any narrow chink an<l filthy hole, 

And he shall creep into her drc.ssing-room, 

And — 

Mammon. My dear friend, whore arc your wits ? as if 
She does not always toast a jiiece of cheese. 

And bait the trap ? and rats, when lean enough 
To crawl through mch chinks 

Paryanax. But my Leecu — a leech 

Fit to suck bloo<l, with lubricous round rings, 

Capaciously expatiative, which miiko 
His little body like a red balloon. 

As full of blood as that of hydrogen, 

Suek(’d from men’s hearts; insatiably he sticks 
And clings and pulls — a horse-leech, whose deep maw 

* The Prometheus Bonn I of vEschylus, 

t Aud Llie Lioid whistled for the f,'Jidtly out of /Ethiopia, and for 
the bee on* of Egypt, Arc. — EzKiairm.. 
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The plethoric King Swcllfoot could not fill, 

And who, till full, will cling for ever. 

Mammon. This 

For C^ueen Iona might suffice, and less ; 

But 'tis the swinish multitude I four. 

And in that feai* I have 

Purganax. Bone what ? 

Mammon. Disinherited 

My eldest son Chrysfior, because he 
Attended public meetings, au<l would always 
Stand prating there of connnercc, public faith, 

Economy, and unadu Iterate coin. 

And other topics, ultra-radical; 

And have entailed my estate, called the Fool’s Paradise, 

And funds, in fairy- luonoy, bonds and bills, 

Upon my accomplished daughter Bankuotina, 

And married her to the Gallows. * 

Purganax. ' A good match ! 

Mammon. A liigh connection, Purganax. The bridegroom 
Is of a very ancumt family 

Of Hounslow Heath, Tj^burn, and the Xew Drop, 

And has great inlluenco in both Houses ; — Oh ! 

He makes the fondest husbaml ; nay too fond : — 
Now-man’icd pecplo should not kiss in public ; — 

But the poor souls lofe one another so ! 

And then my little grandchildren, the Gibbets, 

Promising childnui jis you ever saw, - 

The young i)laying at liangiiig, the chler learning 

How to liold i-adicals. They are well taught too, 

For every Gibbet says its catechism. 

And reads a select chapter in the Bible 

Before it goes to play. [A mo;st trcmnul oils .humming is heard. 
Purganae. Ha I what <lo 1 liear '! 

Enter GADb’LV. 

Mammon. Your Gadfly, ns it seems, is tired of gadding. 

CiAlUI.Y. 

Hum ! hum ! hum ! 

From the lakes of tho Alps, and tho cold grey scalps 
Of tho mountains, I come ! 

Hum ! liuui ! hum ! 

From Morocco and Fez, aii<l the high palaces 
Of goldeu Byzantium ; 

From the temples divine of <)1<1 J^ilestinc, 

From Athens and Konio, 

With a ha ! and a hum ! 

I come ! I come I 

* “ If one slKMild marry a gallows, and beget young gibbets, I never 
saw one so i>roue.” — CvMiiiiLiNK. 
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All inn -do oi*s and windows 
Were open to mo ! 

1 saw all that sin docs, 

AVI doll lamps hardly see 
That burn in the night by the curtained bed, — 

The impuiioiit lamps ! for they blushed not red. 

Dinging and singing. 

From slumber I rung her, 

Jmud as the clank of an ironmonger ! 

Hum ! hum ! hum ! 

Far, fai’, far, 

AA'ith Lhe tnimi) of my lips, and the sting at my hips, 

1 drove her — afiu* ! 

Far, far, far. 

From city to city, abandoned of pity, 

A ship without needle or star; — 

Homeless she past, like a cloiul on the blast, 

Seeking peace, linding war; — 

She is here in her car. 

From afar, and afar ; — 
iiuiQ ! hum! 

I have stung her ami wrung her ! 

The venom is working ; — 

And if you had hung her 
AVibh canting and quirking, 

She could not be dcailor than sIio will be soon; — 

1 have driven licr (dose to you under the moon. 

Night and day, hum ! huni ! ha ! 

1 luiMi liuiiimed her and drummed her 

From place to place, till at last 1 have dumbed her. 

Hum 1 hum ! hum 1 
Lskch. 

I will suck 
Blood or muck I 

The dislcase of the state is a plethory, 

AVlio so fit to reduce it as I ? 

Rat. 

ril slily seize and 
liCt blood from her wcasaiid, — 

Ciecpiug through crevice, and chink, and cranny, 

With my snaky tail, and my sides so serauiiy. 

Purtjanax, Aroint ye ! tlioii unprofitable worm ! 

\To the Leech. 

And tliou, dull beetle, get thee back to hell ! [To the Gaufly. 
To sting the ghosts of Baby .oniun kings, 

And the ox-headod l.o, 
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Swine {icithin). 

Ugh, ugh, ugh » 

Hail ! Iona the divine. 

Wo will be no longer swine, 

But bulls with horns and dewlaps. 


For, 

You know, my lord, the Minotaur 

Purganax (fiercely). Jlo silent ! got to hell ! or I will call 
The cat out of the kitchen. Well, Lord Mammon, 

This is a prcitty business ! [Exit the Rat. 

Mammon. J will go 

And spell some schemo to make it ugly Llieii. [Exit. 

Enter Swellfoot. 

Sivellfoot. She is returned ! Taiiriiia is in Thebes 
When Swell f'^ot wishes that she were in hell ! 

Oh, Hymen ! clothed in yellow jealousy, 

And Avaving o’er the couch of wedded kings 
The torch of Discord with its fiery hair; 

This is thy work, thou patron saint of (nieons 1 
Swcllfoot is wived ! though parted by the sea, 

The very name of wife had conjugal rights ; 

Her cursed image ate, drank, slept with me, 

And in the arms of Adiposa oft 

Her memory has received a husband’s 

[^i fond tumidtf and cn^^s of Iona for ever! — Mo Swcllfoot !” 

Surllfoot. ^ Hark ! 

How the swine cry Iona Taurina ? 

I suffer the real presence : Vurganax, 

Off with her head ! 

Purganax. But I must first impanel 

A jury of the pigs. 

Swcllfoot. P.ack them then. 

Purganax. Or fattening some few in two scparatti sties. 

And giving them clean straw, tying some bits 
Of ribbon round their legs - giving their sows 
Some tiiwdry lace, and hits of lustre gla>s. 

And their young boars white and red rags, and tails 
Of cows, and jay feathers, ami sticking eaulillowers 
Between the oars of the old ones ; and when 
They are persuaded, that by the inherent virtue 
Of these things, they ai*e all imperial pigs, 

Good Lord ! tlicj’^’d rip cacli other’s bellies up, 

Mot to say help us in destroying her. 

Swcllfoot. This plan might be tried too;— where’s General 
Laoctonos ] 

Enter Laoctoxos and Dakuy." 

It is my royal pleasure 
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Tliat you, TiOrd General, bring the head an«l body, 

If separate it would ideaae me better, hither 
<^)f Queen Iona. 

Laoctonos. That pleasure T well know. 

And made a charge with those battalions bohl, 

( ailed, from their dress and grin, the royal apes, 

Tpon the swine, who in a hollow square 
l^n closed her, and received the first attack 
Like so many rhinoceroses, and then 
Uelrcating in good order, with bare tusks 
And wrinkled snouts presented to the Ibe, 

Bore her in triumph to the public sty. 

Wliat is still worse, some sows upon the ground 
Have given the a])e-guards apples, nuts, aiul gin, 

And they all whisk their tails aloft, and cry, 

Long live Iona ! down with Swell foot ! 

Piu'ffanax. Hark ! 

The A*^n'hie (wlfhout). Long live Tona ! down with Swollfoot ! 

Did'rif. T went to the garret of the swiiielierd’s tower, 

IV^hioh overlooks the sty, and made a long 
Ijarangiic (all words) to the assembled swine. 

Of delicaey, mercy, jiidgniont, law. 

Morals, ami prcee<lcnts, and purity, 

Adultery, destitution, and divorce, 

Piet )’, faith, and state necessity. 

And lio\s I loved the queen !— i:id then f wept, 

AN'itli the pathos of my own ehapicnce, 

And evci’y tear turned to a mill-stone, wljieh 
llraiiietl many a gaping pig, and there was made 
A si jugh of Idood and brains upon the place, 

Grcasecl with the ])Ounded l)acon ; round and round 
The 111 llstoMos rolled, jdoiigliing the paveuioiit up, 

And hurling sucking pigs into the air, 

With dust and stoucs. 


Enter Mammon. 

Maunntni. I w«>ndi'.r that grey wizards 

Like you should ho so beardless in their scheiiies ; 

It liad been but a point of policy 
Tn keep Iona and the swine apart. 

T)ivide and rule ! but ye have made a junction 
Petw’ccn two parties who will govern you, 

But for my ait.— Behold this hag ! it is 
I’ho poison bag of that Green Spider huge. 

On which our spies skulked in Jivatioii tl'i-ongh 

The streets of Thebes, when they were paved with <Icad : 

A bane so much the deadlier .11s it now. 

As calumny is worse Hian du.ith, — for here 
The Gadfly’s venom, lifty times distilled, 

Is mingled with tlic vomit of the I^e eh. 
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In flue proportion, and black ratsbane, which 
That very llat, who like the rontic tyrant. 

Nurtures himself on poison, dare not touch ; — 

All ia sealed up with the broad seal of Fraud, 

Who is the Devil’s Lord High (.’hancollor, 

And over it the lu’imate of all Hell 

Murmured this pious baptism : — “Be thou called 

The GUKICN BAG ; and this power and graeo be thine : 

That thy' contents, on whomsoever poured. 

Turn innocence to guilt, .and gentlest looks 
To sav.age, foul, and fitMce fleforinity. 

Let all, baptised by thy infernal dew, 

Bo called adulterer, flmnkard, liar, wretch ! 

No name left out which ortluxloxy loves, 

Court Journal or legitimate Review ! — 

Be they called tyrant, beast, fool, glutton, lover 
Of other wives and husbands than their own - 
The lie.aviest sin on this side of the Alps ! 

AVither they to a ghastly earicjiture 
Of what was luiman ! — let not man nor beast 
Behold their face witli iinavertcd eyes ! 

Or hear their names with ears that tingle not 
With blood of indignation, rage, and shame !” 

This is a perilous liquor ; — good my lords. 

[SwEij.FOOT approaches to touch the green BAG. 
Beware ! for God’s sake, beware ! — if y'ou shoultl break 

Tile seal, and touch the fatal li<pior 

Punjanax. There ! 

Give it to me. I have been used to handle 
All sorts of poisons. His dread majesty 
Only dt-rtires to see the colour of it. 

Mammon. Now, with a little common sense, my' lords. 

Only undoing all that hjis been done, 

(Yet so as it may seem wc but coufirm it,) 

Our victory is assured. AV’’e must entice 
Her majesty from the sty, and make tie, pigs 
Believe that the contents of the green bag 
A re the true test of guilt or iiinoceueo. 

And that, if she ho guilty, ’twill transform her 
To manifest deforinity like guilt. 

If hiiiocent, she will become transfigured 
Into an .angel, such as they' say she is ; 

And tliey will see her flying tlu’ough the air, 

So bright that she will dim the nooii-ilay sun ; 

Showering down blessirig.s in the shape of comfits. 

This, trust a priest, is just the sort of thing 
Swine will believe. I’ll wager you will see them 
Climhing upon the thatch of their low sties ; 

With pieces of smoked gl.ass, to watch her sail 
Among the clouds, and some will hold the flaps 
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Of one another’s (jars between their tcotli. 

To catch the coining hail of comfits in. 

You, Purganax, who have the gift o’ the gab, 

Make them a solemn speech to this effect : 

1 go to put ill rcadiiicsa the feast 

Kept to the honour of our goddess Famine, 

Where, for more glory, let the ceremony 
Take place of the uglification of the Queen. 

Dah'y (to SwcUfoot.) I, as the keeper of your sacred 
conscience, 

Tfumbly remind your majesty that the care 
Of your high office, as man-milliner 
To red P»cllona, shouhl nob bo deferred. 

Purganax. All part, in happier idight to meet again. \ExeunU 


ACT ir. 

Scene T. — The Public ^^fy, TJic Boars full Ammlly. 

PntCr PuilGANAX. 

Purganax. Clrant mo your patiemte, gentlemen and boars, 
Vc, by whose patience under public burthens 
TIk. ghn’imis constitution of these sties 
Subsists, and shall subsist. The lean pig- rates 
Gvmv With the growing populace of swine, 

The f axtJS, that true source of piggishness, 

',Hov’ •an I find a more appropriate term 
To incbido religion, morals, peace, aufl plenty, 

And ali that lit Ikeotia os a nation 
To teach the other nations how to live ?) 

Increuac with piggishness itself; and still 
Docs the revenue, that great spring of all 
The patronage, and pensions, and by-paymcuits. 

Which free born ]>igs regard witb jealous eyes. 

Diminish, till at length, by glorious steps, 

All the land’s produce will be merged in taxes, 

And the revenue will amount to nothing ! 

The failure of a foiv'igu market for 
Sausages, bristles, and blood puddings, 

And such home manufactures, is but partial ; 

And, that the population of the pigs, 

Instead f»f hog-wash, has bcci» fe<l on straw 
And water, is a fact which is — you know — 

That is — it is a state necesr ’ty — 

Temporary, of course. .ose impious pigs, 

W ho, by frequent squeaks, have dared impugn 
The settled owellfoot system, or to make 
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Irreverent mockery of the genuflexions 
Inculcated by the arch-priest, have been whipt 
Into a loyal and an orthodox whine. 

Tilings being in this hajipy state, the Queen 
Iona 

A lowl cry from, the Pigs. She is innocent ! most innocent ! 

PuryancLX. That is the very thing that I was saying, 
Gentlemen swine ; the Queen Iona being 
Most innocent, no doubt, returns to Thebes, 

And the loan sows and boars collect about her, 

Wishing to make her think that we believe 
(I mean those more substantial pigs, who swill 
Rich hog-wash, while the others mouth damp straw,) 

That she is guilty ; thus, the lean jiig faction 
Seeks to obtain that hog -wash, which has been 
Your immemorial right, and which 1 will 
Maintain ymi in to the last drop of — 

A Jloar (hitn'nqUuiy him). What 

Poes any one accuse her of ! 

JUti'f/fdia^c. ^V^hy, no one 

Makes aity positive accusation : -but 
There were hints drnp]ied, and so the privy wizards 
Conceived that it became them to advise 
llis majesty to investigate their truth ; — 

Not for his own sake ; he could be content 
To let his wife play any pranks she pleased, 

If, by that sulFcraiice, he could ple.'ise the juga; 

But tlien ho fears the morals of the swine, 

Tho sows especially, and what ctfect 
It might produce upon the imrity and 
Religion of tho rising generation 
Of .sucking-i)ig.s, if it could be suspected • 

That Queen Iona — [A pai(r>i'. 

First Hoar. Well, go on ; we long 

To hojir what she can i)o.ssil)ly have done. 

Fnnjtnia.r. Why, it is hinted, that a certain bull — 

Tims much is hnowa : — the milk-white bulls that feed 
Beside Ciitumiius and the crystal hikv\s 
Of tho Cisalpine mountains, in fresh devvs 
Of lotus-gra.s.s and blossoming asx»hodel. 

Sleeking their silken hair, ami with sweet breath 
Loading the morning winds until they faint 

With living fragrance, arc so beautiful ! 

Well, I say nothing j — but Europa rode 
On such a one from Asia into Crete, 

And the cnaTnourod sea grew calm beneath 
His gliding beauty. And Pjisijilmo, 

Iona’s grandmother, but she is innocent 1 

And tliat both y(ju and I, and all assert. 

First Four. Most innocent ! 
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Purtjanax. Behold this Bag ; a bag — 

Second Hoar. Oh ! no Green Bags ! ! Jealousy’s eyosare greeu, 
Sc{>rpioiis are green, and water-snakes, and efts, 

And verdigris, and — 

Pnnjanax. Honourable swine, 

III piggisli souls can prepossessions reign] 

Allow mo to remind you, grass is green — 

All flesh is grass ; — no bacon but is flesh — 

Ye are but bacon. This divining Bag 
t Which is not green, but only bacon colour) 

Is filled with liquor, which if sprinkled o’er 
A woman guilty of — we all know what — 

Makes licj* so hideous, till she finds one blind. 

She never can commit the like again. 

If innocent, she will turn into an angel, 

And rain tlowii blessings in the sliapo of comfits 
As she flies up to heaven. Now, my proposal 
Is t«) convert her sacred majesty 
Into an angel, (as I am sure we shiill do,) 

By pouring on her hca<l this mystic water. [Showinrj the Bag. 
I know' that she is innocent; 1 wish 
Only to ]H’ove her so to all the world. 

First Boar. Vlxeell cut, just, and noble rurgana.x! 

Si’t'fnid Hoar. How glorious it will be to see her majesty 
Flying above our hea<ls, her petticoats 
Srrt'aiMiiig like -like — like— 

Thin I Hoar. Any thing. 

./*ur (ftna.r. Oh, no I 

But l’K(3 a standard of an admirars ship. 

Or li!"i tiie banner of a conquering host, 

Or like a cloud dyc<l in the dying day, 

Om Welle, d on the blast from a wiiite mountain ; 

Or like a meteor, or a war steed’s mane, 

Or W'ater fall from a dizzy precipice 
Beattenid u])ou the wind. 

Pirst Hoar. Ora cow’s tail, — 

Sccoiol Hoar. Or any tit ha f, as the learned boar observed. 
Purganax, Genllcmen boars, 1 move a resolution, 

That hci' iiio.wt saci-ed majesty should be 
Jiivit«;d to attend tlie fojust of Famine, 

And to receive upon her chaste white body 
Dews of Apotheosis {'rom tliis Bag. 

[A great confusion is heard of the Viga out of Doors, lokich 
conm. 'uiicates itself to those within. Dwring the first 
Strophe, the doors of the Sly are. staved in, and a nwfibcr 
of exceed ingf y lean I’ig.s and Sows and Boars rush in. 
Sem' (loRva I. 

Ne! Y<,s\ 

Skmiciiorus II. 

Yesl No! 
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SKMicnoitus I. 

A law ! 

SEMicnoniJS II. 

A flaw ! 

Skmk’iiorus T. 

Porkers, we shall lose our wash, 

Or must share it with the leau jngs ! 

FmsT Boar. 

Order ! order ! ho not rash ! 

Was there ever such a scene, pigs ! 

As ^)Ll> Sow (rvsJi i ntj in). 

I never saw so line a dash 
Since I first began to wean pigs. 

Skooni) Bo\r (.<t4)lai)n1ij). 

The Queen will be an angel time enough. 

I vote, in form of an amendment, thiit 
Purganax rub a little of that stuff 
Upon liis face — 

Piinjarntx. \Jlh heart is seen to heat tlironejli his waistcoat. 
Gods] What would yo be at? 

SKMU'IIORTrs T. 

Purgan.ax has plainly shown a 
Cloven foot and jaek*daw feather. 

Skmtcttorl'k 11. 

T vote Swell foot anti loTia 
Try tlio magic test together ; 

Whenever royal spouses bicker, 

Both should try the magic liquor. 

An Oi.n lloAR (onde). 

A miscrablo state is that of ]>iga, 

For if tlieir di'ivers Avould tear caps and wigs, 

The swine must bite each other’s ear therefore. 

An Or,i> Sow (a»klr). 

A Wl’ctchcd lot Jt>ve has assigned to swine, 

Squabbling makes ])ig-hcrds hungry, and they dine 
On bacon, and whip sucking-pigs the more. 

CnoRFs. 

Hog- wash has been taen away; 

If the null-Quccn is divested, 

We shall be in every way 

Hunted, stript, exposed, molested ; 

Let us do wliatc’er we may, 

That she shall not lie aiTcstcd. 

Queen, we entrench you with walls of brawn. 

And palisades of tusks, sharp as a bajmnet : 

Place your most sacre<i person here. We pawn 
Our lives that none a linger daro to lay on it. 

Those who wrong you, wrong us; 

Those who bate you, hate us ; 
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Those who stijig j'ou, sting us ; 

Those who bait you, bait us ; 

The oracle is now about to be 
Fulfilled by cireumvolving destiny ; 

Which says : "J’hebca, choose refo)'7ti or civil ivar, 

When through your streets, instead of hare with dogs, 
A (^onsoht-Queen shall hunt a King with hogs, 

Hiding ui)ou the Ionian Minotaur.” 

Enter Iona Tauuina. 

Iona Taurina {coming foi'ward), Geutlemeu sivirie, and 
gentle lady-pigs, 

The tender heart of every boar acquits 
Tlicir Queen, of any act incongruous 
With native i>iggiahncss, and she reposing 
With confidence upon the grunting nation. 

Has thrown herself, her cause, her life, her all, 

Her innocence, into their hoggish arms; 

Nor lias the expectation been deceived 
Of finding slieltcr there. Yet know, great boars, 

(For such who ever lives among you finds you, 

And so do 1) the innocent are lu’oud! 

1 have accepte<l your ])rotection only 
In compliment of your kind love and care, 

Nc'-t fr.r necessity. TJie iimoccid 

Are s.'ijcst there whei’c trials and d.angcrs wait; 

Innocent \hieen.s o’er white-hot plougli-sliarcs tread 
Unsing»;tl ; and ladies, Erin’s lanroato sings it,* 

Decked »vlth r/iro gems, and beaiifcj’^ rarer still, 

AValked J.’oin Ivillarncy to the Giant’s (Causeway, 

I’hivn.’gh i\?bels, smugglers, trooi>s <if 3-eomanry, 
AVhite-boys, and orange-boys, and constables, 
^’ithc-proctors, and excise-people, uniniured ! 

Tlius 1 !— 

liord Puiu’.ANAX, I do commit myselt 
Into your eustoily, and am prepare<l 
To stand the test, wdiatevcr it may be ! 

Purgnnax, This luagiianimity in your sacred majesty 
Must please the pigs. You cannot tail of being 
A lieavonly angel. Smoko your bits of glass, 

Ve loyal swine, or h. r tninsfiguratiou 
Will blind your wondering eyes. 

An out Boar {aside). Take earo, my lord. 

They do not smoki; you first. 

Pnrgtina. 1 , At the approaching feai:>t 

Of Famine, let the exj>.iatiou be. 

“ Ricli and raie were tlic gems she wore.” 

.S(' Muon's Iri.^h Mflotiies. 
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Swive. Content! content! 

Iona Taiirbm {aside). I, most content of all, 

Know that iny foes oven thns prepare their fall ! 

\Exe\mt omuvs. 


ScKNK IT. — The inferior of the Temple of Famine. The statue of 
the GoddisSf a shdeton clothed hi pa.rty cotoured rays, sratnl 
upon a heap if skulta and loaves interm hif/Jctl. A number of 
excecdwffly fat Priests in black garments arrayed on each side, 
with mari'oic- bones and, cleavers in their hands. A flourish of 
trumpets. 

Enter Mvmmon as Arch-priest., Swell fc’OOT, Dakuy, Puroanax, 
Laoctolijs, followed by Iona Taeuina guarded. On the 
other side enter the Swine. 

CnoRrs OK Pbik'^ts. 

Accompanied by the Court Porkmau on marrow-bones and clcartrit. 
Cod<less bare, and ^^^aunt, and pale, 

Empress of tlio world, all hail I 
What thoui-h (Cretans old called thee 
City-crested Cybelc 1 
We call tlioe Famine! 

Oodde.s.s of fasts and feasts, starvinpf and cramminpj ; 

Til rough thee, for cnipor<u*s, Jciiigs, and priests and lords, 

Who rule by viziers, sceptres, bank-noti'S, words. 

The earth pours forth its plenteous fruits, 

Corn, wool, linen, llesh, and roots — 

Those who consuine tliesc fruits thi-ougli.tlioo grow fat, 

Those who produce these fruits through thoc grow' lean, 
Whatever change takes place, oh, stick to that ! 

And let things be as they have ever been ; 

At least wljiie ive remain thy priests, 

And proclaim thy fasts and feasts! 

Tliruugli thcc the sacred Swelleoot dynasty 
Is based upon a rock ainitl that sea 
Whose waves are swine — so let it ever be ! 

[SwELT.FooT, iOc., scal thcmsclvcs at a table viagniflcentfp 
cocered at the upper end of the temple. Attendants paAv 
m^er the stage with hog-wash in pails. A number 
exceedingly lean, follow them licking up the wash. 

Mammon. I fear your sacred majesty has lost 
The appetite which you were used to have. 

Allow me now to recommend tiiis dish — 

A simple kickshaw by your Peivian cook, 

Such as is served at the groat King’s second table. 
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The price n.ntl pains which its ingredients cost, 

Might have maintained some dozen families 
A winter or two — not more — so plain a dish 
Could scarcely disagree. — 

SiveKfoot. After the trial, 

AikI these fastidious pigs arc gone, perliaps 
1 iriay recover niy lost appetite, — 

I feel the gout flying about my stomach — 

Give me a glass of Maraschino punch. 

Purt/anax {fiJUng h h ghiaa and afantihig u]>). 

• The glorious constitution of the pigs. 

A U. A toast ! a toast ! stand up, and three times three ! 
Dnh'ij. No heel-taps — darken day-lights ! 
fjn.nrtonnif. Claret, somehow, 

Puts me ill mind of blood, and blood of claret ! 

Sivfll/ooL Tj.'ioctonos is fishing for a compliment, 

Ihit ’tis liis due. Yes, you liavc drunk more wine, 

And shed more blood, than any man in Thebes. 

[To PUUOAXAX. 

I'^’or God’s sake stop the grunting of those pigs. 

Purganax, We dare not, sire i Tis h’amino’s privilege. 

CllOltlJS OF SWINB. 

Hail to Lhoo, hail to thee. Famine ! 

1’hy throne is on blood, and thy robe is of rags ; 

^iiiou ilevil which livest on damning; 

iSjiiiit ' f new churches, and cant, and (HiiiiiN Baus; 

'I'il! ill ])ity and terror thou riscst, 

Con: iindiiig the schemes of the wisest. 

When thou liftest thy skeleton form, 

Wlicri the loaves and the skulls roll about, 

Wo will greet thee — the voice of a storm 
Would be lost in our terrible shout I 

I'hcn hail to thcc, bail to thee. Famine ! 

Ihiil to thee, Kinpross of Farth ! 

When thou risest, dividing possessions ; 

Wlieii thou risest, uprooting oppressions ; 

111 the pride of thy ghastly mirth. 

Over palaces, temples, and graves, 

We will rusli as tliy minister-slaves, 

Tramjiling behind in thy train, 

Till all be made level again ! 

Mammon, I hear a crackling of the giant bones 
Of the dread image, and ui the black pits 
Which once were eyes, 1 see tv j livid flames : 

Theso prodigies are ora» ular, i.ad show 
The presence of the unseen Deity. 

Mighty events are hastening to their doom ! 


A A 2 
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Swellfoot. I only hear the lean and mutinous swine 
Grunting about the temple. 

Dahry. In a crisis 

Of such exceeding delicacy, I think 
We ought to put her miijeaty, the Queen, 

Upon her trial without delay. 

Mammon. The Bag 

Is here. 

Parganax. I have rehoai*sed the entire scene 
With an ox-bladder and some ditch-water. 

On Lady P. — it cannot fail. {Talcing up the bar/. 

Your majesty {to Swellfoot) 

In such a filthy business had better 

Stand on one side, lest it should sprinkle you. 

A spot or two on me would do no harm ; 

Nay, it might hide the blood, which the sad genius 
Of tlic Green Isle Inis fixeil, as by a spell. 

Upon my brow — wliicli would stain all its seas. 

But which those seas could never wash away ! 

Iona Taurina. My lord, I am ready — nay 1 am impatient, 
To undergo the test. 

[A graceful figure in a semi-tramiparcnl nellpama umiotkM 
through the temple ; the word Liuktity is seen through tk 
veitf as if it were written in fire upon its forehead. Its 
words are almost drowned in the furious grunting of tk 
Pigs, and the business of the trial. She Icncels on the stqis ‘ 
of the A Itar, and spealcs in tones at first faint and low, 
but which ever become louder and louder. 

Miglity Empress ! Death's w'hite wife ! 

Ghastly mother-in-law of life ! 

By the God who made thee such, 

By the rxiiigic of thy touch, 

By tlio starving and thy cramming, 

Of fasts and feasts 1 — by thy dreail self. O Fniuino I 
I charge thee ! when thou wake the miillitude. 

Thou lead them not upon the paths of blood. 

The eai-th did never mean her foison 
l<^)r those who crown life's cup wdth ])oison 
Of fanatic rage and meaningless revenge — 

But for those radiant spirits, who are still 
The standard-bearers in the van of Change. 

Be they th' apiioiiited stewards, to fill 
The lap of I’aiii, and Toil, and Age ! — 

Kcmit, 0 Queen I thy accustom’d rage ! 

Be what thou art not ! In voice faint and low 
Freedom calls Famine, — ^her eternal foe, 

To brief alliance, liollow truce. — llise now ! 

[ Whilst the veiled figure has been chanting this strophe. 
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Mammon, Dakrt, Laoctonos, and Svvellfoot, have 
sumwiided Iona Taurina, wlm, with he}' hands folded 
on her breast^ and her eyes lifted to Heaven^ stands^ as 
with saintdihe resiqnationt to wait the issue of the busi^ 
ness, in i^eifect confidence of her innocence. 

[VuROANAX, after unsealing the Green Bag, is gravely about 
to pour the liquor upon her head, when suddenly the whole 
expression of her figure and countenance changes ; she 
snatches it from his hand with a loud laugh of trimnph, 
mid empties it over Swellfoot a7id his whole Court, who 
are instantly changed into a number of filthy and ugly 
animals, and rush out of the Temple. The image of 
Famine then ari.ws with a tremendous so^ind, the I’igs 
begin scrambling for the loaves, and are tripped up by the 
skidh ; all those toho eat the loaves are turned into Bulls, 
and arrange themselves quietly behind the altar. The 
image of Famine sinks through a chasm in the earth, and 
a Minotaur rises. 

Minotaur. I am the Ionian Minotaur, the mightiest 
Of all Europas taurine progeny — 

I am the ohl traditional man hull ; 

And from iriy ancestors having been Ionian, 

1 am called Ion, wluoh, by intcr|U*ctatioii, 

Is Join’ ‘ in plain Theban, th-ii. is to say, 

My name’s doiiN Bull ; I am a famous liunter, 

Ami c-aii jca]i any gate in all ll<jeot.ia, 

Even tMe lings of the royal jiark, 

Or dor -jf ditch about the new inclo«sure8 ; 

And if y'.niv majesty will <lfigu to mount me, 

At Idst till you have hunted down your game, 

I will not throw you. 

Iona Taurina. 

[^Dui'ing this speech she has been putting on boots and spurs, 
and a hunting-cap, huckishly corked on one side, and 
tueking up her hair, she lcai>s nimbly on his back. 

IToa ! boa ! tallyho ! tallyho ! ho ! ho ! 

Come, let us hunt those ugly badgers down, 

These stinking foxes, these devouring otters. 

These haves, these wolves, these anything but men. 

Hey, for a wliipper-in ! ray loyal piga, 

Now hit your noses be as keen as beagles’. 

Your step^ as swift as grcyhouiuls’, and your cries 
l^Fore dulcet and syiiiphonions than the bells 
Of village tt.»wera, on sunshir i holiday ; 

AfVake all the dewy woods ^ th jangling music. 

Give them no law (a^e they not beasts of blood":) 

But such as th jy gave you. Tallyho ! ho ! 
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Through forest, furze, and bog, and den, and desert, 

Pursue the ugly boasts ! tallyho ! ho ! 

Full CtioRus of Iona and tjih Swink. 

Tallyho ! fcillyho I 
Through rain, hail, and snow, 

Through brake, gorse, and briar, 

Througli fen, flood, and mire. 

Wo go 1 wc go ! 

Tallyho ! tallyho ! 

Through pond, ditch, and slough, 

Wind tlicin, and find tliein, 

Like tlie devil behind them, 

Tallyho ! tallyho ! 

[AVciia/, hi full cry ; loNA driving on the Swink, idth fh( 
empty GitEEN lUo. 



EA.RLY POEMS. 


A SUMMKU-KVENINO CHURCH- YAKD. 

LEG! IO.\LE, GLOUCESTERSUIRE. 

The wiiul has swept from the wide atmosphere 
Kacli vapour that obscured the sun-sot’s ray ; 

And pallid evening twines its beaming hair 

In duskier braids around the languid eyes of day : 

Silence and twilight, unbeloved of men, 

'Jreop liaiid in hand from yon obscurest glen. 

Tin y breathe their spells towards the departing day, 
hiu ouipassing the earth, air. . tars, and sea ; 

Light, somnl, and motion own the potent sway, 
lie.-.] »oin ling to the charm with its own mystery. 

Tile winds arc still, or the dry church-tower grass 
Kiic'.vs *.<'!. tlieir gentle motions as they pass. 

Tliou 'oc, aerial Pile ! whoso pinnacles 

Point from one shrine like pyramids of fire, 

Obeyest in silence their sweet .solemn spells. 

Clothing in hues of heaveu thy dim and (li.stant spire, 
Around whose lessening and invisible height 
Gatlicr aiiiong the stars the clouds of niglit. 

The dead are sleeping in their sepulchres : 

Ami, iiioul<leniig its they sleep, a thrilling .sound. 

Half sense, half thoug'.t, among the darkness stirs, 

Preathed from theii w'ormy beds all living things around, 
And mingling with the still niglit and mute sky 
Its awful hush is felt iuaudihly. 

Thus solemnised and sf'fteiud, death is mild 
And terrorloss as this seren st mght : 

Here could I hope, liktj som*^ imjuiring child 
Sporting on graves, that death did hide from human sight 
Sweet secrets, or beside its breathliv^h sleej) 

That loveliest dreams pernetual watch did keep. 
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ON DEATH. 


MUTvVBTLITY. 

We aro as clouds that veil the midnight moon; 

How restlessly tliey speed, and gleam, and quiver, 
Streaking the darkness radiantly ! — yet soon 
Night closes round, and they arc lost for ever ; 

Or like forgotten lyres, whose dissonant strings 
Give various response to each varying blast. 

To whose frail frame no second motion brings 
One mood or modulation like the last. 

We rest — A dream has power to poison sleep ; 

We -One wandering thought pollutes the day ; 
Wo feel, conceive or reason, laugh or w'cci) ; 

Embrace fond woe, or cast our cares away : 

It is the same ! — For, be it joy or sorrow. 

The i)ath of its departure still is free ; 

Man’s yesterday may ne'er be like his morrow ; 
Nought may endure but Mutability. 


ON DEATH. 

There is no work, nor rlcvicc, nor knowledge, nor wisdom, 
tlie grave, whithor tiiou goost. — Keor.esrASTEs. 

The pale, the cold, .and the moony smile 
Which the meteor beam of a starless night 
Sheds on a lonely and sea-girt isle. 

Ere the dawning of morn’s undoubted light. 

Is the flame of life so fickle and wan 

That flits round our steps till their strength is gone. 

O man t hold theo on in courage of soul 

Thi ough the stormy sluades of thy worldly way. 
And the billows of cloud that around tliee roll 
Shall sleep in the light <^f a wondrous day. 

Where hell and heaven shall leave thee free 
To the universe of destiny. 

This world is the nurse of all we know. 

This world is the mother of all wo feel, 

And the coming of death is a fearful blow, • 

To a brain uuencompassed with nerves of steel ; 
When all that we know, or feel, or see, 

Shall pass like an unreal mystery. 
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The secret things of the grave arc there. 

Where all but this frame must surely be, 

Though the fine- wrought eye and the wondrous ear 
No longer will live to hear or to see 
All that is groat and all that is strange 
In the boundless realm of unending change. 

Who tclleth a talc of uiispeaking death ? 

Who lifttjth tlic veil of what is to come ? 

Who paintoth the shadows that arc beneath 
The wide-winding caves of the ]>copled tomb? 

Or uniteth the ho])OH of what shall be 

AVith tlie fears and the love for that which we sec? 


IJ1Q * * * •* 

AAKPTEl illOISll nOTMON AIIOTMON. 

On ! there are sjurits in the air, 

And genii of the evening bj'eezo, 

Ai'« 1 gentle ghosts, with f^cs as fair 

A -’, star-bt^ams among twulight trees : — 
Such lovely ministers to meet 
Oft f ;ist thou turned from men thy lonely feet. 

AVilh mountain winds, and babbling springs, 
And mountain seas, that arc the voice 
Of these inexplicable things, 

Tliou didst hold commune, and rejoice 
AVhen they did answer thee ; but they 
Cast, like a wortlile,sa boon, thy love away. 

And tliou hast sought in stony eyes 
1 Jen ms that wei*c never meant for thine, 
Anotlicr’s wealth ; — tame sacrifice 

To a fond faiih ! still dost thou pine ? 

Still dost thou hope that ungrecting hands. 
Voice, looks, or lips, may answer thy demands? 


Ah ! wherefore <l;dst thou build tbiue hoi>c 
On tlie false earth’s i .constancy ? 

Did thine own t lind aiford no scope 
^ Of Icvo, or moving thoughts to the© ? 

That natuial scenes or human smiles 

Could steal the powei to wind thoo in their wiles. 
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Yea, all tlic faithless btyiiIcs are fled 

Whose falsehood left thee broken-hearted ; 

The glory of the moon is dead ; 

Night’s ghosts and dreams have now departed ; 
Tliine own soul still is tnie to thee, 

But changed to a foul fiend through misery. 

This fiend, whose ghastly ]irescncc ever 
Beside thee like thy shadow hangs, 

Bream not to chase ; — the mad emleavour 
Would scourgt' thee to severer pangs. 

Bo as thou art. Tliy settled fate, 

Dark as it is, all change would aggravate. 


TO AVORbSAVOUTU. 

Poet of Nature, thou hast wept to know 
That things depart which never may return ; 
Childhood and youth, friendship and love’s first glo' 
Have fled like sweet dreams, leaving Ukjo to inonrii. 
These common w'oes I feel. One loss is min(‘, 
AVhich tlion too feefst; yet I alone de]>lore. 

Thou wert as a lone star, whose ligbi. did shine 
On some fiial bark in -winter’s midiii;. it roar : 

Thou hast like to a rock built ri'fngt stood 
Above the blind and battling mnltiUido : 

In honoured poverty thy voice tlid weave 
Songs consecrate to truth and liberty,- - 
Deserting these, thon leavest me to grieve, 

Thus having been, that thou shouldst ci^asc to be. 


LINKS. 

Tjif. cold earth slept below, 

Above the cold sky shone. 

And all arouml 
With a chilling sound. 

From caves of icc and fiohls of snow. 

The brtiath of night like death did flow 
Beneath the sinking moon. 

Tlie wintry luslge was lilack, 

The green gnuss was not sei’.n, 

The birds did rest 
On the bare tlioni’s breast, 

AA’^hose roots beside (lie ]»athway track, 
IJad bound tlicir fol«ls o’er many a crack 
AVhicli tlic frost bad made between. 
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Thine eyes glowed in the glare 
Of the moon’s dying light, 

As a fen-fire’s beam 
On a sluggish stream 
Gleams dimly — so the moon shone there, 

And it yellowed the strings of thy tangled liiiir. 
That shook in the wind of night. 

The moon made thy lips pale, beloved ; 

The wind made thy bosom chill ; 

The night did slicd 
On thy dear head 
Its frozen dew, and thou didst Ho 
Where the bitter breath of the naked sky 
Might visit thee at will. 


STAN’ZAS.— AITGL, 1814. 

Away ! the moor is dark beneath the moon, 

Itapid clouds have drunk the last ]>ale beam of even : 

Away ! the gathering winds will call the darkness soon, 

And profoundest midnight shroud the serene lights of heaven. 
Pause not ! The time is past ! Kvery voice cries. Away ! 

Tempt not with one last glance thy friend's ungentle mood : 
’I’hy lover s eye, so glazed and cold, dares not entreat thy stay : 
Duty and dcrelietiou guide thee back t<i solitude. 

Avvaj’, away ! to thj’^ sad and sihmt home; 

Vour bitter tcar.s on its desolated hearth ; 

Wateh the tlim shades as like ghosts they go and come, 

And complicate strange webs of melaneholy mirth. 

The loaves of wasted autumn woods shall fioat around thine 
head. 

The blooms of dewy spring shall gleam beneath thy feet : 

But thy soul or this >voiid must hide in the frost that binds 
the dead, 

Ere midiiiglit’s frown and morning’s smile, ere thou and 
peace may meet. 

The cloud shadows of midnight possess their own repose, 

For the weary winds are silent, or the moon is in the deep; 
JSome rosjute to its turhulenco nnrestiug ocean knows; 

Whatever moves, or toils, or grieves hatli its appointed sleep. 
Thou iu the grave shalt rest — yet till the jiliaiitoms flee 

Which that house and lieath and garden made dear to thee 
erevvhile, 

Thy remembrance, and repentance, aiul deep musings, are not 
free 

From the music of two voices, and the light of one sw'eet 
smile. 
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THE SUNSKT. 


FEELINGS OF A REPUBLICAN ON THE FALL OF 
BONAPARTE. 

T HATED thee, fallen tyrant ! I <1kI groan 
To think that a most uuainbitiouH slave, 

Like thou, shouldst dance and revel on the grave 
Of Liberty. Tho\i mightst have built thy throne 
Wliero it had stood even now : thou didst prefer 
A frail cand bloody pomp, which time has swept 
In fragments towards oblivion. Massacre, 

For this I prayed, would on thy sleep have crept, 
Trea^’on and Slavery, Rax>inc, Fear and Lust, 

And stifled thee, their minister. I know 
Too late, since thou and France arc in the dust, 

That Virtue owns a more eternal foe 

Than force or fraud : old Custom, legal Crime, 

And bloody Faith, the foulest birth of time. 


POEMS WRITTEjST IN 1816. 


THE 

There late was One, within whose subtle being, 
As light and wind within some delicate cloud 
That fades amid the blue noon’s luirning sky. 
Genius and death contended. None may know' 
The sw'eetness of tlie joy wdiich made his breath 
Fail, like the trances of the summer air, 

When, with the Lady of his love?, who then 
First knew the unresoiwo of mingled being, 

Ho walked along the pathway of a field, 

Which to the east a hoar w'ood shadowed o’er, 
But to the west w'sis open to the sky. 

There now' the sun bad sunk, but lines of gold 
Hung on the ashen clouds, and on the points 
Of the far level grass and nodding flowers. 

And the old dandelion’s hoary beard, 

And, mingled with tlie shades of twdlight, lay 
On the brown massy woods — and in the cast 
The broad and burning moon lingeringly rose 
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Between the black trunks of the crowded trees, 

While the faint stars were gathering overhead. — 

“ Is it not strange, Isabel,” said the youth, 

“ I never saw the sun ] We will walk here 
To-morrow ; thou shalt look on it with mo.” 

That night the youth and lady mingled lay 
111 love and sleep — but when the morning came 
The lady found her lover dead and cold. 

Let none believe that (lod in mercy gave 
That stroke. The lady died not, nor grew wild. 

But year by year lived on — in truth I think 
Her gentleness and patience and sad smiles, 

And that she did not <lie, but lived to tend 
ifer aged father, were a kind of madness, 

If madness ’tis to be unlike the world. 

For but to see her were to read the tale 

Woven by some subtlest bard, to make hard hearts 

Dissolve away iii wisdom-working grief; — 

Her eye-lashes were torn away with tears. 

Her lips and cheeks were like things dead— so pale ; 

Her hands were thin, and througli their wandering veins 
And weak articulations might bo seen 
Day’s ruddy light. Tlie tomb of thy dead self 
Wiiich one vexed ghost inhabits, night and day, 

Is all, lost cliild, that now remains of thee ! 

“ Inheritor of more than (jarth can give, 

J*assionIess calm, .and silence unreproved, 

Whether the dead find, oh, not sleep ! but rest. 

And are the uncomplaining things they seem, 

Or live, or dro^* iu the deep sea ot* Love; 

Oil, that like thine, mine epitaph wore — Peace !” 

This was the only' moan she ever made. 


HYMN TO INTELLECTUAL BEAUTY. 

The awful aliadow of some unseen Power 
Flo.ats tlio’ unseen among us ; visiting 
This various world with as inconstant wing 
As summer winds that creep from flower to flower : 

Like moonbe.ains that behind some piny mountain shower, 
It visits with inconstant glance 
Each human he.art and countenance ; 

Like hues and h,armonies of evening. 

Like clouds in starliglit widely sprefid, 

Like memory of music fled. 

Like aught th.at for its grace may be 
Dear, and yet dearer for its mystery. — 
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Spirit of Beauty, that rlost consecrate 

With tliiue hues all thou dost shine upon 
Of human thouf^lit or form, whore art thou gone ] 

Why dost thou pass away ami leave our state, 

This cViin vast vale of tears, vacant and desolate I 
Ask wliy the sunlight not for ever 
Weaves I’ainhows o’er yon mountain river ; 

Why aught shouM (ail and fade that once is shown ; 

Why fear and dream and death and birth 
Cast on the daylight of this earth 
Sucli gloom ; why man has such a scope 
For love and hate, despondency ami hope; 

No voice from some subliinor world hath ever 
To sage or poet these res[»onsos given : 

Tlicn !* ro the names of Demon, Ghost, and Heaven, 
Remain the reeor<l.s of their vain endeavour; 

Frail spells, whi»se uttered cliarm might not avail to sever, 
From all we hear and all we see. 

Doubt, chance, and mutability. 

Thy liglit alone, like mist o’er mountjiins driven, 

Or music by the night wind sent 
Through siritigs of some still instriiiiieiit, 

Or moonlight on a midnight streaij), 

Gives grace and truth to liCos umpiiet Ircam. 

Love, Hope, and Sclfostceni, like clouds depart 
And come, for some imceitaiii moments lent. 

Man were immortal and omnipotent, 

Didst thou, unknown and awful as thou art*. 

Keep with thy glorious train firm stato within his heart. 
Tlioii messenger of ay input hies 
That wax and Avune in lovem’ eyes ; 

Thou, that to human thought art nouritiliment, 

Like darkness to a dying flame ! 

Depart not as thy shadow came : 

Dci)ait not, lest the grave should he. 

Like life and fear, a dark reality. 

While yet a hoy I sought for ghosts, and sped 
Thro’ many a listening ci\am\)cr, cave, and rum. 

And starlight wood, with fearful steps pursuing 
Hopes of In’gh talk with the departed dead. 

I called on poisonous uames with which our youth is fed : 

I Avas not heard, 1 .saw them not; 

When musing deeply on tlic lot ^ 

Of life, at that sweet time whei; winds arc wooing 
All vital things that wake to hiing 
News of birds and blossoming. 

Sudden, thy shadow fell on me ; 

I shrieked, and clasped my hands in ecstasy ! 
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I vowed that T would dedicate my powers 
To thee and thine : have I not kept tlio vow 1 
With heating heart ainl streaming eyes, even now 
I call the phantoms ot‘ a tliousand hours 
Each from his voiceless grave : they have in visioned howers 
Of studious zeal or love’s delight 
Outwatched \vith ino the envious night : 

They know that never joy illumed iny brow, 

Unlinked with hope that thou Avouldstfree 
This world from its dark slavery, 

That tliou, 0 awfnl Loveltnkss^ 

''Wouldst give whato’er these words cannot express. 

The day becomes more solemn and serene 
When noon is past : there is a harmony 
Tn autumn, and a lustre in its sky, 

Whicli thro’ the sinnmer is not heard nor seen, 

As if it could not be, as if it had not been ! 

Thus let thy pow'er, which like the truth 
Of natiu’e on my passive youth 
Descended, to my onward life supjdy 
Its calm, to one who worships tlioe, 

And every form conhiining tlico, 

Whom, SrrniT fair, thy spells did hind 
To fear himself, and love all human kind. 


MONT llhAXCJ. 

LINES wru'iTr:>r in the valj’ or cirA.vouxr. 

L 

Tite everlasting nnivei’so of things 
Flows through the mind, and rolls its rapid waves, 
Now dark — now glittering —now reflecting gloom - 
Now lending splendour, where fi’om secret springs 
The source of human thought its tribute brings 
Of waters, — with a sound but half its own, 
v^uch. as a fec\)\e lirook wiW oft assume 
In the wild woods, among the mountains lone, 
Where wsiterfalls around it leap for ever, 

Where woods and winds contend, and a vast river 
Over its rocks ceaselessly bursts and raves. 


II. 

Thus thou, Ravine of Arve — dark, deep Ravine — 
Thou many-coloured, inauy-voiccd vale, 

Over whoso pines and crags and caverns sail 
Fast clouds, shadows, and sunbeams ; awful scene, 
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Where Power in likeness of the Arve comes down 
From the ice-gulfs that gird his secret tlironc. 
Bursting through these dark mountains like the flame 
Of lightning through the tempest; thou dost lie, 

The giant brood of pines around thee clinging, 
Children of elder time, in whose devotion. 

The ©hainless ^Vinds still come imd ever came 
To drink their odours, and their mighty swinging 
To hear — an ohl and solemn harmony : 

Thine eartlily rainbows str<‘tched across the sweep 
Of the ethereal water! all, whose veil 
Bobes some unsculptiircd imago ; the strange sleep 
Wliicb, when the voii^es of the desert fail. 

Wraps all in its own dce]> eternity — 

Thy caverns echoing to the Arve’s commotion 
A lou'^. lone sound, no otlior sound can tame ; 

Thou art pervaded witli that ce.aseless motion, 

Tliou art tlie j^^^tli of tliat unresting sound — 

ITizzy Bavin c ! and when I gsize on tliee, 

1 seem as in a trance sublime and strange 
To muse on my own separate fantasy. 

My own, my humau mind, 'wbicli passively 
Now renders and receives Aist infliieucirigs. 

Holding an unremitting interchange 
With the clear universe of things around; 

One legion of wild thoughts, whose wandtu’ing wings 
Now float above thy darkness, and now rest 
Wherest^hat or thou art no unbidden guest. 

In the still cave of the witch Poesy, 

Seeking among the shadows that 2 )ass by 
Ghosts of all things that are, some shade of thee. 
Some phantom, some faint imago; till the breast 
From which they fled recalls them, thou art there ! 


111 . 

Some say that gleams of a remoter world 
Visit the soul in sleep, that death is slumber, 
And that its shapes the busy thoughts outnumber 
Of those wlio w'ake and live. I look on higli ; 
Has some uukuowii omnipotence unfurled 
The veil of life and death ? or do I lie 
In dream, and docs the mightier world of sleep 
Speed far around and inaccessibly 
Its circles 1 For the very spirit fails. 

Driven like a homeless cloud from steep to steep 
That vanishes among tl»e viewless gales ! 

Far, far above, piercing the infinite sky, 

Mont Blanc ap 2 >cars, — still, snowy, and serene — 
Its subject mountains their unearthly forms 
Pile around it, ice and rock ; broad vales between 
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Of frozen floods, unfathomable deeps. 

Blue as the overhanging heaven, that spread 
And wind among the accumulated steeps; 

A desert peopled by tlie storms alone. 

Save when the eagle brings some hunters bone. 

And the wolf tracks her there — liow hideously 
Its shapes are heaped around I iiide, bare, and high, 
Ohastly, and scarred, and riven. — Is tliis the scene 
Where the old Earthquake-demon taught her young 
Ruin I Were these their toys'* or did a sea 
Of fire envcloi)e once this silent snow'* ' 

None can reply — all seems eternal now. 

The wilderness has a mysterious tongue 
W^hich teaches awful doubt, or faith so mild, 

So solemn, so serene, that man may be 
But for such faith with nature reconciled ; 

Thou hast a voiee, groat Mouutain, to repeal 
Large eodcs of fraud aii<l woe ; not understood, 

By all, but wbieli the wise, and great, and good, 
Interpret or make felt, or deeply feel. 


The fields, the lakes, the forests, and the streams, 

Ocean, and all the living things that dwell 
Within the dredal earth ; lightning, and rain, 

Earthquake, and fiery floo<l, and hurricane, 

Tli^e torpor of the year when feeble dreams 
Visit the hidden buds, or dreamless sleep 
Holds every future leaf and flower, — the bound 
With which from that detested trance they leap ; 

The works and ways of man, their death and birth. 

And that of him, an<l all that his may be ; 

All things that move and breathe with toil and sound 
Arc born and die, revolve, subside, and swell. 

I’ower dwells apart in its tranquillity, 

Kemote, serene, and inaccessible : 

And this, the naked countenance of earth, 

On which I gaze, even these primaeval mountains, 

Teach the adverting mind. The glaciers ci’eep. 

Like snakes that watch their prey, from their far fountains 
Slowly rolling on ; there, many a precipice 
Frost and the Sun in scorn of mortal xiow^er 
tlavo piled — dome, pyramid, and pinnacle, 

A city of death, distinct with many a tower 
And wall impregnable of beaming icc. 

Yet not a city, but a flood of ruin 

Is there, that from the boundaries of the sky 

Bolls its perpetual stream ; vast pines arc strewing 

Its destined path, or in the manglo<l stjil 

Branchless and shattered stand ; the rocks, drawn down 

Ji B 
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From j^on remotest waste, liave ovcrtlirown 
The limits of the dead and living world, 

Never to be reclaimed. The dwelling-place 
Of insects, beasts, and binls, becomes its spoil ; 

Their food and their retreat for ever gone, 

►So much of life and joy is lost. The race 
Of man Hies far in dread ; his work an<l dwelling 
Vanish, like smoke before the tempest’s stream, 

And their place is not known. Below, vast caves 
Shine in the rushing torrent’s restless gleam. 

Which from those secret chasms in tumult welling 
Meet in the Vale, and one majestic River, 

The breath and blood of distant lands, for ever 
Rolls its loud waters to the ocean waves. 

Breathes its swift vapours to the circling air. 

V. 

Mont Blanc yet gleams on high : the power is there, 
Tlio still and solemn povror of many sights 
And many sounds, and much of life and death. 

Ill the calm darkness of the moonless nights. 

In the lone glare of day, the snoivs descend 
Upon that Mountain ; none beholds them there, 

Nor wlicn the flakes bum in the sinking sun, 

Or Ibe star-beams dart tb rough them : Winds contend 
Silently there, and heap the snow, with breath 
Rapid and strong, but silently I Its liome 
The voiceless lightning in these solitudes 
Keeps innocently, and like vapour brootls 
Over the snow. The S(^cret strength of things, 

Which governs thought, and to the infinite dome 
Of heaven is as a law, inhabits thee ! 

And wliat were thou, and earth, and .stars, and sea. 

If to the human mind’.s imagining.s 
Silence and .solitude were vacancy? 


S\viTzr,rvT..\>’D, 2’.. iSM. 
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riUNCE ATIIANASE. 

A FRAdMKKT. 


PART L 

Thetik was a youth, who, as with toil and travol, 
ITad j'vowu ijuito weak aiul jrroy hcforo his time; 
^s’or any coulil the restless griefs unravel 

'Which burned within him, withering up his prime 
And goading him, like fiends, from land to land. 
Mot his the loa<l of any secret crime, 

For nought of ill his heart could understand, 

But pity and wild sorrow for the same ; 

Not ids the tliiist for ghiry or commaml, 

Baffled with blast of liopc-eonsuming shame ; 

Nor evil joys which fire the vulgar hi’oasi, 

And <iueiieh in .speo<l\ smoke its feohle flame, 

JFad left within his soul the dark unrest : 

Nor what religion fables of the gmvo 
Keared he, — IMiilosophy’s accepted guest. 

For none than he a purer heart could have. 

Or tliat loved good more for itself alone ; 

Of nonglit in heaven or earth was lie the slave. 

What sorrow, strange, and shadowy, and unknown, 
Sent him, a hojieless wanderer, through mankind 1 — 
If with a human sadness he did groan, 

Tie had a gentle yet aspiring mind ; 

Just, innocent, with varied Icandng fed ; 

And such a glorious consolation find 

In others’ joy, when all their own is dead ; 

He loved, and laboured for his kind in grief. 

And yet, unlike all othera, it is said 

B B 2 
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That from such toil he never found relief. 

Altiiough a child of fortune and of power, 

Of an auccsitral luiinc the orphan chief, 

His soul had wedded wistlom, jmd her dower 
Is love and justice, clothed in w'hich he sate 
ApiU't from men, ius in a lonely tower. 

Pitying the tumult »>f their dark estate. — 

Yet even in yoi.th did he not e’er abuse 

The sti’eugth of wealth or thought, to consecrate 

Those false opinions which the harsh rich ns('. 

To blind the world they tarnish for their pride ; 

No»* did he hold from any man his dues, 

Ihit, like a steward in honest dealings tried, 

With tliose who toiled and wept, the poor and wise, 
J lis riches and his cares lie ilid divide. 

Fearless ho was, and scorning all disguise, 

What he ilaivd do or think, though men might start. 
He spoke with mild yet uuaverted eyes ; 

liiberal ho was of soul, and frank of heart, 

And to his many friends — all lovo<l him well — 
Whate’er lie knew or felt ho would impm-t, 

Tf wonla ho found those inmost thoughts to tell ; 

If not, he Kiiiileil or wept ; and his wc.ak foes 
He neitlier spurned nor hated — though with fell 

And mortal liah? their thousand voices rose. 

They ]>ast like aimless arrows from his ear. — ■ 

!N’or did his lieai t or mind its portal close 

To' those, or them, or any, whom life’s sphere 
May comprehend within its wide array. 

AVhat sadlu^ss made that vernal spirit sere 1 

He knew not. Tlumgh his life day after day. 

Was hiiling, like an unreplenislied stream, 

Though in his eyes a cloud and burthen lay. 

Through which his soul, like Vesper’s serene beam 
Piercing the chasms of over rising clouds. 

Shone, softly burning ; though his lips did seem 

Like reeds which quiver in impetuous floods ; 

And through his sleep, and o’er each waking hour. 
Thoughts after thoughts, unresting multitudes. 
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Were driven within him by some secret power. 

Which bade them blaze, and live, and roll afar, 

Like lights and suiinds, from haunted tower to tower, 

O’er castled mountains borne, when tempest's war 
Is levied by the night-contending winds, 

And the pale dalesmeti watch with eager ear ; — 

Though such were in his spirit, as the fiends 
Which wake and feed on everliviiig woe, — - 
What was tliia grief, which ne’er in other minds 

A mirror found, — ho knew not — none conid know ; 
But on whoe'er might question him he tuAied 
The light of his frank eyes, as if to show 

ITo knew not of the grief witliin that burned, 

But asked forliearance with a mournful look ; 

Or spoke in wonls from which none ever learned 

The cause of his disquietude; or shook 
With spasms of silent ])assion; or turno<l pale : 

So that his friends soon nirely undertook 

To stir his secret pain without avail ; — 

Kor all who knew and love<l him then perceived 
That there was drawn an adamantine veil 

Between his heart and mind, — both unrelieved 
Wrought ill his brain atid hosoiii separate strife. 
Some said that he was mad, otliers believed 

That memories of an antenatal life 

Ma<lo this, where now he dwelt, a penal hell : 

And othei*s said that such mysterious grief 

From God’s displeasure, like a darkness, fell 
On souls like his, which owned no higher law 
Thau love ; love calm, steadfast, invincible 

By mortal fear or supernatural awe ; 

And others, — “ *Tis the shadow of a dream 
Which the veiled eye of memory never saw, 

“ But through the soul’s abyss, like some dark stream 
Through shattered mines and caverns uudei'grouiid 
KoIIb, shaking its foundations ; and no beam 

"Of joy may rise, but it is quenched and drowned 
111 the dim whirlpools of this dream obscure. 

Soon its exhausted waters will have found 
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** A lair of rest beneath thy spirit y>ure. 

O Athaiiasc ! — in one so good and great. 

Evil or tumult cannot long endure.” 

So spake they : idly of another’s state 
Babbling vain words and fond pliilosophy : 

This was their consolation ; such debate 

Men held with one anotlior ; nor did ho, 

Like one who labours nith a human woe, 

Decline this talk ; as if its theme might be 

Another, not himself, ho to and fro 

Quest] on ed^ind tiauvassed it with subtlest wit ; 

And none but those who loved him best could know 

That whicli ho know not, how it galled and bit 
.11 is wca»y mind, this convoi-so vain anil cold; 

For like an eyeless nightniarc grief did sit 


Ul)on his being a snake which Told by fold 
Pressed out the life of life, a (dinging ileiid 
Which cloiiched him if he stirred with deadlier hold; 
And so his grief remained — let it r emain — untold.* 


FRAGMENTS OF PRINCE ATHANASKf 

1»ART II. 

Fkac;mknt T. 

PiUNCE Atiianase had one beloved friend. 

An oUl, old man, with hair of silver white. 

And lips where heaveidy smiles would hang and blond 

With his wise words ; imd eyes whose arrowy light 
Shone like the rellex of a thousand minds. 

IIo was the last wliom superstition’s blight 

* The Author wa.s pursuing a fuller dovclnjuuont of the ideal 
cliaractor of Atljauaso, when it struck him that in an attempt at 
extreme refinement and analysis, his conceptions might ho 
betrayed into the assuming a inorliid eliaraetor. The i*cader will 
judge whether he is a loser or gainer this ditlei’cnee. — Author's 
^otr. 

t The idea Sliellcy had formed of Prince Athauasc was a good 
deal modelled 'on Alastor. In the first sketch of the Poem ho 
named it Pandeinos and Urania, Athauase seeks through the 
world the One whom he may l»*ve. lie meets, in the ship in W'hieh 
he is embarked, a lady, who ui»pe.ai>4 to him to embody bis ideal of 
love ami beauty. But she proves to be I’aiidenios, or the eartlilv 
and unworthy Venus, whit, after disappointing his cherislied 
dreams and hopes, dcsints him. Atharuise, eiTishcd by sorrow. 
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Hatl spared in Greece — the blight that cramps and blinds,— 

And in his olive bower at CEnoc 

Had sate from earliest youth. Like one who finds 

A feHilc island in the barren sea. 

One mariner w'ho has survived his mates 
Many a drear month in a great shiiJ — so he 

Witli soul- sustaining songs, and SAveet debates 
Of ancient lore, there fed his lonely being ; 

“ The mind becomes that which it contemplates,” — 

And thus Zonoras, by for ever seeing 
Their bright creations, grew like wisest men^ 

And when he heard the crash of nations liccing 

A bloodier poAver tlian ruled thy ruins then, 

O «aci‘ed Hellas 1 many weary years 
He wandered, till tho path of Laian’s glen 

Was grass-grown — and tho uiiremembered tears 
Were dry in Laiaii for their honoured chief. 

Who fell in liy:<jant, pierced by MosleJii spears 

And as the lady looked u'ith faithful grief 
From her high lattice o'er the ruggeii i)atli. 

Where she once saAV that horseman toil, with brief 

And blighting hojAe, who with the nows o£ death 
iStruck body t'lnd soul as Avilh a mortal blight, 

She saw beneath the chesiiuts far beueatli. 

An old man toiling up, a weary wight ; 

And soon Avithiii lier hospitable ball 

!She saw his Avhite hairs glittering in tho light 

Of tho wood fire, and round his shoulders fall. 

And his wan visage and his withered mien, 

Yet calm and gentle and majcstical. 

pines and dies. “ On liis deuth-bed the lady, who can rc:illy reply 
to his soul, comes and kisses his lips.” — Tha Jhal/i-OiU of Jthauaist:. 
Tile poet describes her — 

Jfor liair Avas brfiwn, her sphered 03’es were brown, 

Aiwl in their dark and liiiuid nioistiiro swam. 

Like tlio dim orb of the eclipsed moon ; 

Yet when tho spirit flashed bcncatli, there came 
Tlio light from them, as when tears of delight 
Double tho westoin planet’s serene frame. 

This slender note is all we have to aid our iiuaglnatiou in shai)ii.g 
out the torin of tlic |)ocni, such us its author imaged. — l^J. 6 '. 
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And Atlianaso, her child, who must have been 
Then three years old, sate o2)posite and gazed 
In i>aticnt silence. 


Fjjagmknt II. 

Such was Zonoras ; and as daylight finds 
One amaranth glittering on the path of frost, 

When autiiinn nights have nijit all weaker kinds, 

Thus through his age, dark, cold, and tempest-to^t, 
Shone truth- u^ion Zonoriis ; and he filled 
From fountains pure, nigh overgrown and lost. 

The spirit of Prince Athanase, a child. 

With soul-sustaining songs of ancient lore 
And philosoiihic wisdom, clear and mild. 

And sweet and subtle talk now evermore, 

The 2nix)il and the master sharerl ; until. 

Sharing that undimJnishablc store. 

The youth, as shadows on a grassy hill 
Outrun the winds that clnuse them, soon outran 
His teacher, and did teach with native skill 

Strange truths and now to that experienced man. 

Still they were frieinis, as few liavo ever been 
Who mark the extremes of life’s discordant span. 

So in the caverns of the forest green. 

Or by the rocks of echoing ocean hoar, 

Zonoras and Prince Athauasc wore seen 

Hy summer woodmen ; and when winter’s roar 
Sounded o’er rartli and sea its blast of war. 

The Balearic fislicr, driven from shore, 

Hanging upon the peaked wave afar, 

Then saw their lamp from l^aian’s tiiiTet gleam. 
Piercing the stormy darkness, like a star 

Wliich pours beyond the sea one steadfiist beam, 

Whilst all the constellations of the sky 

Seemed reeling through tJie storm ; they did but scem- 

For, lo ! the wintry clouds are all gone by, 

And bright Arcturus through yon pines is glowing, 

And far o’er southern waves, immoveably 
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Belted Orion lianga — warm light is flowing 
From the young moon into the sunset’s chasm. — 

O summer eve ! with power divine, bestowing 

“On thine own bird the sweet cntluiaiasm 
Which overflows in notes of liquid gladness, 

Filling the sky like liglit I How many a spasm 

“ Of fevered brains, oppressed with grief and madness, 
Were lulled by thee, delightful nightingale ! 

And these soft waves, imirmuring a gentle sadness, 

'‘And the far sighings of yon piny dale 
Made vocfi.l by some wind, avo feel not here.- - 
I bear alone Avhat nothing may avail 

“ To lighten — a strange load ! ” — No Inunau car 
Heard this lament ; but o’er the visage wan 
Of Athaiiase, a rulHing atmosphere 

Of dark emotion, a swift shadow ran. 

Like wiml upon some forc.st-bosomed lake, 

Olassy and dark. — And that divine old man 

Beheld his mystic friend’s whole being shake, 

Ih’cn where its inmost dc'pbhs were gloomiest — 

And with a calm and measured voice hcj spakt^, 

Aiid, with a soft and equal pr«\ssure, prosfc 
That cold lean haiul : — Dost thou remember yet 
When the curved moon then lingering in the Avest 

“ Paused, in yon Avavos her mighty horns to Avet, 

How in those beams we walked, Jialf resting on the sea 
’Tis ju.st one year — sure thou dost not forget — 

“ Then Plato’s Avords of light in thee and me 
liingered like moonlight in the moonless east, 

For wo had just then read — thy memory 

“ Is faithful now — the story of the feast; 

And Agath on and Diotima seemed 

From death and dark forgetfulness released.’’ 


Fragment III. 

*Twas at the season when the Earth up.spn'ug.s 
From slumber, as a sphered angel’s child, 
Shadowing its eyes with green and golden wings. 
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Stands up before its mother briglit and mild, 

Of whoso soft voioti the air expectant seems — 

So stood before the aim, which shone and sniilcil 

To see it rise tlius joyous from its dre.'ims. 

The fresh aii<l radiant Karth. The hoary grove 
Waxed green- - and flowers burst forth like starry beams 

The grass in the warm sun did start and move. 

And sea-buds burst beneath the waves serene : — 
flow many a one, though none be near to love, 

Loves then tlio shade of his own soul, half seen 
Tri any mirror — or the H[>riiig’s young minions. 

The winged leaves amid the coiises green ; — 

ITow maiij’^ a spirit then puts on the ])inions 
Of fancy, and outstrips the lagging blast, 

And his own steps- and over wide dominions 

Sweeps in his dream-drawn chariot, far and last. 

More licet tluin storms — the wide world shrinks below. 
When winter and despondency are past. 

'Twas at this season that Prince Athanaso 

P.'iss’d the white Aljis — those eagle-battling mountains 

Slept in their shrouds of snow ; — beside the ways 

Tho waterfalls were voiceless — for their fountains 
Were changed to mines of sunless crystal now. 

Or by the curdling winds — like brazen wings 

Which clanged along the mountain’s marble brow — 
Warped into adamantine fretwork, hung 
And filled with frozen light the chasm below. 


FltAUMENT IV. 

Thou art the wine whose drunkenness is all 
We can desire, O Love ! and hap]»y souls. 

Ere from thy vine the leaves of autumn fall. 

Catch thee, and feed from their o’eiflowung bowls 
Thousands who thirst for thy ambrosial dew ; 
Thou art the radiance which where ocean rolls 

luvestcst it ; and when the heavens are blue 
Thou fillest them ; and when the earth is fair, 
The shadow of thy moving wings imbue 
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Its deserts and its mountains, till they 'wear 
Beauty like some bright robe ; — thou ever soarcst 
Among the towers of men, and as soft air 

In spring, whicli moves the unawakenod forest. 
Clothing with leaves its branches bare and bleak. 

Thou doatest anioiig men ; and aye implorest 

That which from theo tliey should implore the weak 

Alone kneel to thco, offering up the lioarts 

Tile strong have broken — ^yet where shall any seek 

A garment whom thou elothest notl 

Maiu.ow, 181 T- 


MARIANNES DKEAHh 

A TALE dream came to a liudy fair. 

And said, A boon, a bt>«>n, 1 liray f 
1 know the secrets of the air ; 

And things are lost in the glfu’o of day. 
Which 1 can make tlie sleeping see, 

If they will put their trust in me. 

And thou shalt know of things unknown^ 
If thou wilt let rnc rest between 
The veiny lids, whose fringe is thrown 
Over thine eyes so dark and slu'cn : 

And lialf in hope, .and half in fright. 

The Lady closed her eyes so bright. 

At first all deadly shapes wore di-iveu 
Tumultuously aci-oss her sleep, 

Ajid o’er the viist cope of bending lieaven 
All ghastly-visaged clouds did sweep ; 
And the Lady ever looked to spy 
If the gold sun shone forth ou high. 

And as towards the east she turned, 

Slio saw aloft in the morning aii*. 
Which now with hues of sunrise i>in iied, 
A gi*eat black Anchor rising thei e ; 

And wherever the Lady turned her eyes 
It hung before her iu the skies. 

The sky was blue as the summer sea. 

The depths were cloudh*ss over-hcrUi. 
The air was calm as it could be. 

There was no sight nor sound of di'cad. 
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But that black Anchor floating still 
Over the piny eastern hill. 

Tlie Lady grew sick with a weight of fear, 
To see that Anchor ever hanging. 

And veiled her eyes ; she then did hear 
The sound as of a dim low clanging, 
And looked .abroad if she iniglit know 
Was it aught else, or but the flow 
Of the blood in her own veins, to jind fro. 


There w^as a mist in the sunless air. 

Which shook as it were with an earthquake shock, 
B.ifc the very vvoc<ls that blossomed there 
Were moveless, and e.ach miglit}’' rock 
Stood on its basis steatlfastly ; 

Tlio Anclior was seen no more on high. 


But piled around with summits hirl 
Tn lilies of cloud at interv.-ils. 

Stood many a mountain pyranuM 
Among whoso everlasting w.^lls 
Two mighty cities shone, ami ever 
Through the red mists their domes did quiver. 

On two dread mountains, from whose crest, 
Miglit seem, tlie eagle for her brood 
Would ne’er liave hung lier dizzy nest 
Those tower-eucircluil cities stood. 

A vision strange such towei’S to see, 

Sciilpturc<l au<l wrought so gorgeously, 

Where human art could never be. 

And columns fi-amed of marble white, 

And giant fanes, dome over »lorno 
Piled, .and tiiumpliant gates, all bright 

With workman8hij>, which could not come 
From touch of mortal instrument. 

Shot o’er the vales, or lustre lent 
From its own shapes magnificent-. 

But still the Lady heard that clang 
Filling the wide air far away ; 

And still the mist whose light <lid hang 
Among the mountains shook alway. 

So that the Lady’s heart heat fast. 

As half in joy and half aghast, 

On those high domes her look she cast. 
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Sudden from out that city sprung 

A light that ina<le the earth grow red ; 

Two flaiiies tliat each with quivering tongue 
Licked its high domes, and over head 
Among those mighty towers and fanes 
Dropped fire, sla a volcano rains 
Its sulphurous ruin on the plains. 

And hark ! a i-usli, as if the deep 

ITad burst its bonds ; she looked beliind 
And saw over the western steep 
A raging Hood descend, and wind 
Through tlint wide vale : she felt no fear, 

T5ut said within herself, ’Tis clear 
These towers arc Nature’s own, and she 
To save them has sent foi-th the sca. 

Aiid now those l aging billows came 
Where tliat fair Lady sate, au<l she 
Was borne towards the showering flame 
I3y the wild waves heajied tuiuiiltuoiisly. 

And, oil a little i>lank, the flow 
Of the whii’lpool bore lier to and fro. 

The waves were fiercely vomited 
From every tower and every tlome. 

And dreary liglit di<l widely shed 

O’er that vast flood’s suspeudeil foam, 

Tlciieath the smoke whicli hung ifs night 
On the stained co[»o of heaven’s light. 

The plank avLcj coii that I^ady siite 

Was di-ivcn thtongli the chasms, about and about, 
Hetwccii the la-aks so ih'solatc 

Of tlie drowning mountain, in and out. 

As the thistle -be.ml on a w'hirlwind sails- - 
While the flood wius tilling those hollow vales. 

At last her plank an e«ldy crost. 

And bore her to the city’s wall. 

Which now the Hood bial reached almost ; 

It might the stoutest heart apx»al 
To hear the fire roar and hiss 
Through the domes of those mighty 2 >alaces. 

The eddy whirletl her round and round 
Before a gorgeous gate, which stoo<l 
Piercing the clontls of smoke wdiich hound 
Its aery arch with light like blood ; 

She looked on that gate of marble clear 
W ith wonder that extinguished feai' ; 
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For it was filled with sculptures rarest, 

Of forms most beautiful and strange, 

Like nothing human, hut the fairest 
Of winged shapes, whoso legions range 
Throughout the slerp of those who are, 

Like tliis same La<Iy, good ami fair. 

And as she looked, still lovelier grow 
Those marble forms ; the sculjitor sure 
Was a strong spirit, and the hue 
Of hia own mind did there endure 
After the touch, whose power had bi*aided 
Such grace, was in some sad change faded. 

She looked, the flames were dim, the flood 
Grew tranquil as a w«)«»dland river 
Winding through hills iu solitude; 

Those marble sliapos then seemed to quiver, 
And their fair limbs to float in motion, 

Like weeds unfolding in tho ocean. 

And their lips moved ; one seemed to s])oak, 
When suddenly the mountain crackt. 

And through the chasm the floor did break 
With an <'arlli-npliftiiig cataract ; 

The statues gave !i joyous scream, 

And on its wings the pale thin dream 
Tjifted the Lady from tho stream. 

The dizzy ilight of that jfliaiitoin -pale 
Waked the fair Ijady from her sleep, 

And she arose, while from the veil 

Of her (lark eyes the dream did creep ; 

And she walked about as one v ho knew 
That sleep has sights as clear and ti'uo 
As any waking eyes can view. 


PEATH. 

Tht]Y die — the dead ndurii not — IMisery 

Sits near an open grave and calls them over, 

A youth with hoary liair and liaggard eye — 
They are names of kindred, friend and lover, 
Which he so feebly calls — they all are gone ’ 
Fond wretch, all dead, those vacant names alone, 
This most familiar scene, my pain — 
These tombs alone remain. 
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MiscTy, my sweetest friend — oli ! weep no more ! 

Thou wilt not be consoled--! wonder not ; 

For I have seen thee from thy dwelling’s door 
Watch tlio calm simsct with them, and this spot 
Was even as bright and calm, hut transitory, 

And now thy lK)j)Cs arc gone, thy hair is hoary; 
This most familiar scene, niy pain — 

These tombs alone remain. 


COXSTANTIA. 


Thus to he lost and thus to sink and die, 

Perchance were death indeed !- Constantin, turn ! ’ 

In thy dark eyes a power like light doth lie, 

Even tliough tlie sounds which were thy voi(;e, wdiieh bur)> 
JJctwceii thy lips, are laid to sleep ; 

Within thy breath, and on thy hair, like odour, it is yet, 
And from tliy toiudi like lire dotli leap. 

Even w’hile I write, my burning checks arc wx't, 

Alas, that the toni heart can bleed, bnt not forget ! 

A breathless a.we, like the swdffc change 
Unseen but fell, iu youth Cul slumbers, 

Vvild, swreet, but uiicomiuuiiieably strange, 

Thou breatliest now' in fast a> sending numbers. 

1’lie coi)e of heaven seems rent and cloven 
Ily the enchantment of thy strain, 

Anti on my shoulders wdiigs arc woven. 

To follow its sublime career, 

Peyond the mighty niooiis that wane 

Upon the verge of nature’s utmost sphere. 

Till tlie w orld’s shadowy walls are i)ast and disappear. 


Her voice is hovering o’er my soul — it lingers 
O’crshatlow’iiig it with soft and lulling wdngs. 
Ilio blood and life within those snowy fingers 
Teach witchcraft to the instrumental strings. 
My brain is wild, niy breath comes ({uick — 
The blood is listening in my fniine, 

And thronging sliadow's, fast and thick, 

Fall on my overflowing eyes ; 

My heart is quivering like a flame ; 

As morning dew% that in the sunbeam dies, 

I am dissolved in these consuming ecstasies. 
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I have no life, Coiistantia. now, but thee, 

Whilst, like the worhl-siirrounding air, thy song 
h^lows on, and fills all things with melody.- - 
Now is thy voice a toiiii)cst swift and strong. 

On which, like one in tmnee iijiboriio. 

Secure o’er rocks and waves 1 sweep, 
liojoiciug like a cloud of intirn. 

Now *tis the breath of sumnior night. 

Which, when the shuTy waters .slee[», 

liound western isles, with incense-blossoms bright 
Lingering, suspends my soul in its voluptuous flight. 


TO CONSTANTIA. 

'JhiE rose tlnit drinks tlie fountain dew 
In the pleasant air of noon. 

Grows pale and blue with altered hue — 

In the gaze of the nightly im)on ; 

For the planet of frost, so cold and insight, 
IStiikcs it wan with her borrowed light. 

Such is my heart — roses are fair. 

And til at at best a witliero<l blossom ; 
liut thy false care did itlly wear 

Its withercil leaves in a faithless bosom ! 
And fed with love, like air and dew, 

Ils groNvtU 


SONNET.— OZYMANDIAS. 

I MET a traveller from an antique land 

AVho said : Two vast and trunkloss legs of stone 

Staiul in tlie desert. Near them, on the sand, 

Hjilf sunk, a shattered visage lies, whose frown, 

And wrinkled lip, and sneer of cold eommaiid. 

Tell that its sculptor well those passions read 
Which yet survive, stamped on these lifeless things, 
The hand tliat mocked them and the heart that fed; 
And on the ]iedestal these words appear : 

“ My name is O/ymandiaa, king of kings : 

Tiook on my w'tirks, ye mighty, and despair ! ” 
Nothing beside remains. Round the decay 
Of tliat colossal wreck, boundless and bai*o. 

The lone and level sands stretch far away. 
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LINES TO A CRITIC. 

Hotkey from silkworniH wUo can gatlicr, 
Or silk from tlio yellow hee ( 

The grass may grow in winter weather 
As soon us hate in mo. 

I Fate men who cant, and men who pray. 
And men w’lio rail like thee; 

i\n etpial passion to repay 
They are not coy like me. 

Or seek some slave of 2)ower and gold. 
To bo thy desar heart’s mate ; 

Thy love will move that bigot cold, 
Sooner than me thy hate. 

A passion like the one 1 2)rovo 
Cannot <livided be; 

I hate thy wjuit of truth an<lluve— 

How should I then hate thee'* 


LIN ES. 

That time is <lead forever, child, 

J.)rowncd, froz(ni, <lead for ever I 
We look on the past. 

And stare aghast 

At the spectres wailing, pale, and ghast, 

Of hopes wliieli thou and I beguiled 
To death onlires dark river. 

The stream yye gazed on then rolled by ; 

Its waves are uiireturning ; 

Hut we yet stiuid 
In a lone land, 

Like tombs to ijiark the memory 
Of ho2)es and fears, which fade juid flee 
In the light of life’s dim morning. 

c C 
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ON F. O. 

Her voice did quiver as we parted, 

Yet knew I not that lieart was broken 
From which it came, and 1 departed 
Hcediiif' not the words tlieii spoken. 

M ise ry — ( ) Misery, 

Tliis world is all too wide for thee. 


POEMS WKITTEX IN 1818. 


ADVKllTJSEMKNT 

TO nOSATilND AXI> HKLKS, AN1> T.INIW WIUTTKX AMOXO THK 
KUOANKAX iin.LS. 


Napi.ks, D(C. ‘20, 1818, 

Tiie story of Rosalind and Helen is, undoubtedly, not an 
attempt in the liighest style of poi*try. It is in no degree 
calculated to excite profound meditation ; and if, by interesting 
the alfections and amusing the imagination, it awaken a certain 
ideal melancholy favourable to the reception of more important 
impressions, it will produce in the rcatler all that the writer ex- 
perienced in the composition. 1 resigned myself, as I wrote, to 
the impulse of the feelings which moulded the conception of the 
stoiy ; Juid tliis impulse deteniiincd the pauses of a measure, 
wliicii only pretends to be regular, inasmuch as it corresponds 
■with, and expresses, the irregularity of tlie imaginations which 
inspire it. 

1 do not know which of the few scattered poems I left in 
England will be selected by my bookseller to add to this collec- 
tion. One, wliicli I sent from Italy, was written after a day’s 
excursion among tliosi^ lovely mountains which surround wliat 
was once the retreat, and where is now tlie sepulchre, of Petrarch. 
If any one is inclined to condemn tlie insertion of the introductory 
lines, which imago forth the sudden relief of a state of deep 
despondency by tlic radiant visions disclosed liy the sudden burst 
of an Italian sunrise in autumn, on the highest peak of those 
delightful nioimtains, I can only offer as my excuse, that they 
were not emsed at the reqm'st of a deiir friend, with whom added 
years of intercourse only add to my apprehension of its value, 
and who would have had more right than tiny one to complaiu, 
that she has not been able to extinguish in me the very power 
of delineating sadness. 
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- - 

ScENi?. — The Shore of the Lahe of Como. 
Rosalind, Helen, and her Child. 

IEklkn. 

Come hither, my sweet Rosalincl. 

’Tis long since thou and I have met : 

And yet mothiiiks it were unkind 
Those moments to forget. 

Come, sit by me. J see thee stand 
By this lone lake, in this far land. 

Thy loose hair in the light wind flying, 

Tliy sweet voice to each tone of oven 
Dili ted, and thine eyes replying 
To the hues of yon fair hc.aven. 

Come, gentle friend ! wilt sit bj' me 1 
And be as thou wort wont to bo 
JOre wo were disuuitcid t 
None doth behold us now: the power 
fl’hat led us forth at tliis lone hour 
Will be but ill requited 
irtliou <lepart in scorn : uli ! come 
And talk of our abandoned home. 

Remember, this is Italy, 

And wo .are exiles. Talk with me 
Of that our land, whose wilds and floods. 

Barren and dark although they be, 

Were dearer than these clvesnut woods; 

Those heathy paths, that inland stream, 

And the blue mountains, shapes which seem 
Ijike wrecks of cliihlhood’s snnny dream : 

Which that we have abandoned now. 

Weighs on tlie heart like that remorse 
Which altered friendship leaves. I seek 
Ro more our youthful intercourse. 

That cannot be ! Rosalind, speak. 

Speak to me. Leave me not. — When morn did come, 
When evening fell upon* our common home, 

When for one hour we parted, — do not f?*owii ; ^ 

I would not chide thee, though thy faith is broken : 
But tm'ii to mo. Oh ! by this cherished token 

^ ^ ct 
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Of woven hair, wliicli thou wilt not disown. 
Turn, as %verc but the moniory of me, 

And not my scorned self who pniyod to tlieo. 

koSAJ.IM). 

Is it a dream, or ilo I see 
And hear frail Helen 1 1 would flee 

Thy taintiii*' touoli ; but former years 
Arise, and brinj^ forbhldon tears ; 

And my o’erburthenetl memory 
Seeks yet its lost repose in thee. 

I share thy crime. 1 cannot choose 
Hut weep for tl»ee : mine own strange grief 
But seldom Htoi>ps to such relief; 

Nor ever did t love thee less, 

Though mourning o’er thy wickedness 
Kven with :i sister’s woe. T knew 
What to tlie evil world is due, 

And therefore stei Jily did refuse 
To link 1110 with the infamy 
Uf one so lost as Helen. Now 
Hewihlered by my dire <lespair. 

Wondering 1 blush and w'eep that thou 
8houldst love me still, — thou only I — There, 
Let us sit on that gr(.‘y stone, 

Till our mournful talk be done. 

Ilr.i.ns. 

Alas ! not there ; T cannot bear 
Tlie murmul* of this lake to beai*. 

A sound from thee, Uosalind dear, 

Which never yet [ heard elsewhere 
But in our native land, reeurs, 

Kven here whore now we meet. Tt stirs 
Too mindi of siiffociiting sorrow ! 

In the dell of yon <lark chosnnt wooil 
Is a stone seat, a solitude 
Hess like our own. The ghost of peace 
Will not desert this ‘^pot. To-morrow, 

If thy kind fetdings should not cease, 

We may sit here. 

hoSAf.IM). 

Thou lead, my sweet, 

And I will follow. 

Mknrv. 

’Tis h’eriici’s seat 

Where you are going ! -This is not the way, 
Mama ; it leads liohind those trees that grow 
Close to the little river. 


Yes ; I know ; 
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I was bewildorocl. Kiss mo, and bo gay, 

Dear boy, why do yon sob ? 

II KNP.V. 

J<lo not know: 

Dnt it might break any on<*’a lieart to see 
You and the lady cry so bitterly. 

llKI.K.V. 

It is a gentle child, my fricml. Co home, 

ITenry, and play with Lilia till 1 come. 

Wo only cried with joy to see each other ; 

AVc are quite merry now — Good night. 

The hoy 

Lifted a smhlen look upon his mother. 

And in the gleam of forcetl and hollow joy 
Which lightened o’er her face, laughed with the gle*' 
Of light and unsuspecting infancy. 

And whisp(3rcd in her ear, “ Lring home with you 
That sweet, strange hidy-fneud.” Thou oH‘ he tlew, 
Ihit stopped, and beckoned with a meaning smile, 
Where the road turned. Palo Kosnliiid the wlnle. 
Hiding her face, stood weeping silently. 

In silence thou they took the way 
Leiieath the forest s solitude. 

U was a vast and anthjuew ood, 

^JMirongh which they took their way ; 

And the grey shades t)f evening 
O’er that green wilderness did lling 
Still deeper solitude. 

.tMu’Suing still the path thatwnund 
^riie vast and knottetl trees around. 

Through which slow shades were wandering, 

To a deep lawny dell they came. 

To a stone scat beside a, B])ving, 

O’er wliieh the columned wo«)d did fnmio 
A roones.s temple, like the fane 
Where, ere now creeds could faith obtain, 

Man’s early race once knelt beneath 
The overhanging deity. 

O’er tins fair fonntiiin hung the sky, 

Now spauglcil with rare stai’s. The snake, 

^^he pale snake, that with eager breath 
(Creeps here hia noontide thirst to slake, 

Is beaming with many a mingled hue, 

Shed from you d onus’s eternal blue, 

When he floats on that dark and lucid (looil 
In the light of his own loveliness ; 

And the birds that in the fountain dip 
Their plumes, with fearless fellowship 
Above and round him wheel and hover. 
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The ^ul wind is heard to stir 
Cue rolitary leaf on high ; 

The chirping of the grasshopper 
Fills every pause. There is emotion 
In all tliat dwells at noontide here : 

Then, through the intricate wild wood, 

A inaxo of lit'c and light and motion 
Is woven. But there is stillness now ; 
Gloom, and the trance of Nature now ; 

The snake is in his cave asleep ; 

The birds are on the branches dreaming ; 
Only the sIukIows creep ; 

Only the glow-worm is gleaming ; 

Only the owls and the nightingales 
Wake in this dell when day -light fails. 

And grey shades gather in the woods ; 

And the owls have all lied far away 
In merrier glen to hoot and play, 

For the moon is veiled and sleeping now. 
The accustomed nightingale still broods 
On her accustomed bough, 

But she is mute ; for her false mate 
Has fled and left her desolate. 

Tliis silent spot tradition old 
Had peopled with the spectral dead. 

For the roots of the speakers hair felt cold 
And stiff, as with tremulous lips he told 
That a hellish shape at inidniglit led 
The ghost of a youth with hoary hair, 

And sate on the seat beside him there. 

Till a naked child came wandering by, 

When the tiend would change to a lady fair ! 
A fearful talc ! The truth u iis worse ; 

For here a sister and a brolhei* 

Hiul solemnised a monstrous curse, 

Meeting in this fair solitude : 

For beneath yon very sky. 

Had they resigned to one another 
Body and soul. The multitude, 

Tracking them to the secret wood, 

Toro limb from limb their innocent child. 
And stabbed and trampled on its motlier; 
But the youth, for Gorl’s most holy grace, 

A priest saved to burn in the market-place. 

Duly at evening Helen came 
To this lone silent spot. 

From the wrecks of a tale of wilder sorrow 
So much of sympathy to borrow 
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As soothed her own dark lot. 

J^uly each oveuiiig from her home, 

With her fiiir chi hi would Helen conic 
To sit upon that anticpie scat. 

While tlio lines of day w'ore palo; 

And the hrij»ht boy beside lior foot 
Now lay, lifting at intervals 
His broad blue eyes on her ; 

Now, where some sudden imjmlse calls 
Following, lie was a gentle boy 
And in all gentle sports took joy ; 

Oft in a diy loaf for a boat, 

With a small feather for a sail. 

His fancy on tliat spring would float, 

If some invisible breeze might stir 
Its marble calm : and Helen smiled 
Through tears of awe on the giiy child, 

To think that a boy as fair as he, 

In years wliicb never more may he, 

By that same fount, in that same wood, 

The like sw'oet fancies hatl ])ursucd ; 

And that a mother, l<.»st like her, 

Had iiiourufully sate watching him. 

Then all the secno was wont to swim 
Tlirougli the mist of a burning tear. 

For many months bad Helen known 
This scene ; and now she tUither turned 
Her footsteps, not alone. 

'file frieml wdiose falsehood she had mourned, 
Sate with her on thiil seat of stone. 

Silent they sate ; for evening. 

And the power its glimpses bring 
Had, with one awful sliadow, quelled 
Tlio passion of their grief. Tlicy sate 
With linke<l hamls, for unrcpelled 
Had Helen taken liosalind’s. 

Like the autumn wind, when it unbinds 
The tangled locks of the nigbtsbade’s hair, 
Which is twined in the sultry summer air 
Hound the walls of an outworn sepulchre. 
Hid the voice of Helen, sad and svvetjt. 

And the sound of her lieai-t that ever beat, 

As with sighs and words she breatbe<l on her, 
Unbind the knots of her friend’s despair, 

Till her tlioughts were free to float and flow ; 
And from her labouring bosom now, 

Like the bursting of a prisoned flame, 

TUg voice of a long-pent sorrow came. 
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Kosat.tnd. 

I saw the dark earth fall upon 
The coffin ; and I saw the stone 
Tv.iid over him whom this cold breast 
Had pillowed to his niglitly rest ! 

Thon kiiowest not, thou canst not know 
My agony. Oh ! I could not weep : 

The sources whence such blcssijigs flow 
Were not to be approaclied l)y me ! 

But I could smile, and 1 coiihl sleep, 
Thougli with a .self-accusing heart. 

Jn morning’s light, in evening’s gloom, 

I watclied, — ami would Tiot thcnico depart. - 
My linsbamr.s iiiilamentcd tomb. 

My children knew their sire was gone ; 

Jhit when 1 tohl them, he is dead,” 

They laughe<l aloml iii frantit* glee, 

They (;lap[)ed their Jiand.s and leaped about. 

Answering eacli other’s ecstacy 

AVith inaiij’^ a prank and mer ry shout ; 

But I sat sihuit ami alone, 

AVnipjierl in tlic mock of mourning w<H‘d. 

They laughed, for ho w’as dead ; but 1 
{Sate with a hard and tearless eye. 

And with a heart which w^onhl deny 
The secret joy it could not ipicll. 

Low muttering o’er lii.s loathed name ; 

Till from that self-contention came 
Kcinorse wdicre sin wa.s none ; a hell 
AVhicU in pure spirits shouhl not dwell. 

I’ll tell the truth. Ho \vas a man 
Hard, selfish, loving only gold, 

Ifet full of guile ; his pale eyes ran 
With te.'u-s, which cacli .some falsehood tohl. 
And oft his smooth and bridled tongue 
AVould give the lie to his flushing check : 

He was a coward to the strong ; 

He was a tyrant to tlie weak, 

Oil whom Ills vengeance he w’'ouhl wreak : 
For scorn, whose arrow^s search the lieart. 
From many a stranger's eye would dart. 

And on his memory cling, and follow 
His soul to its home so cold and hollow. 

He was a tyrant to the weak. 

Anil we were such, alas the day ! 

Oft, wlicn my little ones at play. 

Were in youth’s natural lightness gay, 

Or if they listened to some tale 
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Of travellers, or of fairy land, — 

When the light from the wood-fire’s dying brand 
Flaslied on their faces, — if they heard 
Or thongl^t they heard uiam tlie stair 
Ifis footstep, the suspended word 
Died on my lips : avo all grew pale ; 

The babe at luy bosom Avas Imshed with ft^ar 
If it tliouglit it heard its father near; 

And iny tAvo Avild l)oys would near my kneti 
Cling, cowed and eoAvering fearfully, 
ril tell the truth : 1 loved another. 

His name in my ear was eA-er lingiiig. 

His form to my hrnin Ava.s ever clingmg; 

Yet if some stranger ])reatlied that name. 

My lijis turned white, and my heart heat fast : 
My nights were once luuinted by dreams of flaiir^, 
M^?^ <lays were dim in tlie slia<low east, 

J5y tlie meiiKiry of the same ! 

Day and night, day and night. 

He Avas niy breath and life and light, 
lAir tlirco sliort years, Avhieh soon were past. 

On the fourth, my gentle mother 
Led Jiio to the shrine, to ho 
His sworn bride eternally. 

And nowAve stood on the altar stair, 

When my father eame from a di.stant land, 

And with a lond ajid fearful cry, 

Hushed between n.s sudilenly. 

I saAV tlio stream of his thin grey hair, 

1 saw his loan and lifted iiand, 

And heard Ins words, .and live ! O Ood ! 
WJioreforc do 1 livci ** Hold, hold !” 

Ho cried, — “ 1 tell thee ’tis her brother ! 

Thy mother, bo}’, beneath the sod 

Of yon clmreli yard rest.s in her shroud so cold. 

I am now Aveak, and pale, and old : 

Wo Avere once ilear to one another, 

I .and that corpse ! Thou art our child ! ” 

Then Avith a Jaugli both long ami wild 
Tlic youth upon the pavement fell : 

They found him dead ! All looked on me, 

The spasms of my despair to see ; , 

Hut I was calm. I Avent aAvay ; 

I Avas clammy-cold like clay ! 

I did not Aveep — 1 did not sjicak ; 

But day by day, Aveek after week, 

I walked about like a corpse alive ! 

Alas ! sweet friend, you must believe 
This lif{u*t is stone — it did not break. 
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My father lived a little wliile. 

But all mi^ht see that he was dying. 

He smiled with such a woeful smile ! 

When he was in the church-yiinl lying 
Among tlio worms, we grew quite poor, 

So that no one would give us bread ; 

My mother looked at me, and said 
Faint words of cheer, which only meant 
That she could die and be content ; 

So I went forth from the same church door 
To another husband’s bcid. 

And this was he who died at last. 

When weeks and months and years had past. 
Through which I firmly <lid fulfil 
My duties, a devoted wife. 

With the stern step of vanquish’d will, 
Walking beneath the night of life. 

Whose hours extinguished, like slow rain 
falling for ever, pain by pain, 

The veiy hope of death’s clear rest ; 

Which, since the heart within my breast 
Of natural life wiis dispossost, 

Its strange sustaiuor there had been. 

When flowers w'ere dead, and grass was green 
Upon my mother’s grave, — that mother 
Whom to outlive, and cheer, and make 
My wjin eyes glitter for* her sake. 

Was my vowed trvsk, the single care 
AV’^hich once gave life to my despair, — 

When she was a thing that did not stir, 

And the crawling worms were cradling her 
To a sleep more deep and so more sweet 
Than a baby’s rocked on its mii’se’s knee, 

I lived ; a living pulse then beat 
Beneath my heart that awakened me. 

What was this pulse so warm and fi*ce ? 

Alas ! I knew it could not bo 
My own diill bloo<l : Twas like a thought 
Of liquid love, that spreail and wrought 
Under my bosom and in my brain, 

And crept, with the blood through cvexy vein ; 
And hour by houi*, day after tlay, 

The wonder could not ehariii away. 

But laid in sleep my wakeful pain. 

Until I knew it v»*:is a child. 

And then 1 wept. Fur long, long years 
Those fi’ozeii eyes had shed no tears : 

But now — ’twas the season fair and mild 
When April has wept itself to May : 
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I sato through the aweet suiuiy tlay 
3iy my window bowored rounci with leaves. 
And down my cheeks the quick tears ran 
Like twinkling r«ain-drops from the eaves. 
When warm spring Khowers are passing u’cr 

0 Helen, none can ever toll 

The joy it was to weep once more ! 

1 wept to think how hard it were 
To kill my babe, and bike from it 
The sense of light, and the warm air. 

And iny own fond and tender care. 

And love and smiles ; ere 1 know yet 
That these for it miglit, as for me. 

Be the masks of a grinning mockery. 

And haply, I w'oiild dream, ’tw'oro sweet 
To feed it from my faded breast. 

Or mark my own heart’s rostloRS beat 
Hock it to its untronbied rest; 

And watch the growing soul beneath 
Dawn in faint smiles ; ami liear its breath. 
Half intciTuptcd by calm siglis; 

And search the depth of its fair eytss 
For long deimrted niernoi ies ! 

And so I lived till that sweet load 
Was lightened. Darkly forwanl Howed,. 

The strciam of years, ami on it bore 
'i'wo shapes of gladness to my siglit; 

Two other babe'S, delightful juoro 
In my lost soul’s ahandoned night. 

Than their own country -hips may bo 
Sailing bnviirds wrecked mariners, 

AVHio cling to the rock of a wintry sea. 

For eacii, as it came, brought soothing tears, 
And a loosening warmth, as each one lay 
Sucking the sullen milk away, 

About my froycn heart did play. 

And weaned it, oh how painfully ! — 

As they themselves were weaned each one 
From tliat sweet food,— even from the thirst 
Of death, and nothingness, and rest, 

Strange inmate of a living hroiist ! 

Whicli all that I had undergone 
Of grief and shame, since she, who first 
The gates of tliat dark refuge closed. 

Came to my sight, and almost burst 
The seal of that Tjctheau spring ; 

But these fair shadows interposed; 

For all delights are shadows now ! 

And from my brain to my dull brow 
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The heavy tears gather and flow : 

I cannot speak — Oh let me weep ! 

The tears which fell from her wan eyes 
(Jliinmercd among the moonlight <lew ! 

Her deep hard sobs and heavy siglis 
Their echoes iti the darkness thi*ew. 

AVhen she grew calm, she thus dul keep 
The tenor of her tale : -- 

He died, 

I know Tiot how. He was not old, 

If age he numbered by its years ; 
lint ho was bow(ul and bent with fears, 

]*ale witli tlie (jiienchless thirst of gold. 
Which, like fierce fever, left him weak ; 

Ami his strait lip and bloat c<l cheek 
Were w.arped in spasms by hollow sneers ; 
And selfish cares with barren plough. 

Not age, had lined his narrow bi'ow, 

And foul and cruel thoughts, which feed 
l^]>on the withering life within, 

Tiikc vipers on some ]misonous weed. 
AVlicther his ill were death or sin 
None know, until he died indeed. 

And then meTi owned they were the same. 

Seven days within my chamber lay 
That corse, and my babes made holiday : 

At last, I told thorn what is death: 

The eldest with a kind of shame, 

(’^aiiio to my knees with silent breath, 

And sate awe-sti’icken at my feet ; 

And soon the others loft their play, 

And sate there too. It is nimicet 
I’o shed on the brief llower of yontli 
The withering knowledge of the grave ; 
From me remorse then wrung tliat truth. 

I could not bear the joy which gave 
Too just a response to mine own. 

In vain. I dai'od not feign a groan; 

And in their artless looks I .saw, 

Jletween the mists, of fear and awe. 

That my own thought was theirs ; and they 
Expressed it not in words, but said, 

Each in its heart, how every day 
Will pass in happy work and play, 

Now he is dead and gone away! 

After the funeral all our kin 
Assembled, and the will was read. 



ROSAT.IND AND IIKLEX. 


GOT 


My friend, I tell thee, even the <lcad 
Have strengtli, their putrid shrouds within. 
To blast and torture. Tliose who live 
Still fear the living, but a etu-se 
Is merciless, and power doth give 
To such pale tyrants lialf the spoil 
Ho rends fi'oni those who groan and toil, 
lloeause they blush not wdth remorse 
Among their crawling worms, llchohl, 

I have no child ! my tale grows old 
With grief, and stai^gers ; let it reach 
The limits <»f my feeble speech. 

And laugui<lly at length recline 

Uji the brink of its own grave and mine. 

Thou knowest what a thing is Poverty 
Among the falli.m on evil days: 

’Tis Crime, ainl Fear, and Inramy, 

And houseless Want in IVo/.en ways 
AVaiidering ungarmcute<l, and l^lin, 

And, worse than all, that inward slain, 

Foul 8elf-(a)nteiu|)t, which «lrowns in sneers 
A’^outh’s star-liglit smile, and makes its tears 
First like Iiot gall, then dry for c\ or ! 

AjhI well thou know st a niot1n*r never 
<k»uhl doom her chil.ireii to this ill, 

And well lie kii<*Nv tlie same. The will 
Imported, that if e’er again 
I sought uiy children to behold. 

Or ill my birth']daci‘ tli<l rtanaiii 
lioyoiid three days, wIukmi horn's were told, 
'fhey should inlunil nought : aiul he. 

To whom next came their patrimony, 

A sallow lawyer, cru(*l ainl cold. 

Aye watched me, as the will was reail, 

AVith eyes askance, which sought to see 
The secrets of uiy agony; 

And with close lips and anxious brow 
Stood canvassing still to and fro 
Tlie chance of my resolve, and Jill 
The dead man’s caution just did call ; 

For in that killing lie ’twas said -- 
“ She is adulterous, and doth hold 
111 secret that the Christian creed 
la false, and therefore is much need 
That I should liave a care to save 
My children from eternal tire.” 

Friend, he was sheltcretl by the grave, 

And tliercfoi e dared to be a Jiar! 

In truth, the Indian ou the pyre 
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Of her dead husband, half-consumed. 

As well might there be false, as I 
To those abhorre<l embi“ciccs doomed. 

Far worse than fire’s brief agony. 

As to the Christian creed, if true 
Or false, I never qiiestione<l it : 

I took it as the vulgar do : 

Nor my vext soul had leisure yet 
To doubt the things men say, or deem 
That they are other than they seem. 

All present who those crimes di<l hear. 

In feigned or actual scorn and fear, 

Men, women, chihlren, slunk away, 
Whispering with self-contented pritle. 

Which half suspects its own base lie. 

I spoke to none, nor di<l abide, 

Ilut silently 1 went my way. 

Nor noticed I where joyously 
Sate my two 3mnngc‘r babes at pla\% 

In the coui't-j’ard tliroiigli whicfi T past ; 

But wont with footsteps firm and fast 
Till I came to the brink of tlie ocean green. 
And there, a woman with grey hairs, 

AVho had iny mother’s servant been, 

Kneeling, with man 3^ tears and ]>ra3’ers, 

Made mo accept a purse of gold. 

Half of the earnings slie had kept 
To refuge her when Aveak and old. 

AVith woe, which never sleeps or slept, 

1 'wander now. ’I’is a vain thought — 

But on 3’'on alp, whose snowy head 
’Mid the azure air is islamled 
(We see it o’er the flood of cloud, 

Which sunrise from its eastern caves 
Ilrives, wrinkling into gohleii waves, 

Hung with its precipices i>rinid. 

From tint grc3’ st.t>ne where first wo met), 
There, now who knows tlu* <lcad feel nought? 
Should be iny grave ; for be wlio 3'et 
Is m3'^ sours soul, once said : 'Twere sweet 
’Mid stsirs aud lightnings to abide, 

And -winds and lulling snows, tint beat 
With their soft flakes the mountain wide, 
When weary meteor lamps i*epose, 

And languid storms their pinions close : 

And all things strong and bright and pure. 
And ever during, a3’e einlnre : 

Who knows, if one were buried there. 
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But these things might our spirits make. 

Amid the all-surrounding air. 

Their own eternity partake 1 ’* 

Tlien ’twas a wdld and playful saying 
At which I laughed or seemed to laugh : 

They %vcro his words : now heed my praying. 

And let them be my epitaph. 

Thy memory for a term may he 
My monument. Wilt remember mo ? 

I know thou \vilt, and can’st forgive 
Whilst in this erring world to live 
My soul disdained not, that I thought 
Its lying forms were wortliy aught. 

And much less thee. 

IfKi.Ky. 

() speak not so, 

But come to me and pour tiiy woe 
Into this heart, full though it be. 

Aye overflowing with its own : 

I thought that grief had severed mo 
From all beside who weep and groan; 

Its likeness upon earth to ho. 

Its express image ; hnt thou art 

More wretched. Sweet ! we wdll not part 

Henceforth, if death ho not di\i:siou; 

If so, the dead fool no contrition. 

But wilt thou hoar, since last we parted 
All that has left uio broken hearted ? 

KosAUxr*. 

Yes, speak. The faintest stars are scarcely shorn 
Of their thin beams, by tliat delusive morn 
Wliich sinks again in darkness, like the light 
Of early love, soon lost in total night. 

JtCLKX. 

Alas ! Italian winds are mild. 

But my bosom is c<dd — wintry cold — 

When the warm air weaves, aimmg the fresh leaves. 
Soft music, niy })oor bmin is wild. 

And I am weak like a nursling child. 

Though my soul with grief is grey and old. 

Weep not at thine own words, tho* they must make 
Mo weep. What is tliy talel 

11K1.KN. 

I fear ’twill shako 

Thy gentle heart with tears. Tliou well 
Reraemberest when we met no more, 

And, though I dwelt witii Lionel, 

That friendless caution pierced me sore 
With grief — a wound my spii'it bore 
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Indignantly; but when ho died, 

With him lay dead both hope and pride, 

Alas ! all liope is buried now. 

But then men dreamed tluj aged earth 
Was labouring in that mighty birfcli, 

Wliicli jiiany a f>oet and a sago 
Has aye foi’cseeii -tlie ]iap])y ago 
When lr\ith and love shall dwell below 
Among the works and ways of men; 

AVhich on this Avtn-ld not power but will 
Even now is wanting to fuUil. 

Among mankind wliat Iheneo befel 
Of strife, how vain, is known too woll ; 

When Liberty's dear pican fell 
*Mid murderous howls. To Lionel, 

Though of great woaltli and lineage high. 

Yet through tliose <hiijgtH)u walls there came 
Thy thrilling light, O Liberty ! 

And as the meteoj*’s midnight flame 
^Startles the dreamer, smi-light truth 
Elaslied oil his visionary youth. 

And filled him, not with love, but faith. 

And hope, and eourage ninte in death ; 

For love and life in him were twins, 

Born at one birth : in every otlier 
First life, then love its course hogins, 

Though tho}^ be children of one mother ; 

And so through this dark world they fleet 
Divided, till in death they meet : 

But ho loved all things ever. Tlien 
He passed amid the strife of men. 

And stood at the throne of armed power 
Blcading for a worhl of woe : 

Secure as one on a roek-built tower 

O’er the wrecks which the surge trails to and fro, 

’Mid the passions wild of human kind 

He stood, like a s]nrit calming them; ' 

For, it was said, liis words could hind 

Like music the lulleil crowd, and stem 

That torrent of un^piiot dream 

Which mortals truth and reason deem. 

But is revenge and fear, an<l pride. 

Joyous he was ; and hope and peace 
On all who heard him did abide, 

Kaining like dew from his sweet talk, 

As where the evening star may walk 
Along the brink of the gloomy seas. 

Liquid mists of splendour quiver. 
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Ills very gestures touched to tears 
The unperauacled tyrant, never 
So moved before : his presence stung 
The torturers with their victims* pain. 

And iioiio knew how ; and through their cai’s. 
The subtle witchcraft of his tongue 
Unlocked the hearts of those who keep 
Gold, the world’s bond of slavery. 

Men wondtired and some sneered to see 
One sow what ho could never reap : 

For he is rich, they said, .and young. 

And might drink from the depths of luxury. 
If he seeks faiiic. fame never crowned 
The champion of a trampled creed : 

If he seeks power, power is enthroned 
*Mid ancient rights and wrongs, to feed 
\Vliich hungry wolves with praise and spoil. 
Those who would sit near power must toil ; 
And such, there sitting, all may see. 

What seeks ho ? All that others sciik 
Ho casts aw.ay, like a vile weed 
WiiicU the sea casts uiiretum'mgly. 

That poor and hungry men slunild break 
The laws which wreiik them toil and scorn, 

We nndoi’stanrl ; but Lionel 
We know is rich and nobly born. 

So wondered tlujy ; yet all men loved 
Young Lionel, though few .ap]»roveil ; 

All but the priests, whose hatred fell 
Like the unseen blight of a smiling d.ay, 

The withering lioncy-dew, which clings 
Under the bright green buds of May, 

Whilst they unfold their ememld wings : 

For ho in.'ide verses wild and queer 

Oil the strange erceds priests hold so dear, 

Because they bring them laud ami gold. 

Of devils and saints, and all such gear, 

He made tales whicdi whoso heard or read 
Would laugh till he were almost <lead. 

So this grew a proverb : “Don’t got old 
Till Lionel’s ‘ banquet in hell * you hoar. 

And then you will laugh yourself young again. 
So the priests hated him, ami lie 
Repaid their h.atc with cheerful glee. 

Ah ! smiles and joyance quickly died. 

For public liopc grew jiale and dim 
In an altered time and tide. 

And in its w.asting withered him. 

As a summer flower that blows too soon 
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Droops in the smile of the waning’ moon. 

When it scatters through an April night 
The frozen dews of wrinkling blight. 

None now liope<l more. Ciroy l*owor wtw seated 
Safely on her ancestral throne ; 

And Faith, the Python, undefeated 
Even to its blood-stained steps dragged on 
Her foul ami wounded tmin ; and men 
Were trampled and deceived agiuu, 

And words and shows again could bind 
The wailing tribes of humankind 
In scorn ami famine. Fire and blood 
Kaged round the niging multitude. 

To fields remote by tyrants sent 
To be the scorned instinimont, 

With which they drag from mines of gore 
The chaiii.s their slaves yet ever wore; 

And in the streets men met each other. 

And by old altars and in hidls. 

And smiled jigain at festivals. 

But each man found in bis heart’s biv)thcr 
Cold cheer; for all, thougli half deceived. 

The outworn creeds again believed. 

And the same round anew began, 

Which the weary world yet ever ran. 

Many then wept, not toans, but gall. 

Within their hearts, like drops which fall 
Wasting the fountain-stone awiiy. 

And in that dark and evil day 

Did all desires ami thoughts, that claim 

Men’s care — ambition, friendship, fame, 

Ijove, hope, though hope was now despair — 
Indue the colours of this change. 

As from the all-surrounding air 

The earth takes hues obscure and strange. 

When storm and earthquake linger tliere. 

And so, my friend, it then befel 
To many, most to Lionel, 

Whose hope wiis like the life of youth 
Within him, and when dead, became 
A spirit of unresting llaiue. 

Which goaded him in his distress 
Over the world’s vast wilderness. 

Three years he left his native land. 

And on the fourth, when he returned. 

None knew him ; he was stricken deep 
With some disease of mind, and iui'ned 
Into aught unlike Lionel. 
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On him — on whom, did he pause in sloop, 

Serenest smiles were wont to keep, 

And, did he wake, a winged band 
Of bright persuasions, which had fed 
On his sweet lips and liquid eyes. 

Kept their swift pinions half outspread. 

To do on men liis least command — 

On hi 111 , whom once *twa8 paradise 
Kveu to beliold, now misery lay : 

In his own heart ’twas merciless. 

To all things else none may express 
Its innocence and tenderness. 

*Twas said that he had refuge sought 
111 love from his unquiet thought 
In distant lands, ami been deceived 
By some strange show ; for there were found, 

Blotted with tears, as those relieved 
By their own words are wont to do. 

These mournful verses on the ground, 

By all who read tliem blotted too. 

** How am T changed 1 my hopes were once like fire : 
I loved, and I believed that life was love. 

How am I lost ! on wings of swift desire 
Among Heaven’s winds my spirit once did move. 

J slept, and silver dreams did aye inspire 
My liquid sleep. T woke, and did approve 
All nature to my heart, and thought to make 
A paradise of earth for one sweet sake. 

1 love, but f believe in love no more : 

I feel desire, but hope not. O, from sleep 
Must vainly must my weaiy brain implore 
Its long-lost flattery now. I wake to weep, 

And sit through the long day gnawing the core 
Of iny bitter heart, and, like a miser, keep. 

Since none in what 1 feel take pain or pleasure. 

To my own soul its self-consuming treasure.” 

Ho dwelt beside me near the aca ; 

Aud oft in evening did wo meet, 

When the waves, beneath the star-light, flee 
O’er the yellow sands with silver feet, 

And talked. Our talk was sad and sweet. 

Till slowly from his mien there passed 
The desolation which it spoke ; 

And smiles, — as when the lightning’s blast 
Has parched some heaven-delighting oak. 

The next spring shows leaves pale and rare, 

But like flowers delicate and fair, 

On its rent boughs — again arrayed 
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His countenance in tender light : 

His words grow subtle fire, which made 
The air his hearers brcatlied delight : 

His motions, like the winds, were free. 
Which bend the hrigVit grass gracefully. 

Then fade away in circlets faint : 

And winged Hojjo, on which upborne 
His soul seemed hovering in his eyes. 

Like some bright spirit newly -born 
Floating amid the sunny skies, 

Sprang fin-th from his rent heart anew. 

Yet o’er liis talk, and looks, and iriien. 
Tempering their loveliness too keen, 

Fast woe its shadow backward threw. 

Till like an exhalation, spread 
From fhiwors half drniik with evening dew. 
They <Ii<I ]>ecome infcctioiiK : sweet 
And subtle mists of sense and thought 
Which wrapt us soon, when we might meet. 
Almost from our own looks, and aught 
The wide w'orld holds. And so, his mind 
AVas healed, while mine grew sick with fear . 
For ever now his health declined, 

Like some frail bark which cannot bear 
•J^he impidsc of an altered win<l, 

Though prosperous ; and iny heart grew full 
’Mid its new joy of a new care : 

For bis cheek became, not pale, but fair. 

As rose-o’ersbadowed lilies are. ; 

And soon bis deep ami sunny hair, 

III this alone loss beautiful, 

Like grass in tombs grew wild and rare. 

The blood in his translucent veins 
Heat, not like animal life, but love 
Seemed now its sullen springs to move, 
AVhen life had failed, and sill its pains ; 

And sudden sleep would seize him oft 
Like death, so calm, hut that a tear. 

His pointed eye-laslies betw'een. 

Would gather iii the light serene 
Of smiles, whose lustre bright and soft 
Beneath lay umliilating there. 

His breath was like inconstant flame. 

As eagerly it went aii<l came ; 

And I hung o’er him in his sleep. 

Till, like an image in the lake 

Which rains disturb, my tears w’ould break 

The shadow of that .slumber deep ; 

Then he w'ould bid me not to w'eep, 

And say, with flattery false, yet sweet, 
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That death and he could never meet. 

If I would never part with him. 

And so we loved, and did unite 
All that ill us w’as yet divided : 

For when he said, tliat many a rite. 

By men to hind but once provided. 

Could not be sliared by him and ino, 

Or tlicy Avoiild kill him in their glee. 

I shuddered, and then laughing said. 

We will have rites our faith to bind. 

But our ehureli shall be the starry night. 

Our altar the grassy oai*th outspread. 

And our priest the muttering wind.” 

*Twas sunset as I spoke : one star 
Had scarce burst forth, when from afar 
The ministers <jf misrule sent. 

Seized upon Lionel, anrl boro 
.His chained limbs to a dreaiy tower, 
in the midst of a city vast and wide. 

For he, they said, from his mind had bent 
Against their gods keen blasphemy, 

For which, though bis soul must roasted be 
Tn hell’s red lakes immortally, 

Vet oven on earth must he abide 
The vengeance of their slaves — a trial, 

I think, men call it. Wliat avail 

Arc prayers and tears, which chase denial 

From the fierce savng**, nurscai in hate ? 

What the knit soul that [doading and pale 
Makes wan the cpiivoriiig <dioek, which late 
It painted with its own delight ? 

We were divided. As I could, 

I stilled the tingling of my blood. 

And followed liim in tlieir <lcspite. 

As a widow follows, pale and wild, 

The murderers and coi*se of her only child : 
And when we came to the prison door. 

And I praj^cd to share liis dungeon floor 
With prayers wliich rarely Ii.ave been S2)nrnc(h 
And when men drove me forth and I 
Stared with blank frenzy on the sky, 

A farewell look of love he turned. 
Half-calming me ; then gazed awhile, 

As if through that black and massy pile, 

And through the crowd around him there, 
And through the dense and murky air. 

And t he thronged streets, he did espy 
What poets knew and prophesy ; 

And said, with voice that made them sliivei*, 
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And clung like music in my brain. 

And which the mute walls spoke again 
Prolonging it with deepened stniin — 

Fear not the tyrants shall rule for ever. 

Or the priests of tlie bloody faith ; 

They stand <311 the brink of that mighty river. 
Whose waves they have tainted with <leath : 

It is fed from the depths (>f a thousand dells. 
Around them it foams, and rages, and swells. 

And their swords and their sceptres I floating see, 
Liko wrecks, in the surge of eternity.” 

I dwelt beside the j)rison gate. 

And the strange crowd that out and in 
J*assed, some, no doubt, with mine own fate. 
Might liave fretted me w'itli its coa'solcss din, 

Jhit the fev'cr of care was louder within. 

Soon, but too late, in penitence 
Or fear, his foes released him thence ; 

I saw his thin and languid form, 

As leaning on the jailer's arm. 

Whose ]iar<loned eyes grew moist the while, 

To meet his mute and faded smile. 

And hear his words of kind farewell, 

He tottered forth from his damp cell. 

Many had never wept before, 

From whom fast tears then gushed and fell : 

Many will relent no more. 

Who sobbed like infants tben; aye, all 
Who thronged the prison’s stony hall. 

The rulers or the slaves of law 
Felt with a new surprise and awe 
That they were human, till strong shame 
Made them again become the saine. 

The prison blood-hounds, huge and grim. 

From human looks the infection caught. 

And fondly crouched ami fawned on him; 

And men liave heard the prisoners say. 

Who in their rotting dungeons lay, 

That from that hour, throughout one day. 

The fierce despair and hate, which kept 
Their trainiflcd bosoms, almost slept : 

When, like twin vultures, they hung feeding 
On each heart’s wound, wide torn and bleeding, 
Because their jailer’s rule, they thought. 

Grew merciful, liko a parent’s sway. 

I know not how, but we wore free : 

And Lionel sate alone with me, 

As the carnage drove through the streets apace ; 
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Aud we looked upon each other’s face ; 

And the blooil in our fingers intertwined 
Jiati like the thoughts of a single mind, 

As the swift emotions went and canic 
Through the veins of each united fnuiio. 

So through the long long streets we past 
Of tlie million-peopled city vast ; 

Which i.s that <lesert, where eacli one 
Seeks his mate j’et is alone. 

Beloved and sought and mouriic*! of none ; 
Until the clesir blue sky was seen. 

And the grassy meadows bright and green, 
And tbeii T sunk in bis embrace. 

Enclosing there a mighty' space 
Of love : and so Ave travclleil on 
By woods, and fields of yellow flowers. 

And towns, and villages, and towers, 
l)a3’ after clay of happy hours. 

It was the azure time of June, 

AVhen the skies are deep in the stainless noon. 

And the warm and fitful breezes shako 

The fresh green leaves of th (4 hedge-row brier ; 

And there were odours tlieii to make 

The very breath wo did respire 

A lifjuid element, witereon 

Our K[drits, like delighted things 

That walk thc^ air on subtle wings. 

Floated and mingled far awa^", 

'Mid tluj warm winds of the suniiy^ <lay. 

And whem thcj evening sbu* caiuct foith 
Above the cui've of the new bent moon, 

And light and sound ebbed from tJ»o eartli, 
J.ike the tide of thcj full aud weaiy sea 
To the depths of its own traucpiillity. 

Our natures to its own rej^osc 

Did the earth’s breathless sleep attune : 

Like flowers, wdiich on each otlier close 
Their languid leaves when da^dight’s gone, 

We la3% till new emotions came, 

Wliich seemed to make each mortal frame 
One soul of interwoven flame, 

A life in life, a second birth, 

Jn worlds diviner far than earth, 

Whieli, like two strains of harmony' 

That mingle in the silent sky. 

Then slowly disunite, past by 
And left the tenderness of tears, 

A S'''ft oblivion of all fears, 

A sweet sleep : so we travelled on 
d’ill we came to tlie homo of IJoncl, 
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Among the mountains wild and lone, 

Beside the hoary western sea. 

Which near the verge of the echoing shore 
The massy forest shadowed o’er. 

The ancient steward, with hair all hoar. 

As wo idighted, wept to sec, 

Ilis master changed so fearfully ; 

And the old rmn’s sobs did waken me 
From my dream of unremaining gladness; 

The truth flasliod o’er me like <[iiick madness 
When I looked, and saw that there w.*is death 
On Lionel : y<it day by day 
He lived, till fear gi*ew hope and faith. 

And in my soul T dared to say, 

Nothing so bright can pass away : 

Heath is dark, and foul, and tlull. 

But he is — O how beautiful ! 

Yet day by day he grew more weak, 

And his sweet voice, when lie miglit speak, 

Whicli ne’er was loud, became more low; 

And the light wliich Hashed through liis waxen cheek 
Grew faint, as the I'ose-liko hues wliieh flow 
From sunset o’er the alpine snow : 

And death seemed not like deatli in him, 

For the spirit of life o’er every limb 
Lingered, a mist of sense and thought. 

When the summer wind faint odours brought 
From mountain floAvers, even as it passed. 

His cheek would change, tis the jjoon-djiy sea 
Which the dying breeze sweeps fitfully. 

If but a cloud the sky o’ercast. 

You might sec his colour come and go. 

And the softest strain of music made 
Sweet smiles, yet sad, arise and fade 
Amid the dew of liis tender eyes : 

And the breath, with intermitting How, 

Made Ids pale lijis ipiiver and ])arb. 

You might hear the beatings of his Jieart, 

Quick, but not .strong; aud with my tvessi« 

When oft he playfully would biiul 
In the bowers of mossy lonelinesses 
His neck, and win me so tt> mingle 
In the BAveot deptli of woven esresses. 

And our faint limbs Avero intertwined, 

Alas I the uncpiiet life did tingle 

From mine oavu heart througli every vein. 

Like a captive in dn aiiis of liberty, 

Who beats the AA’all.s of his stony cell. 

But his, it seemed already free. 
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Like the sha<low of (ire suri*ounding me ] 

On my faint eyes and limbs did dwell 
That as it i>asscd, till soon. 

As a frail cloud wandcuing o'er the moon, 
Beneath its light invisible, 

Is seen when it folds its grey wings agaiji 
To siliglit on midnight’s dusky plain, 

I lived and saw, ami the gathenng soul 
Psissed from beneath that strong control. 
And 1 fell on a life which was sick with fear 
Of all the w’oe that now I bear. 

Amid a blooinloss myrtle wood. 

On a green and soa-girt promontory, 

Not far from where wo dwelt, there stood 
In record of a sweet sad story. 

All altar and a temple bright 
(yircletl by steps, ami o’er the gate 
Was sculptured, “ To Fidelity 
And ill the slirine an imago sate. 

All veiled : but there was seen the light 
Of smiles, wliieli faintly could express 
A mingled ]>ain and tenderness. 

Through that ethereal drapery. 

Tlie loft hand held tlic head, the right — 
Jleyond the veil, beneath the skin, 

V\ni might see the i»erv<-s f|nivering within 
Was forcing the point of a barbed dart 
Into its side-convulsing heart. 

An nnskilled hand, y<*t one informed 
With genius, had the marble warmed 
With that pathetic IM'e. This tale 
It told : A dog liad from tlie sea, 

WJicu the tide was raging fearfully, 

Dragged Lioners mother, weak and pale. 
Thou died bcsiile her t»n the sand. 

Ami eho that temple tlieuee had planned ; 
But it was Lionel’s own hand 
Had wrought the image. Vm\g\\ new moon 
That huly did, in tins lone fane. 

The rites of a religion sweet. 

Whose god wfis in her heart and biain : 

The seasons' loveliest flowoivs Avero sti ewii 
On the marble floor beneath her feet, 

And she brought croAviis of sea-buds Avhitc, 
Whose odour is so sweet and faint. 

And Aveeds, like branebing chrysolite, 
AVoven in devices fine and quaint. 

And tears from her brown cyan did stain 
The altar : need but look upon 
That dying statue, fair and Avan, 
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If tears should cease, to weep again : 

And rare Arabian odours came. 

Through the myrfcle copses, steaming thence 
From tlie hissing frankincense, 

Whose smoke, wool-white as ocean foam. 

Hung in dense flocks beneath the dome, 

That ivory dome, wlioae azure night 
With golden stars, like heaven, was bright 
O’er the split cedars’ jiointed flame ; 

And tlic lady’s harp would kindle there 
The melody of an old air. 

Softer than sl<*ep ; the villagers 
Mixt their religion up wdth liers, 

And as they listened round, shed tears. 

One eve he led me to this fane : 

Daylight on its last i>urple cloud 
Was lingering grey, and soon her strain 
The nightingale began; now loud, 

ClirnbiTig in circles the windless sky. 

Now dying mnsic; suddenly 
’Tis scattered in a thousand notes, 

And no-w to the hushed ear it floats 
Like fleld-smells known in infancy, 

Then failing, soothes the air again. 

We sate within that temple lone, 

Pavilioned round with Parian stone : 

His mother’s harp stood near, and oft 
I had awakened music soft 
Amid its wires: the nightingale 
Was pausing in her heaven-taught tale : 

“Now drain the cup,” said Lionel, 

“ Which the poet-bird has crowned so well 
With the wine of lier bright and licpiid song ! 
Hcardst thou not sweet words among 
That heaven-resounding minstrelsy ! 

Hcardst thou not, that those who die 

Awake in a world of ccstiisy 1 

That love, wlicii limbs are interwoven, 

And sleep when the night of life is cloven, 

And thouglit, to the world’s dim boundaries clinging, 
And 7 nusic, whe7i one beloved is singing, 

Is death? Let us drain right joyously 
The cup which the sweet l»ird fills for me.” 

He paused, and to my lips ho bent 
His own : like spirit his words went 
Through all my limbs with the speed of fire ; 

And his keen eyes, glittering through mine. 

Filled me with the flame divine. 
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Which in their orbs was burning far. 

Like the light of an unmeasured star, 

Jn the sky of midnight dark an<l deep : 

Yes, ’twaa his soul that did inspire 
Sounds, which my skill could ne’er awaken ; 

And first, I felt my fingers sweep 
The harp, and a long quivering cry 
Durst from my lips in symphony: 

The dusk and solid air was shaken, 

As swift and swifter the notes came 

From my touch, that wandered like quick flame, 

An<l from my bosom, labouring 

With some unuttcrablo thing : 

Tho «'iwful sound of my own voice made 
My faint lips tremble ; in some mood 
Of wordless thought Tfioiiel stood 
So pale, that even beside his cheek 
The snowy column from its shade 
Caught whiteness ; yet his countenance 
Ilaisctl upward, burned with radiance 
Of spirit-piercing joy, whose light, 

Jjiko the moon struggling through the night 
Of whirlwind-j'iftcd clouds, did break 
With beams that might not bo confined. 

I paused, but soon his gestures kindled 
-New power, as by tho moving wind 
The waves are lifted, and my sojig 
To low’ soft notes now changed and dwindled, 
And from the twinkling w:rcs among, 

My hiugui<l fingers drew and flung 
Circles of life-dissolving souinl. 

Yet faint : in aiiry rings they bound 
jMy Idoncl, wlio, as cvei’y strain 
Crow fainter but more sweet, his mien 
Sunk with the sound rolaxotlly; 

And slowly now ho turned to me. 

As slowly faded from his face 
That awful joy : with looks serene 
He W'as soon drawn to my einbrace, 

And my wild song then died away 
In murmurs : words, I dare not say, 

Wo mixed, and on his lips mine fed 
Till they methought felt still and cold : 

" What is it with thee, love ? ” I said ; 

No word, no look, no motion ! yes. 

There was a change, but spare to guess. 

Nor lot that moment’s hope be told. 

I looked, and knew that he was dead, 

And fell, as the eagle on the plain 
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Falls when life deserts her brain, 

And the mortal lightning is veiled again. 

O that 1 were now dead ! but sneh, 

Did they not, love, deinantl too nmch, 

Those dying iniirmnrs ^ He forbad. 

0 that 1 once again were mad ! 

And yet, dear Jlosalind, not so. 

For I would live to share thy woo. 

Sweet boy ! did T forget thee too 1 
Alas, we know not wliat we do 
When we speak words. 

No memory more 
Is in my mind of that sea-shore. 

Madness came on me, and a troop 
Of misty shapes did seem to sit 
Dcsidc me, on a vesseVs i>oop. 

And the clear north-wind was driving it. 

Then I hoard strange tongues, and saw strange flowers 
And the stars methought grew unlike ours, 

And the azure sky and the stonnless sea 
Made me believe that 1 had <lied. 

And waked in a world which 'was to mo 
Drear hell, though heaven to all beside. 

Then a dead slee}j fell on mj' mind, 

AVhilst animal life many long years 
Had rescued from a chasm of tears; 

And when I woke, I wept to find 
That the same lady, bright find wise, 

With silver locks and cjuick brown eyes. 

The mother of my Lionel, 

Had tended me in my distress, 

And died some months before. Nor less 
Wonder, but far more i>oace and joy, 

Drought iji that hour my lovely boy ; 

For through that trance my s«)ul had well 
The impress of thy being kept ; 

And if I waked, or if I slept. 

No doubt, though memory faithless bo, 

Thy image ever dwelt on me ; 

And tlius, O Lionel ! like thee 

Is our sweet child. ’Tis sure most strange 

1 knew not of so groat a ebaiigc. 

As that which gave him birth, who now 
Is all the solace of my woe. 

That Lionel great wcallli had left 
Dy will to me, and that of all 
The ready lies of law bereft, 

My child and mo might well befall. 

But let me think not of the scoi-ii. 
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AMiich from the meanest I have borne, 

AVheii, for niy cliild’s beloved sake, 

T mixed with slaves, to vindicate 
Tim very laws tlicnisclvcs di> make : 
liCt me not say scorn is my fate, 
liCst I be proud, sulforing the same 
"Witli those who live in deathless fame. 

She ceased. — “ Lo, Avherc red morning thro’ the wooils 
Is burning o'er the dew ! ” said Rosalind. 

And with tlicse words they rose, and towards the flood 
Of tlic blue lake, beneath tlie leave.s now wind 
Witli C(|ual .steps and fingei-s iiitei-twiucd : 

Thcncc to a lonely dwelling, where the shore 
Is shadowed with rocks, and cypresses 
Cleave witli their dark green cones the silent skies, 
And W'itli their shadows tlic clear <lepths ]>elow. 

And where a little terrace from its bowers, 

Of blooming myrtle and faint lemon-flowers, 

»S(;atters its sense-dissolving fragrance o’er 
Tlie lh]ui<l lujirble of the wiinlless lake ; 

And where tlm aged forest’s limhs look hoar, 

TJnder the leaves wbich their green garments make, 
They come ; ’tis Helen’s home, an<l clean and white, 
T/ike one whicli tyrants spare onr own land 
til some such solitude, its casements bright 
Slioue through their vine-leaves in the moiiiing sun, 
And oven within ’tsvas scarce like Italy. 

And wJien sjie saw how all things there were planned, 
As ill an Knglisli home, tlini memory 
Oislurheil poor Rosalind : she stooil as one 
Whose mind is where his body cannot he, 

Till Helen led her wliere her child yet slept. 

And said, ‘‘ Observe, that brow Avas Lionels, 

Those lips were his, and so he over kept 
One arm in sleep, ])illowing his head with it. 

You cannot see his eyes, they are two wells 
Of lujuid love : let ns not wake him yet.” 

Hut Rosalind could bear no more, and we^it 
A shower of burning tears, which fell upon 
His face, and so his opening lashes shone 
With tears unlike his own, as he did leap 
Tn sudtlen wonder from liis innocent sleep. 

So Rosalind and Helen lived together 
Thenceforth, changed in all else, yet friends again, 
Such as they wore, when o’er tlio mountain heather 
They wandered in their youth, through suu aud rain. 
And after many years, for human things 
Change even like the ocean and the wiud, 
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Her daughter was restored to Rosalind, 

And in their circle thence some visitiugs 
Of joy 'mid their new calm would intervene : 

A lovely child she was, of looks serene, 

And motions which o’er things indifferent shed 
The grace and gentleness from whence they came. 
And Helen’s hoy grew with her, and they fed 
From the same flowers of thought, until each mind 
Like springs which mingle in one flood became. 

And in their union soon their parents saw 
The shadow of the peace denied to them. 

And Rosalind, — for when the living stem 
Is cankered in its heart, the tree must fall, — 

Hied ere her time ; and with deep grief and awe 
The pale survivors followed her remains 
Beyond the region of dissolving rains. 

Up the cold mountain she wjis wont to call 
Her tomb ; and on Cliiavenna’s precipice 
They raised a pyramid of histing ice, 

Whoso polished sides, ere <lay had yot begun, 

Caught the first glow of the uuriseu sun. 

The last, when it had sunk ; and through the night 
The charioteers of Arctos wheeled round 
Its glittering point, as seen from Helen’s homo, 
Whose sad inhabitants each year would come, 

With willing steps climbing that rugged height. 

And hang long locks of hair, and garlands bound 
With amaranth flowers, which, in the clime’s despite, 
Filled the froro air with unaccustomed light : 

Such flowers, as in tho wintry memory bloom 
Of one friend left, adorned that frozen tomb. 

Helen, whose spirit was of softer mould. 

Whoso suft'erings too were less, death .slowlier led 
Into the peace of his doiniTiioii cold : 

She died among her kindred, being old ; 

And know, that if love die not in the dead 
As in tho living, none of mortal kind 
Are blest, as now Helen and Rosalind. 
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Many a green isle needs must be 
In the deep wide sea of misery. 

Or the mariner, worn and wan, 

Never tlius could voyage on 
Day and night, and niglit and day, 
Drifting on his dreary way. 

With the solid darkness black 
Closing round his vessel’s track ; 
Whilst above, the sunless sky. 

Big with clouds, hangs licavily. 

And behind the tempest fleet 
Hurries on witli lightning feet, 

Hiving sail, and cord, and plank, 

Till the ship has almost drank 
Death from the o er-brimmiug deep ; 
And sinks down, down, like that sleep 
Wlion the drcNimer seems to bo 
Weltering through eternity ; 

And the dim low line before 
Of a dark and distant shore 
Still recedes, as evci still 
Ijougiiig with divided will; 

But no power to seek or shun, 

He is ever drifted on 
O’er the unroposiug w'ave 
To the haven of the grave. 

What, if there no friends will greet ; 
What, if there no heart will meet 
His with love’s impatient beat ; 
Wander wheresoe’er he may. 

Can he dream before that day 
To find refuge from distress 
In friendship’s smile, in love’s caress ? 
Then ’twill wreak him little woe 
Whether such there bo or no : 
Senseless is the breast, and cold. 
Which relenting love would fold ; 
Bloodless are the veins and chill 
Which the pulse of pain did till : 
Every little living nerve 
That from bitter words did swerve 
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Round the tortured lips and brow. 

Are like sapless leaflets now 
Frozen u[)Oii J^eceiiibcr’s bough. 

On the beach of a northern sea 
Which tempests shake eternally, 

As once the wretch there lay to sleep, 
Lies a solitary heap. 

One white skull and seven dry bones, 
On the iiiargLii of the stones. 

Where a few grey rushes stand, 
Jiouudaries of the sea and land : 

Nor is heard one voice of wail 
Hut the sea-mews, a.s they sail 
O’er the billows of the gale ; 

Or the whirlwind up and down 
Howling like a slaughtered town, 

\Vhcn a king in glory rides 
Through the pomp of fratricides : 

Those uiiburicd bones around 
There is iiuuiy a inonrufiil souml; 

There is no lament for him, 

Like a sunless vapour, dim, 

Who once clothed with life and thought 
What now moves nor murmurs not. 

Ay, many flowering islands lie 
In the waters of wide Agony : 

To such a one this morn was led 
My bark, by soft winds piloted. 

’Mid the mountains Eugancan, 

I stood listening to the pican 

AVitb which the legioiied rooks did hail 

The sun’s uprise majestical; 

Gathering i-ound with wings all hoar, 
Through the dewy mist they soar 
Like grey sluides, till the eastern heaven 
Bursts, !iiid then, as clouds of even. 
Flecked with fire and azure, lie 
In the unrathomablc sky. 

So their plumes of pmxde grain, 

Starred with drops of golden rain. 
Gleam above tlie sunligiit woods, 

As in silent multitudes 
On the morning fitful gale 
Through the br<»kcn mist they sail; 

And the vapours cloven and gleaming 
Follow down the dark steep streaming, 
Till all is bright, and clear, and still, 
Round the solitary hill. 
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Jleiieatli is spread like a green sea 
•J'Jjc wavoless plain of Lombardy, 
Uoinided l)y the vaporous air, 

Islandetl b>' cities fair ; 

Uiiderueatli day's azure eyes, 

Ocean’s nursling, Venice lies, — 

A ])C3oplc<l lab3'rinth of walls, 
Aiupbitrite’s destined balls, 

Which her hoary sire now jmvea 
AVith his blue and beaming waves. 

IjO ! the s\m upsprings behind, 

Lroad, red, radiant, half-recliiicil 
On the level quivering line 
Of the waters cr3'.stalline ; 

An<l before that chasm of light, 

As within a furnace bright, 

Column, tower, ami dome, and spire. 
Shine like obelisks of fire, 
ruiuting with inconstant motion 
Fi-om the altar of <lark ocean 
To till) sapphire-tinted skies; 

As the Haines of sacrifice 
From the marbled shrines did rise 
As to ])ioroe the dome of gold 
AA^iore Apollo spoke of old. 

Sun-girt Citv ! thou hast been 
Ocean’s child, and then Ins queen ; 
Now is come a darker day, 

And tliou soon must ho his i>rc\’, 

If the power that raised thee here 
Hallow so 111}' wateiy bier. 

A less drear ruin then than now, 

AA'itli th^^ conquest branded brow' 
Stooping to the slave of shaves 
From thy throne among the w'aves, 
AVilt thou be, when the sca-mew 
Flics, as once before it flew. 

O’er thine isles depopulate. 

And all is in its ancient state, 

Save wliere many a palaec-gate 
With green sea-flowers overgrown 
Liko a rock of ocean’s own, 

Topples o’er the abandon’d sea 
As the tides change sullenly. 

The fisher on his watery way, 
AA^andering at the close of day, 

Will sprciitl his sail and seize his oar. 
Till lie pass the gloomy shore, 

Lest thy dead should, from their sleep 
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Bursting o’er the starlight deep. 

Lead a rapid masipie of death 
O’er tlio waters of his path. 

Those who alone thy towers behold 
(Quivering through aerial gold. 

As I now beliohi them here. 

Would imagine not they were 
Sepulchres, where human fonns. 

Like j)ollntiou-iioiirishM worms. 

To tJio coi'p.ise of greatness ding. 
Murdered and now mouldering : 

But if Kree<lom should awake 
In her omnipotence, and shake 
From the Celtic Anarch’s hold 
All the keys of tliingoous cold, 

Whcie a hniMlre4l cities lie 
Cluiined like thee, ingloriously. 

Thou and all thy sister band 
Might adorn this snnny land, 

Twining memories of old time 
M' ith new viriues more sublime ; 

If not, perish thou and they ; 

Clotids which stain truth’s rising day 
By lujv sun C(msurned away, 

>:;}irth can spare ye; while like flowem, 
In the waste of years and hours, 

From yt)ur dust new nations spring 
With HHU*e kindly blossoming. 

Perish ! let tliere oidy be 
Floating o’er thy hearthless sea, 

As the garment of thy sky 
(’lotlies the world immortally. 

One rciuembr.ince, more sublime 
Than the taltereil j^all of Time, 

Which scarce hides thy visage wan : 
Th.'it a tmii post-el eaving sw’^aii 
Of the songs of Albion, 

Driven from his ancestml streams. 

By the might of evil dreams, 

Found a nest in thee; and Ocean 
Wei Cornell him with such emotion 
That its joy grew his, and sprung 
From his lips like music flung 
O’er a mighty thuiider-fit, 

Chastening terror : what though yet 
Poesy’s unfailing river, 

Whicli through Albion winds for ever. 
Lashing with melodious wave 
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Many a sacred poet’s ^ave. 

Mourn its latest nursling fled ! 

What though thou with all thy dead 
Scarce can for this fame repay 
Aught thine o\vn, — oh, rather say. 

Though thy sins and slaveries foul 
Overcloud a sun like soul ! 

As the ghost of Homer clings 
Round ycamandor’s wasting springs ; 

As divinest Shakspeare’s might 
Fills Avon and the world with light, 

Like omniscient pow'er, which ho 
Imaged ’mid mortality ; 

As the love from Petrarch’s urn, 

Yet amid you hills doth burn, 

A (jiienchless lamp, by which the heart 
Sees things unearthly ; so thou art, 

Mighty spirit : so shall be 
The city that did refuge thee. 

Lo, the sun floats up the sky. 

Like thought- winged Liberty, 

Till the universal light 
Seems to level plniu and height; 

From the sea a mist has spread, 

And the beams <'>f mom lie dead 
On the towers of Venice now, 

Like its glory long ago. 

P»y the skirts of that gi’oy cloud 
Many-domed J’adua proud 
Stands, a peopled solitude, 

’Mid tlie liarNost-shining plain, 

Where the peasant hea]»s his gnun 
Til the garner of his foe. 

And the milk-wdiite oxen slow 
With the purple vintage strain, 

Heai»cd upon the creaking wain, 

That the brutal Celt may swill 
Drunken sleep with savage will ; 

And the sickle to the sword 

Lies unchanged, though many a lord 

Like a weed whose shade is poison, 

Overgrows tliis region’s foison, 

Sheaves of whom are ripe to come 
To destruction’s harvest-home : 

Men must reap the things they sow, 

Fone from force must ever flow. 

Or worse ; hut ’tis a bitter woo 
That love or reason cannot change 
The despot’s rage, the slave’s revenge. 

K E 2 
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Padiifi, thou within whose walls 
Those mute guests at festivals, 

Son and Atotlior, Death and Sin, 

IMaj'cd at dice for Ezzelin, 

Till Death cried, “ I win, I win ! ” 

And Sin cursed to lose the wngev, 

But Deatli promised, to assuage her. 
That ho \vould i>ci::tion for 
Her to be made Vice-Emperor, 

AYlien the destined years were o'er, 

Over all between the Do 
And the eastern Alpine snow. 

Under the mighty Austrian. 

Sin smiled .so as Sin only can. 

And .since that time, ay, long before. 
Both have nilc<l from shore to shore. 
That incestuous pair, who follow 
Tyrants as the sun the swallow, 

As Repentance follows Crime, 

And 0v=5 changes follow Time, 

In thine halls the lamp of learning, 
Padua, now’ no more is burning; 

Like a meteor, whose wild way 
Is lost over Ihc grave of day. 

It gleams betrayed and to betray : 

Once remotest nations came 
To adore that sacred tlanie, 

When it lit not many a hearth 
On this cold and gloomy earth ; 

How new fires from Anticpio light 
Spring beneath the wide w orld’.s might ; 
But their a[)ark lies dea<l in thee, 
Trainjjled out by tyranny. 

As the Noiwvay w’oodman (piells. 

In the depth of piny dells. 

One light flame among the brakes, 
‘W'^bile the boundless fore.-st .shakes. 

And its mighty tmnks arc torn 
By the fire thus lowly born ; 

The spark beneath his feet is dead, 

Ho starts to see the flames it fed 
Howling through the darkened sky 
With myriad tongues victoriously. 

And sinks down in fear : so thou, 

O tyranny ! beholdest now’ 

Light aroun< I thoe, and thou hearest 
The loud flames ascend, and fearcst : 
Grovel on the earth ; ay, hide 
In the dust thy purple x^ride ! 
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Noon descends around me now : 

’Tis tlio noon of autiuim’sglow, 

Wlicii a soft and purple mist 
Like a vaporous amethyst. 

Or an air-dissolved star 
Mingling light and fragrance, far 
From the curved horizon’s hound 
To the point of licaven’s proloundj 
lulls the overflowing sky ; 

And the plfiins that silent lie 
l-iiderneath ; the leaves unsodden 
Where the infant frost has trodden 
With his morning-winged feet, 

Whoso bright print is gloaming jxt ; 
And the rejl and golden vines, 

Piercing with their trellised lim.'s 
The rough, dark-skirted wild cm • ■ 

The dun and hla<lcd grass Jio IcfS, 
Pointing from this hoai*y tower 
Til the windless air; the llowcr 
(dliiniiiering at my feet; the lin.- 
Of the oli vo-sandalled Aponnin ’ 

In the south dimly islando<l ; 

And the Alps, who-c snows are >1^ i-ord 
Tf igh between the clouds and sun ; 
And of Un ing things cadi otic* ; 

And my s])irifc, which so long 
Ilarkonod this swift sti'com of song. 
Interpenetrated lie 
Py the glory of the sky ; 
lie it love, light, harmony. 

Odour, or the soul of all 
Which from heaven likodeiv d< th fall. 
Or the mind which feeds this vrive 
Peopling the lone univeise. 

Noon descends, and after noon 
Autumn’s evening meets me soon 
Leading the infantine moon, 

An<l that one star, which to her 
Almost seems to minister 
Half the crimson light she brings 
From the sunset’s radiant springs : 
And the soft dreams of the morn 
(Which like winged 'vv’inds lia<l l.or.’ie 
To that silent isle, which lies 
’Mid roiiK-.mbered agonies, 

Tl-.e frail bark of this lone bcing)^ 

Pass, to other sufferers fleeing, 

And its ancient pilot, Pain, 

Sits beside the helm again. 
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Other flowering isles must be 
In the sea of life and agony : 

Other spirits float and flee 
O’er that gulf: even now, perhaps. 

On some rock the wild wave wraps. 
With folding wings they waiting sit 
For my bark, to pilot it 
To some calm and blooming cove. 
Where for me, and those I love, 

May a windless bower be built, 

Far from passion, iKiin, and guilt, 

In a dell ’n\id lawny hills, 

Which the wild sea-murmur fills, 

And soft sunshine, and the sound 
Of old forests echoing round, 

And the light and smell divine 
Of all flowci-s that breathe and shine. 
We may live so happy there, 

That the spirits of the air, 

Envying us, may even entice 
To our liealing paradise 
The polluting multitude ; 

But their rage would be subdued 
By that clime diviue aud calm. 

And the winds whose win^ rain balm 
Oil tlic uplifted soul, and leaves 
Under which the bright sea heaves ; 
While each breathless interval 
111 their whi.spcrings musical 
The insiiired soul supplies 
With its own deep melodies ; 

And the love wliicli heals all strife 
Circling, like the breiitli of life, 

All things in that sweet abode 
With its own mild brotherhood. 

They, not it, would cliango ; and soon 
Every sprite beneath the moon 
Would repent its envy vain. 

And the eiirtli grow young again. 
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A CONVERSATIOX. 


Count Maddalo is a Vcnetiau nobleman of ancient family 
and of great fortune, who, witboiit mixing much in the society 
t if his countrymen, resides chiefly at liis magnificent palace in 
tiiiit city. He is a person of the most consummate genius; and 
capable, if he would direct his energies to such an end, of 
becoming the redeemer of bis degraded country. Ibit it ts his 
weakucss to be proud : ho derives, from a comparison of his 
own extraordinaiy mind with the dwarfish intollccts that 
."iirround liim, an intense apprehension of the iiotliiiigiioss of 
liunian life. His passions and his powers are incomparably 
vreater than those of oilier men, and, instead of the latter 
saving been employed in curbing the former, they have mutually 
icnt'ach other strength. His ambition preys upon itself, for 
^\aut of objects which it can consider worthy of exertion. 1 say 
thr.f Maddalo is ])roud, because I can find no other word to 
the concentered and im])atieiit feelings which consume 
I'Aii , hot it is oil his ow’n hopes and aflcctions only that he 
soenio to trample, for in social life no human being can be more 
jiationt, and unassuming than Maddalo. He is eheeiful. 
frank, and witty. His more serious conversation is a sort of 
intoxication ; men are held by it as by a spell. He has travelled 
much ; and there is an incxjircssiblc charm in his relation of 
his ailventurcs in different countries. 

Juli.m is an Englishman of good family, passionately attached 
to those i)hilosophical notions which assort the power of man 
over Ids own mind, and the immense improvements of which, 
by the extinction of certain moral superstitions, human society 
may yet be susceptible. AVithout concealing the evil in the 
world, he is for ever speculating how good may be made superior. 
Ho is a complete infidel, and a scoffer at all things reputed 
holy ; and Maddalo takes a wicked pleasure in drawing out his 
taunts against religion. What Maddalo thinks on these matters 
is not exactly knowm. Julian, in spite of his heterodox opinions, 
is coiiji'(jtured by his fri»mds to possess some good qualities. 
How far this is x^ossible the pious reader will detemime. Julian 
is rather sei'ious. 

Of the Maniac I can give no information. Ho scorns by his 
own account to have eii disai^poiiited in love. Ho was evidently 
a very cultivated and amiable person when in his right senses. 



i2i 


JULIAN AND MADDALO. 


Ills story, told at length, might be, like many other stories of 
the same kind : the unconnected exclamations of his agony will 
perhaps be found a siifiicient comment for the text of every 
heart. 


The meadows with fresh streams, the hoes with thyme, 

The {jfoats with the Kreeii leaves of huddiiig siiriiig, 

Are saturated not— nor Love with tears. 

Yikgil’s Gallus. 


I iiODE one evening w'ith Count Maddalo 
Upon the bank of land which breaks the flow 
Of Adria towards Venice: a bare strand 
Of hillocks, heaped from ever-shifting sand. 

Matted with thistles and amphibious weeds, 

Sueli as from earth’s embrace the salt ooze breeds. 

Is this, an uninhabited sea-side, 

AVhicli the lone fisher, wdien his nets are dried, 
Abandons; and no other object breaks 
The waste, but one dwarf tree and some few stakes 
Broken and unrepaired, and the tide makes 
A narrow space of level sand thereon. 

Where ’twas our wont to ride while day wont down. 
This ride wius my deliglit. 1 love all waste 
And solitary places ; where wc taste 
The pleasure of believing what wo see 
Is boundless, as wc wish our souls to bo : 

And such >vas this wide ocean, and this shore 
More barren than its billows : and yet more 
Than all, ivitli a remembered friend 1 love 
To ride us then I rode ; — for the winds drove 
The living sjiray along the sniiiiy air 
Into oiir faces ; the blue heavens were bare, 

Stripped to their depths by' the awakening north ; 
And, from the wavo.^, sound like delight broke forth 
Harmonising wdth solitude, and sent 
Into our hearts aerial merriment. 

So, as we rode, we talked ; and the swift thought, 
Winging itself with laughter, lingered not. 

But Hew from hrain to brain j sueh glee was ours, 
Cliarged with light memories of remembered hours, 
None slow enough for sadness, till wc came 
Homeward, which always makes the spirit tame. 

This day had been cheerful but cold, and now 
The sun was sinking, and the wind also. 

Our talk grew somewhat serious, as may bo 
Talk interrupted with such raillery 
As mocks itself, becauso it cannot scorn 
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The thoughts it would extinguish : — ’twas forlorn, 
Yet pleasing; such as once, so poets tell, 

Tlie devils held within the dales of hell. 

Concerning God, freewill, and destiny. 

Of all that Earth has been, or yet may be ; 

All that vain men imagine or believe, 

Or hope cun paint, or suifei*ing can acliicvo, 

AVe descanted ; and I (for ever still 
Is it not wise to make the best of ill ?) 

Argued against despondency; but pride 
Made my companion take the darker side. 

The sense that he was greater than bis kind 
Had struck, incthinks, his eagle spirit blind 
r*y gazing on its own exceeding light. 

Meanwhile the sun ]>auscd ere it should alight 
Over the horizon of the inoiiiitains — Oh 1 
How beautiful is sunset, when the glow 
Of heaven descends xipon a land like thee. 

Thou paradise of exiles, Italj’' ! 

Thy mountains, seas, and vineyards, ajid tlie towers. 
Of cities they encircle ! —It was ours 
To stand on thee, beholding it : and then. 

Just whore we had dismounted, the (’ouiit’s men 
Wore waiting for us with the goiulola. 

As those wliu pause on some deligldful way, 
'fhough bent on pleasant pilgrimage, we stood 
f ooking upon the oveidng, and tbe Hood 
\V ,'iich lay between the city and tbe shore, 

Paved witli the image, of the sky : the hoar 
And airy Alps, towards the north, appeared, 

TJiro’ mist a heaven-sustaining bulwark, reared 
lletwccii the east and west ; and half tlie sky 
Was roofed with clouds of rich emblazonry. 

Dark purj>lo at the zenith, wbicli still grow 
Down the steep west into a wondrous iiue 
Brighter than burning gold, even to the rent 
Where the swift suu yet paused in bis descent 
Among the maiiy-foldcd hills — tlioy were 
Those iiimous Eugaiioau hills, which bear. 

As seen from TAdo through the harbour piles, 

The likeness of a clump of peaked isles- - 
And then, as if the earth and sea had been 
Dissolve<l into one lake of fire, were sem 
Those mouiiLains towering, as from waves of flame, 
Aroimcl the vaj>orous sun, from which there camo 
The inmost purple spirit of light, and made 
Their very ]'caks transparent. Ere it fade,” 

Said my companion, “ 1 will show j^ou soon 
A better station.” So, o’er the laguuo 
Wo glided ; and from that funereal bark 
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I leaned, and saw the city, and could mark 
How from their many isles, in evening's gleam. 

Its temples and its pahaces did seem 
Like fabrics of enchantment pilc<l to heaven. 

I was about to speak, when — “ We are even 
Now at the point I meant,” said Maddalo, 

And bade the gondolieri cease to row. 

Look, Julian, on tlie west, and listen well 
If you hear not a deep and heavy bell.” 

I looked, and saw between us and the sun 
A building on an island, such a one 
As ago to age might add, for uses vile,— 

A windowlcss, deformed, and dreary pile ; 

And on the top an oxjon tower, where hung 
A bell, which in the radiance swayed and swung. 
Wo could just hear its coai’se and iron tongue : 

The broad sun sank behind it, audit tolled 
In strong aiul black relief — “ What we bchohl 
Shall be the madhouse and its belfry tower,” — 
Said Maddalo ; ‘*and even at this hour. 

Those who may cross the water hear that boll. 
Which calls the maniacs, each one from his cell, 

''J\) vespers.” — “ As much skill as need to ju-ay. 

In thanks or hope for their dai’k lot liave they, 

To their stern maker,” I replied. — “ O, ho ! 

You talk as in years pa.st,” stiid Madtlalo. 

** ’Tis .strange men change not. You were over still 
Among Christ's Hock a perilous iiiQdel, 

A wolf for tlu) meek lambs : if you can’t swim, 
Heware of providence.” I looked on liim. 

But tlic gay sinilc liatl faded from bis eye. 

‘'And sucb,” ho cried, " is our mortality ; 

And this must be the emblem and the sign 
Of wb.at should be eternal and divine ; 

And like that black and dreary boll, the soul. 

Hung ill a heavon-illumiiicd tower, must toll 
Our thoughts and our desii*cs to meet below 
Hound the rout heart, and i>ray — as madmen do; 
For what ? tliej^ know not, till the night of death, 
As sunset that .strange vision, severeth 
Our meiiKuy from itself, and us from all 
We sought, and yet were baflled.” 1 recall 
The sense of what ho said, although I mar 
'I’he force of lil.s exfircssions. The broad star 
Of day meanwhile had sunk behind the hill; 

And the black bell became invisible ; 

And the red tower looked grey ; and all between. 
The churches, sliips, and palaces, were seen 
Hudilled in gloom ; into the purple sea 
Tlie orange hues of Iieaveu sunk silently. 
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We hardly spoke, and soon the gondola 
Conveyed me to my lodging by the way. 

The following morn was rainy, cold, and dim : 

Ere Maddalo arose I called on him, 

And whilst I waited with his child I played ; 

A lovelier toy sweet nature never made ; 

A serious, sijl>tlc, wild, yet gentle being; 

Clraccful without design, and unforeseoing ; 

With eyes — Oh ! speak not of her eyes ! which seem 
Twin mirrors of Italian Heaven, yet gleam 
With such deep meaning as we never sec 
Hut ill the human countenance. With mo 
81 lo was a speeial favourite: I had nursed 
Her fine and feeble limbs, wliciishe came first 
To this bleak world ; and yet she seemed to know 
Oil second sight lior ancient playfellow. 

Less changed tlian she was by six mouths or so. 

For, after her first shyness was worn out. 

We sate there, rolling billiard balls about, 

When tlio (J^onnt entered. Salutations passed: 

“The words you spoke last night miglit well have cast 
A darkness cm my sjurit : — if man be 
The passive thing you say, I should not see 
Much harm in the rrligions and old saws, 

(Tho’ / may never own such leaden laws) 

Wlilclibronk a teach less nature to the yoke : 

Mine is anotlicr faith.” — Thus much 1 spoke, 

And, noting lie replied not, added -*‘8ee 
This lovely child ; blithe, inn*. cent, and free ; 

8be spends a happy time, with little care ; 

Wliile we to sueli sick thoughts siibjeebcd are. 

As came on you liust night. It is our will 
Which thus enchains ns to permitted ill. 

We might be otlieiwiso ; we miglit be all 
We dream of, happy, high, majestieal. 

Where is the beauty, love, ami truth, wc seek. 

Hut in our minds f And, if we were not weak, 
81iould wc be less in deed than in ilcsiro I ” — 

— “ Ay, if wo were not weak, — and w'e aspire, 

TIow vainly ! to 1)0 strong,” said Maddalo : 

“ You talk Utopian*’ — 

It remains to know,” 

I then rcijoined, “and those wIjo try, may find 
How strong the cliaius are which our si)irit bind : 
Brittle perchance as straw. We are assured 
Much may be conquered, much may bo endured. 

Of wJiat deg Hides and crushes us. We know 
That we have power over ouraelves to <lo 
And suffer — wo know not till wo try ; 
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But something nobler than to live and die : 

So taught the kings of old philosophy, 

Who reigned before religion made men blind ; 

And those who suffer with their suffering kind, 

Yet feel this faith, religion.” 

** My dear friend,” 

Said Maddalo, ** my judgment will not bend 
To your opinion, though I tliiiik you might 
Make such a system refutation-tiglit, 

As far as words go. I knew one like you. 

Who to this city came some months ago, 

With whom I argued in tliis sort, — ami lie 
Is now gone mad — and so he answered me. 

Poor fellow !— But if you would like to go, 

Wc’ll visit him, and his wild talk will show 
ITow vaip are such aspiring theories.” — 

*‘Ihopo to prove the induction otherwise, 

And that a want of that true theory still, 

Which seeks a soul of goodness in things ill, 

Or in himself or others, has thus bowe<l 
His being: — there are some by nature pniud, 

Who, patient in all else, demand but this — 

To love and be beloved with gentleness : — 

And being scorncsi, wliat wonder if they dio 
Some living death ? This is not destiny, 

But mail’s own wilful ill.” 

As thus I spoke, 

Seiwants announced the gondola, and wo 
Through the fiist-falling rain and higli- wrought sea 
Saile<l to the island wlicrc the madhouse stands. 

We disembarked. TJie clap of tortured hands. 

Fierce yells and bowlings, and lainentiugs keen, 

And laughter where complaint liad inerricr been, 
Accosted us. We climbed the oozy stair.s 
Into an old court-yard. 1 heard on high, 

Then, fragments of most touching melody. 

But looking u]) saw not the singer there. — 

Thro’ tlie black bars in the teiiipestuoiis air 
I saw, like weeds on a wTocke<l i»alaee gi’owiiig. 

Long tangled locks Hung wildly forth and flowing, 

Of those on a sudden who were beguiled 

Into strange silence, and lookctl forth and smiled, 

Hearing sweet soumU. Then I : 

IVIethinks there were 

A cure of these with patience and kind care, 

If music can thus move. But what is he. 

Whom we seek here ? ” 

'' Of his sad history 

I know but this/’ said Maddalo : ho came 
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To Venice n rl ejected man, and fame 
Said ho was wealthy, or he liad been so. 

Some thought tlio loss of foi-tune wrought him woe : 

But he was cn er talking in such sort 

As you do, — hut more sadly ; — he seemed hurt. 

Even as a man with his peculiar wrong, 

To hear but of the oppression of tlie strong, 

Or those absurd deceits (I think with you 
In some roapoots, you know) whicli carry through 
The excellent iiiipcvstors of this earth 
WJien tliey outface detection. Tie had w'orth, 
l*oor fellow ! hut a Immourist in his way.” 

— Alas, what drove him mad ” 

“ I cannot say : 

A lady came with him from France, and when 
She left him and rcturne<l, lie wandered then 
About yon lonel^^ isles of desert saaid, 

Till he grew wild. Holiad no cash nor hind 
Remaining :~the police Jiad brought him here — 

Some fancy took him, and ho would not bear 

Removal, so I fitted up for him 

Those rooms beside the sea, to plosvse bis wliim ; 

And sent him bu>ts, and books, and unis for flowers. 
Which lia<l {i<loriicd Id's life in happier hours, 

AikI instruments of music. You may guess 
A stranger could do little more or loss 
For one so gentle and unfortunate — 

And those arc his sweet strains which charm the weight 
From madiiicti's ( haiii.s, an«l make this hell appear 
A heaven of sacred silouee, hushed to hear.” 

‘‘Nay, tliivS was kind of you, — lie had no claim, 

As the worhl says.” 

“ None but the very same 
Which T on all mankind, ivore T, tvs he, 

Fallon to such <let^p revei*se. His melody 
Is interruptoil now: we hear the din 
Of madmen, shriek on shriek, again begin : 

Let us now visit him : after this sti-ain, 

He ever communes with himself again. 

And sees and hears not any.” 

Having said 

Tliose words, wo called tlie keeper, and ho led 
To an apartment o])ening on the sea — 

There the poor ivretch was sitting raoumfully 
Near a piano, his pale fingers twined 
One ivith the other ; and the ooze and wind 
Ruslied through an open casement, and did sway 
His hair, and starred it with the brackish spray : 



430 JULIAN AND MADDALO. 

His head was leaning on a music-book. 

And he was muttering; and his lean limbs shook. 

His lips were pressed against a folded leaf, 

In hue too beautiful for health, and grief 
Smiled in their motions jis they lay apai-t, 

As one who wrought from liis own fervid heart 
The eloquence of passion : soon ho raised 
His sad meek fa(jc, and eyes lustrous and glazed. 

And spoke,— sonuitiinea as one w'lio wrote, and thought 
His words might move some heart that heeded not. 

If sent to distant lands: — and then as one 
Reproaclnng deeds never to be undone. 

With wondering self- compassion ; — then his speech 
Was lost in grief, an<l then his words came each 
Unmodulated and expressionless, — 

But tliat from one jarred accent 3^011 miglit guess 
It w'^as despair made them so uniform : 

And all the while the loud and gusty^ storm 
Hissed through the window, and we stotxl behind, 
Stealing his atjcents from the envious wind. 

Unseen. I yet remember what he said 
Distinctl3^ such impression his words made. 

“ Montl\ after month,” he cried, to bear this load, 
And, us a jade urged by the wliip and goad. 

To drag life on — whieh like a hcav3'^ chain 
Lengthens behiml with nian3’' a link of pain, 

And not to speak my grief — O, not to dare 
To give a liunian voice to my desx>air ; 

Hut live, and move, and, wretched thing ! smile on, 

As if I never went aside to groan, 

And wear this mask of falsehood even to those 
Who are most dear— not for my own repose. 

Alas ! no scorn, nor pain, nor hate, could be 
So heav3' as that falsehood is to me — 

But that I cannot bear more alteretl faces 

Than needs must be, more changed and cold embraces. 

More misery, disappointment, and mistrust. 

To owm me for their father. AVould the dust 
Wore eovci ed in Tipoii my^ body now ! 

That the life ceased to toil Avithin my brow ! 

And tlien tlic.se thoughts would at the last be fled ; 

Let us not fear such j»aiii cun vex the dead. 

** What Powder delights to torture us ? I know 
That to myself f do not wholly owe 
What now I suffer, though in part I may. 

Alas ! none strewed fi^'sh floWers upon the way 
Where, wandering heedlessly, I met ]ailc Pain, 

My shadow, which will leave mo not again. 
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If I have erred, there was no joy in error. 

But pain, and insult, and unrest, and terror ; 

I have not, as some do, bought penitence 
With pleasure, and a dark yet sweet often ce ; 

For then if love, and tenderness, and truth, 

Had overlived Hope’s momentary youth. 

My creed should have redeemed- me from repenting; 

But loathed scorn and outrage unrelenting 

Met love excited by far other seeming 

Until the end was gaii\ed : — ^as one from dreaming 

Of sweetest peace, I woke, and found my state 

Such as it is — 

“ O thou, my spirit’s mate ! 

Who, for thou art compassionate and wi^^c, 

Wouldst pity mo from thy most gentle eyes 
If this sad writing thou shouldst ever sec; 

My secret groans must be unheard 1)3" tlico ; 

Thou w’oid<lst weep tears, bitter Jis blood, to know 
Thy lost friend’s ineommunicsible woe. 

Ye few by whom m3" natui’c has been weighed 
In friendship, let me not that name degrade, 

By pla<nng on your hearts the secret load 
Which crushes jniiio to dust. There is one road 
To peace, and that is truth, which follow 3’’e ! 

Tiovc sometimes leads astray to misciy. 

Yet think not, though subchied (and I nny well 
Say that I am subdued) — that the full hell 
Within me would infect the untainted breast 
(h** sacred nature with its own unrest ; 

As some perverte<l beings think to find 
In scorn or hate a medicine for the mind 
Which scorn or hate luith wounded. — O, how vain ! 
The <lagger heals not, but may rend agiun. 

Believe tiiat I am ever still the same 
In creed as in resolve; and what may tame 
My heart, must lcav<' the nnderstandiiig free, 

Or all would sink under this agony. — 

Nor dream that T will join the vulgar lie, 

Or with m3" silence sanction tyranny. 

Or seek a moment’s shelter from my pain 
In any madness w'hich the world calls gain ; 
Ambition, or revenge, or thoughts as stern 
As those which make me what I am, or turn 
To avarice, or misanthropy, or lust : 

Heap on me soon, O grave, tljy Avelcomo dust ! 

Till then tlie flungeoii may demand its prey; 

And PuveHv "-nd Si.ame may meet and say. 

Halting beside me in tlie public w'uy, — 

‘That 10 v« -devoted 3*011 th i.s ours: let’s sit 
Beside him : he Liay live some six mouths yet-' — 



43a 


JULIAN AND MADDALO. 


Or the red scjiffold, fia our country bends. 

May ask some willing victim ; or ye, friends, 

May fall under some soitow, which this 1 1 cart 
Or liaiid may share, or vanquish, or avert ; 

I am prci)aied, in truth, with no proud joy. 

To do or sunbr aught, as when a boy 
I did devote to justice, and to love. 

My nature, -wortldess now. 

“ I must remove 
A veil from my pent mind. ’Tis torn aside ! 

0 ! pallid as death’s dedicated bride. 

Thou mockery which art sitting by my side. 

Am I not wan like tlice? At the grave’s call 

1 haste, invitiMl to thy wedding-ball. 

To meet the ghastly j)a,raniour, for whom 
Thou hast deserted me, — and made the tomb 
Thy bridal bod. But T beside thy feet 
Will lie, and watch yc from my winding-sheet 
Thus — wide awake though dead — Yet stay, O, stay ! 

Oo not so soon — I know not wdiat I say — 

Hear hut my reasons — 1 am mad, I fcai*. 

My fancy is o’ei vvrought -tliou art not hero, 

Pale art thou 'tis must true -but thou art gone — 

Tliy W'ork is finished ; 1 am left alone. 

***** 

** Niiy w’as it I who woo’d thee to this breast, 

Which like a serpent thoii envenomost 
As in repayment of the w'armth it lent ? 

Didst thou not seek me for thine own content? 

Did not thy love awaken iniiio 1 t tliought 
That thou w ert she who said ‘ You kiss me not 
Ever ; I fear you do uot love me now.’ 

In tnitli T loved even to my overthrow 

Her who 'wo^ild fain forget these words, but they 

(’ling to her mind, and cannot pass away. 

* * * * 

“ You say that I am j^roud ; that when I speak, 

My lip is tortured Avith the wrongs, which break 
The spirit it expresses. — Never one 
Humbled himself before, as I have done ; 

Even the instinctive w’onn on which we tread 
Turns, though it wound not — then, with prostrate head, 
Sinks in the dust, and writhes like mo — and dies : 

No : — wears a liviug death of agonies ; 

As the slow sliadow's of the pointed grass 
Mark the eternal peri<»dH, its jiangs pass. 

Slow, ever-moving, making moments be 
As mine seem, — each an immortality ! 
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“ That you had never seen me ! never heard 
My voice ! and more than all had ne’er endured 
The deep pollution of my loathed embrace ; 

That your eyes ne’er had lied love in my face ! 

That, like some maniac monk, I had torn out 
The nerves of manhood by their bleeding root 
With mine own quivering fingers ! so that ne’er 
Our hearts had for a moment mingled there. 

To disunite in horror ! These were not 
With thee like some suppressed and hideous thought, 
AVhich flits athwart our musiiigs, but can find 
No rest within a pure and gentle mind — 

Thou scalodst them with many a bare broad word. 

And scar’d st iny memory o’er them, — for I heard 
And can forget not — ^they w^ere ministered. 

One after one, those curses. Mix them up 
Like self-destroying poisons in one cup ; 

And they will make one blessing, which thou ne’er 
Didst imprecate for on me death ! 

" It were 

A cruel punishment for one most cruel. 

If such can love, to make that love the fuel 
Of the mind’s hell — hate, scorn, remorse, despair: 

Hut nie, whoso heart a stranger’s tear might wear 
A:-: water-drops the 8aml> fountain stone ; 

Who loved and luticd all things, and could moan 
Kor woes which others hear not, and could see 
"J'ho absent with a glass of phantasy, 

•‘w.nl near the poor and trample<l sit and weep, 

TA^li-nviiig the captive to his dungeon deep ; 

who am as a nerve o’er which do creep 
The else-uiifelt oppressions of this earth, • 

And was to thee the flame upon thy hearth. 

When all beside was cold: — that thou on mo 
Should rain these plagues of blistering agony — 

Sut li curses are from h’ps once eloquent 
With love’s too partial praise ! Let none relent 
WJio intend deeds too dreadful for a namo 
Henceforth, if an example for the samo 
They seek ; — for thou on me lookedst so and so. 

And didst speak thus and thus. I live to show 
How much men bear, and die not. 

♦ * * * * 

“ Thou wilt tell. 

With tho grimace of hate, how horrible 
It was to meet loy love when thine grew less ; 

Thou wilt admire how I could e’er address 

Such fea' ures to love’s work .... This taunt, though true, 

(For indeed Nature nor in form nor hue 

Bestowed on mo her choicest workmansliip) 

FF 
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Shall not be thy defence : for since thy lip 

Met mine first, years long past, — since thine eye kindled 

With soft fire under mine, — 1 have not dwindled, 

NTor cliangcd in mind, or body, or in aught 
But as love changes what it loveth not 
After long years and many trials. 

* * ♦ 

“How vain 

Are words ; I thought i;evcr to speak again, 

Not even in secret, nob to my own hofii-t — 

But from my lips the unwilling accents start, 

And from my pen the wonls How as I write, 

Dazzling my eyes with scalding tears — my sight 
Is dim to see that (charactered in vaiti 
On this unfeeling leaf) which Imriis the brain 
And cats into it, blotting all things lair. 

And w'isc and good, which time had written there. 

Those who intlict must sufier, fur they see 
The work of their own liearts, and that must bo 
Our chastisciiumt or recompense. — 0 child ! 

I w'ould that thine w<Te like to he more mild 
For both our wrotchcnl sakes, — fur tliine the most, 

Who IV'crat already all tliat thou hast lost. 

Without tlic power to wish it th- le again. 

And, as slow years pass, a funor< d ti’aiu, 

Each with tlic ghost of some lt»st hope (u* friend 
Following it like its shadow, wilt thou bend 
No thought on my dead memory 1 

« ♦ •» » ♦ 

“ Alas, love ! 

Fehr me not : against thee T\l not move 

A finger ill despite. Do I not live 

That thou iiiayst have le« hitter cause to grieve] 

1 give thee tears for scum, ami love for hate; 

And, that thy lot«»)ay he less desolate 
Than his on whom thou tramplcst, 1 refrain 
From that sweet sle/’.p which modicines all pain. 

Then— when thou speaktist of me — never say, 

‘ He could forgive not.’ — Here I cast away 
All human passions, all revenge, all pride ; 

I think, speak, act no ill ; I do but hide 
Under these W'urds, like embers, every spark 
Of that which has consumed me. (^iiick and dark 
The grave is yawming : — as its roof shall cover 
My limbs with du.st and worms, under and over. 

So let oblivion liiile tins grief. — The jiir 
Closes upon my accents as despair 
Upon my heart — let death upon my care ! " 
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Ho ceased, and overcome, leant back awhile : 

Then rising, with a melancholy smile, 

AVent to a sofa, and lay down, and slept 
A heavy sleep, and in his dreams lie Avept, 

And muttered some familiar n<*ime, and we 
Wept without shame in his society. 

I think I never was impressed so much ! 

The man, who was not, must have lacked a touch 
Of human nature. — Then we lingered not. 

Although our argument was quite forgot; 

But, calling the attendants, vrent to dine 
At Maddalo’s ; yet neither cheer nor wine 
Could give us spirits, for we talked of him. 

And nothing else, till daylight made stars dim. 

And we agreed it was some dreadful ill 
AVrought on him boldly, yet unspeakable. 

By a dear friend ; some deadly change in love 
or one vowed dceidy which he dreamed not of; 

For whose sake he, it seenie<l, had fixed a blot 
Of falsehood in his mind, which flourished not 
But in the light of all-beholding truth ; 

And having stamped this canker on his youth, 

She had abamloiied him;— and how much more 
Might be his w'oc, we guc.sse<l not : — he had store 
Of friends and fortum* omjc, sis wc could guess 
From his nice habits and his gentlene.ss : 

^riiese now weni lost- it w’oro a grief imlecd 
If ho had changed one unsustiiiniug rec<l 
For all that such a man might else adorn. 

O’he colours of his mind seemed yet un^^orn ; 
b^or the wild language of his grief was high — 

Such as in measure Avcrc called ])oetry. 

And I remember one remark, which then 
Maddalo made : he said — ‘*Most wretched men 
Arc cradled into poetry by wrong : 

They learn in suffering what they teach in song." 

If I had been an unconnected man, 

I, from the moment, should have formed some plan 
Never to leave sweet A^cnice : for to mo 
It was delight to ride by the lone sea: 

And then the town is silent — one may write 
Or read in gondolas, by day or night. 

Having the little bra/.eii lamp alight. 

Unseen, uninteiTiiptod : — books are there, 

Pictures, and casts from all those statues fldr 
AAniich were twin-born with poetry ! — and all 
AVc sock in towns, w’ith little to recall 
Begrct for the green country : — T might sit 
In Maddalo’s great jialace, and his wit 


F F 2 



430 


JULIAN AND MADDALO. 


And subtle talk would cheer the winter night, 

And make me know myself : — and the fix’o light 
Would flash upon our faces^ till the day 
Might dawn, and make iixe wojidcr at my stay. 

But T had friends in London too. Tlic chief 
Attraction here was that I sought relief 
Fr<:>ui the deep tendernesa that maniac wrought 
Within me — ’twas perhaps an idle thought. 

But r imagined that if, day by day, 

I Avatehcil liiui, and seldom went fiwiiy. 

And studied all the beatings of his heart' 

With zeal, as men study some stubborn art 
For their own good, and could by Y)atiencc find 
An entrance to the caveins of his mind, 

T might reclaim him from his dark estate. 

In friendships I had been most fortunate. 

Yet never saw I one whom I would call 
More willingly my friend: — and this was all 
Accomplished not ; — such dreams of baseless good 
Oft come and go, in crowds or solitude, 

And leave no trace ! — but what I now designed 
Made, for long years, im]>resflion on my mind. 
n?ho following morning, urged by my afliiirs, 

I kft bright Venice. 

A ffcer mft' y j^ears, 

Anri many change's, I returned: the name 
Of V^onico, and its aspect, was the same; 

But Maddalo was travelling, far away. 

Among the mountains of Armenia. 

Hi'< dog was dead : his child had now' become 
A woman, such as it has been my doom 
To meet with few; a wonder of this earth. 

Where there is little of trausceiidcnt worth, — 

Like one of Sliaksi»oare's women. Kindly slio, 

Anri w'itli a iiianiier beyond courtesy, 

Received her fatlicr’s friend; and, 'wlicn I asked, 

Of the lorn maniac, she her memory tasked, 

Anri told, as she liad heard, the mournful tale : 

“That the poor suflerer’s health began to fail 
Two years from my departure ; but that then 
The lady, who had left him, came again ; 

Her mien had been imperious, hut she now 
Looked meek ; jjorliaps remorse had brought her low. 
Her coming made him bettor; and they stayed 
Together at my father’s, — for I played, 

As 1 rcmenibor, with the lolly’s shawl ; 

T might be six years old : — But, after all, 

SI 10 left him.” — 

** Why, her heart must have been tough 
How did it end ?” 



THE WOODMAN AND THE NIGHTJNGADE. 


437 


“ And was not this enough 1 
They met, they parted.” 

“ Child, is there no more 1 

'‘Something within that interval whicli bore 
The stamp of wAj/ they ])artc<l, /wio they met; — 

Yet, if tliiue aged eyes disdain to wet 
Tliose wrinkled cheeks with youth’s remembered tears, 
Ask mo no more ; but let the silent years 
lie closed and cored over their inemuiy, 

As yon mute marble where their corp.-^es lie.*’ 

I urged and questioned still : sluj told mo lu>\v 
All happened — but the cold world shall not know. 


THE WOODMAN AND THE NIOITTIXOALE. 

A WOODMAN whose rough licart was out of time 
(I think such hearts yet never came fo goo«l), 

Hated to hear, under the stars or ino«»ii, 

One nightingale in an infcerfluous %vood 
Satiate the hungry dark with mchxly ; — 

And, as a vale is watered by a flood, 

Or ;is the moonlight fills the open sky 
Struggling with darkness — as a tubcrt>se 
J*eoples some Imlian dell wdtb scents whicb lie 

Like clouds above the flower from which they rose, 
Tlie singing of tliat happy nightingale 
In tills sweet forest, from the golden close 

Of evening till the star of dawn may fail. 

Was interfused upon the silentiiess ; 

The folded roses and the violets pale 

Heard her within their slumbers, the abyss 
Of heaven with all its planets ; the dull ear 
Of the uight-cradlcd earth ; the loucliiios?.s 

Of the circumlluons waters, — every ^plicro 
Ami every flower and beam and cloud and wave. 
And every wind of the mute atmosphere. 

And oveiy beast stretched in its rugged cave. 

And every bird lulled on its mossy 1 tough. 

And every silver moth, fresh from the gra\ c. 
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■\Vliich is its cradle — ever from below 
Aspiring like one who loves too fair, too far. 

To bo consumed within the 2>nrcst glow 

Of one serene and unajjjironehcd star. 

As if it were a lamp of earthly light, 

Unconscious as some human lovers are, 

Itself how low, how high, beyond all height 

The licaven wln^ie it wouhl perish ! — and every form 

That Avorshi2)ped in the temple of the night 

Was awed into delight, and by the charm 
Girt as witli an intenninable zone. 

Whilst that sweet bird, whose music was a storm 

Of sound, sliook forth the dull oblivion 
Out of tlioir dreams ; harmony bocanie love 
In every soul but one. . . . 


And so this man returiiCMl with axe and saw 
At evening close from killing the tall treon. 

The soul of whom by nature’s gentle law 

Was each a wood-njunidi, and kcjjt ever green 
The paviuneiit ami the roof of the wild copse. 
Chequering the sunlight of the blue serene 

With jagged leaves, — and from the forest tops 
Singing the winds to sloe]» — or weeihng oft 
Fust showers of aerial water drops 

Into their mother’s bosom, sweet and soft, 

‘Nat\ire’s pure tears which have no bitterness; — 
Around the cradles of the birds aloft 

Tliey spread tJiemselves into the loveliness 

Of fun-like leaves, and over pallid flowers 

Hang like nioist clouds : or, where high branches kiss, 

IMake a gro(;n s])ace among the silent bowers, 

Like a vast fane in a metropolis, 

Surrounded by the columns and the towers 

All nve} wroiight with braiich-Hke traceries 
In wliieli there is religion — and tlie mute 
Porsuasiem of uiikindled melodies, 

Oflours and gl<*anis and inurniurs, which the lute 
Of the blind pilot-spirit of the l>hist 
Stirs us it sails, now grave and now acute, 
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Wakening the leaves ami waves ere it has past 
To such brief unison tis on the brain 
One tone, which never can recur, has cast, 

One accent never to return again. 


MISERY.— A FRAGMENT. 

Come, be happy ! — sit near me, 

Shadow- vested Misery : 

C»)y, unwilling, silent bride. 

Mourning in thy robe of pride, 

JDesohition — deified ! 

Come, be happy ! — sit near me ; 

Sad as [ may seem to thee, 

I am happier far than tbou, 

Lady, whose imperial brow 
Is endiademed with woe. 

Misery ! we have known eacli other, 

Like a sister and a brother 
Living in tlie same ]<»ne home, 

Many years — we must live some 
Hours or ages yet to come. 

’Tis an evil lot, and yet 
Let us make the best of it; 

If love can live \vbt*n pleasure dies, 

AYe two will love, till in our eyes 
This heart’s Iloil seem Paradise. 

Come, be happy !— lie thee down 
On the fresh grass newly mown, 

Wliere tlie grassliopper doth sing 
Merrily — one joyous thing 
In a world of sorrowing ! 

There our tent shall be the willow, 

And iniiio arm sliall be tliy ]>illow ; 

Soumls and odours, sorrowful 
llccauso they once were sweet, shall lull 
Us to slumber deep and dull. 

Ifa ! thy frozen ])ulsos flutter 
With a love thou dar’st not utter. 

Thou art murmuring — thou lU’t weeping — 

Is thine icy bosom leaping 

While my burning heart lies sleeping ? 
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Kiss me ; — oh ! thy lips are cold ; 
Round my neck thino arms enfold — 
They are soft, but chill and dead ; 

And thy tears uj)on my head 
Rum like points of frozen lead. 

Hasten to the bridal bed — 
Underneath the grave 'tis spread : 

In darkness may our love be hid. 
Oblivion i^e our coverlitl — 

We may rest, and none forbid. 

Clasp mo, till our hearts be grown 
Like two sh.adows into one ; 

Till this dreadful transport may 
Like a vapour fade away 
In the sleep that lasts alway. 

We may dream in that long sleep. 

That wo are not those who weep ; 
Even as I’leasure dreams of thee, 

Li foMleserting M isery. 

Thou mayst tlream of her with me. 

Lot us laugh, and imu e our mirth, 

At the .shadow s of the earth, 

As,dog.s bay the moonlight clouds, 
Which, like spectres wrapt in shrouds> 
Pass o’er night in multitudes. 

All tho wide world, bosi<le us 
Show like multitudinous 
Puppets passing from a scene ; 

What but iJi.jfkcry ean tliey inc<in, 
Where I am — where thou hast been 1 


TO MARY . 

0 Mary dear, that you were here 
With your brown eyc.s bright and clear, 
And ^ouv SWIM t voice, likis a bird 
Singing love to its lone mate 
III the ivy b»"'.er disconsolate ; 

Voice the sw'oetcst ever heard ! 

And your brow more * * ^ 

Than the * * ♦ sky 
Of this azure Italy. 
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Mary dear, come to me soon, 

I am not well whilst thou art far ; 
As sunset to tlio sphered moon. 

As twilight to the western star. 
Thou, beloved, art to mo. 

O Mary dear, tli.at you were here ! 
The Castle coho whispers “ Here ! ” 

Kstk, S('j>l(mlcr, ISIS. 


PASSAGE OF THE APENNINES. 

Listen, listen, Mary mine. 

To the whisper of the Ai>enTiine, 

It bursts on the roof like the thuiicleFs roar. 

Or like the sea on a northern shore. 

Heard in its raging ebb and How 
Py the captives petit in the cave below. 

The Apeiiiiiiie in the light of day 
Is a mighty mountain (iim and grey, 

Which between tlie earth and sky doth lay ; 

Put when night conics, a chaos dread • 

On the dim starlight then is spread. 

And the Apeuuiue walks abroad with the storm. 


ON A FADED VIOLET. 

TnE colour from the flower i.s gone, 

Which like thy sweet eyes smiled on me ; 
The odour from the flower is flown, 

Which breathed of thee and only thee ! 

A withered, lifeless, vacant form. 

It lies on my abandoned breast, 

And mocks the heart which yet is warm 
With cold and silent rest. 

I weep — my tears revive it not. 

I sigh — it breathes no more on me; 

Its mute and uncomplaining lot 
Is such as mine should be. 
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AV KITTEN IN i>E.JKCT10N, NEAR NAPl.EB. 

The sun is warm, the sky is clear. 

The Avaves are (huicinf? ftust and bright, 

Blue isles and snow3’ inoniitaiiis wear 
The purple noon s transparent light : 

The breath of th.c moist air is light, 

Around its unexpanded buds ; 

Like many a voice of one <lclight. 

The winds, tin* birds, tlui ocean floods, 

The City’s voice itself is soft like Solitude’s. 

I see the Deep’s untramplcd fliior 

AVith gre(in and purphj sea-woeds strowii ; 

I SCO the waves upon the shore. 

Like light dissolved in star-shoAvers, throAvn : 

I sit upon the saiuls alone, 

The lightning of the noou-tide ocean 
]s flashing round me, and a tone 
Arises from its measured motion, 

How sweet ! did any heart now share in my emotion. 

Alas ! I lyive nor hope nor licaltli, 

Nor peace Avithin nor calm around, 

Nor that content surpassing Avealth 
The sage in meditati«Aii found, 

And Avalked Avith inward gloiy crowned — 

Nor fame, nor power, nor love, nor leisure. 
Others I see wliom these surround — 

Smiling tlioy live, and call life jdeasure ; — 

To mo tliat cup luis been dealt in another measure. 

Yet now des])air itself is mild. 

Even as the Avinds and Avators are ; 

I could lie down like a tireil <‘hild, 

And Aveep awa^^ the life of care 
AVhicli I have borne, ami j'ct must bear, 

Till dcatli like sleep might steal on me. 

And T might feel in the Avarm air 

My cheek grow coM, and hear the sea 
Breath o’er my dying bi-ain its hist monotony. 

Some might lament that I wore cold, 

As I when this HWi*et day is gone, 

Which my lost heart, too soon gi’own old. 

Insults Avith this untimely moan; 
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The^’’ might lament — for I am one 

Whom men love not, — and yet regret. 

Unlike this day, which, when the sun 
Shall on its stainless glory set. 

Will linger, though enjoyed, like joy in memory yet. 


SOXU VOll TASSO. 

I loved — alas ! our life is love; 

Rut when we cease to breathe and move, 
I do su])p(»se love ceases too. 

I thought^ hut not as now 1 do. 

Keen thoughts and bright of linked lore. 
Of .'ill that men had thought before, 

And all that Nature shows, and more. 

And still I love, and still I think, 

Rut strangelj^, for my heart can drink 
The dregs of such despair, and live, 

And love; 

And if 1 think, my thoughts come fast; 

I mix the i)rosciit with the past. 

And each seems uglier than the l.'ist. 

Sometimes F see before me flee 
A silver spirit’s form, like tlic(', 

O Leonoi'a, au<l 1 ait 
[ ] still w'atcliing it. 

Till hy the gratc<l <':u-cnient’s ledge 
It fades, with such a .sigh, as sedge 
llreathos o’er the breezy streamlet’s edge. 


THE 1*AST. 

Wilt thou forget the happy liours 
Wliich W'O buried in Love’s siveet bowers, 
Heaping over their corj>sea cold 
Rlossoms and leaves instead of inould i 
Blossoms which were the Joys that fell. 

And leaves, the holies that yet remain. 

Forget the dead, the pastl O yet 

There are ghosts th.at may take rovengo for it ; 

Memories tlnat make the he.art a tomb, 

Regrets w'hich glide through the spirit’s gloom, 
Ami with ghastly wdiispcrs tell 
That joy, <'ncc lost, is pain. 
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MAZENGHI.* 

O ! FOSTER-NUiiSE of mail’s abandoned glory 
Since Athens, its great mother, sunk in splendour, 
Thou shadowest forth that mighty shape in story. 

As ocean its wrecked fanes, severe yet tender : 

The light invested angel Poesy 

Was drawn from the dim world to welcome tlice. 

And thou in iiaintiiig didst treanscribo all taught 

By loftiest meditations; marble know 

The sculptor’s fearless soul — and, as he wrought. 

The grace of his own power and freedom grew. 

And more than all, heroic, just, sublime. 

Thou wert .among the false — was this thy crime 1 

Yes ; and on Pisa’s marble walls the twine 
Of direst weeds h.angs garlanded -the snake 
Inhabits its wrecketl pal.aees; — in thiiio 
A bo.ast of subtler venom now doth make 
Its lair, and sits amid their glories overthrown, 

And thus thy victim’s fate is as thine own. 

The sweetest flowers are ever frail aiifl I’aro, 

And love and freedom blossom but to wither; 

And good and ill like vines entangled .are, 

So that their grapes may oft be plu(;kcd together ; 
lOivido the vintage ere thou drink, then make 
Thy heart rejoice for dead Mazenghi’s sake. 

No record of his crime rem.ains in story. 

But if tlio morning bright as evening sliono. 

It was some higli and holy <leod, by glory 
Ihirsucd into forgetfulness, which won 
From the blind crt>wd he made secure and free 
The Patriot’s meed, tf>il, death, and infamy. 

For when by sound of trumpet was declared 
A price upon his life, and there was sot 
A penalty of blood on all who shared 
So much of water witli lihn as might wet 
llis lips, which speech divided not — ho went 
Alone, as you may guess, to bauishment. 

* This fragment refers (o an event, told in Sismoiicli's ths 

Hifptibliques Jtolimtt.f.s, which occnrro«l during the war wln.‘U 
Jilorcnco finally sulxlued Pisa, aiul rexluced it to a j>rovince. 
Tlie opening stanzas .are addressed to the contiuering city. — M.S. 



SONNET, 


445 


Amid the mountains, like a hunted beast, 

Ho hid himsolf, and hunger, toil, and cold, 

Mouth after month endured ; it was a feast 
Whciio’ev he found those globes of deep red gold 
Which in the woods tlio strawberry-tree doth be ir, 
Susi^ended in their emerald atmosphere. 

And in the roofless huts of vast morasses, 
Deserted by the fever-stricken serf. 

All overgrown with reeds and long nink grasses. 
And hillocks heaped of moss-inwoven turf. 

And where the huge and speckled aloe made, 
Hooted in stones, a broad and pointed shade, 

He housed himself. There is a point of strand 
Near Vada’s tower and tomi; and on one side 
The treacherous marsh divides it from the land, 
Sliadowed by pine and ilex forests wide ; 

And on the other creeps eternally. 

Through muddy weeds, the shallow sullen sea. 

Naples, 1818. 


SOKNET. 

Lift not tlie painted veil which those who live 
(Jail TAfc ; tho\igh unreal shapes be pictured there, 
And it but mimic all wo would believe 
With colours idly spread, — behind, lurk Fear 
And Hope, twin Destinies; who ever weave 
Their sliaclows, o’er the chasm, sightless and drear. 

I know one w'ho had lifted it — ho sought, 

For his lost heart was tender, things to love, 

But found them not, alas ! nor was there aught 
The world contains, the which ho could approve. 
Through the unheeding many ho did move, 

A splendour among shadows, a bright blot 
Upon this gloomy scene, a Spirit that strove 
For trutli, and like the Treacher found it not. 
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As I Iny asleep in Italy, 

There eittiie a voice from over the sea, 
Ami with groat power it hn th led me 
To walk in the visions of Poesy. 

ir. 

T met Murder on the way — 

Ke had a mask like (.Jastleroagh — 
A^cry smooth lie looke<l, yet grim; 
Seven blooilhounds followed him : 

III. 

All were fat ; and well they might 
J3o in admirable plight, 

For one by one, and two by tw’o, 

ITo tossed tlicm human h(‘arts to chew. 
Which from his white cloak he drew. 

IV. 

Kext came Fraud, and he laid on, 

Like Lord E , an ermine gown; 

His big tears, for he wc])t well. 

Turned to mill-stones as thcjy fell ; 

V. 

And the little children, who 
Ilonnd In’s feet 2 )Iayc;d to and fro. 
Thinking every tear a gem, 

Had their hraiiis knocked ont hy them. 

VI. 

riothcd with the hihlo as with light, 
And the shadow of the night, 

Like S*** next, Hypoci-isy, 

On a crocodile came by. 

VII. 

And many more Pestrnctioiis played 
III this gliastly mastpieradc, 

All disguised, even to the eyes, 

Like bishops, lawyers, peers, or spies. 
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Vlil. 

Last came Anarchy ; he rode 

On a wliite horse splashed with blood ; 

He was x^alc even to the lips, 

Like deatli in the Apocalypse. 

IX. 

And he wore a kingly crown ; 

In his l)and a sceptre shone ; 

On his brow this mark 1 saw — 
am God, and King, and Law!” 

X. 

With a pace stately and fast. 

Over English Land lie past. 

Trampling to a mire of blood 
The adoring multitude. 

XI. 

And a mighty troop around, ^ 

AVith their trampling shook the ground, 
Waving each a bloody sword. 

For the service of their Lord. 

XIJ. 

And, with glorious triumph, they 
Itodc through England, proud and gay, 
l^runk as wdtli intoxication 
Of the wine of desolation. 

xm. 

O’er fields and towns, from sea to sen, 
Passed the i^goant swift and free, 

Tearing u]), and tramjding down, 

Till they came to T.ondon town. 

XIV. 

And each dweller, jianic-strickeii. 

Felt his lieart wdth terror sicken, 

Heai'iiig the tremendons cry 
Of the triumph of Anarchy. 

XV. 

For with pomp to meet him came, 

Clothed in arms like blood and Hamc, 

The hired inurderei’s wdio did sing, 

“ Thou art God, and Law, and King. 

XVI. 

Wo have waited, w’eak and lone, 

For thy coming, Alighty One ! 

Our purses are cmtity, our swords arc cold, 
Give us glory, and blood, and gold.” 
xvri. 

Lawyers and priests, a motley crowd, 

To tiic earth their ))alo brow’s boived, 

Tjike a bad prayer not over loud, 
Wliispciing — “ Thou ai*t Law and God!” 
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XVIU. 

Then all cried with one accord, 

“ Tliou art King, and Law, and Lord ; 
Anarchy, to thee we bow. 

Be thy name made lioly nowl” 

XIX. 

And Anarchy, the skeleton. 

Bowed and grinned to every one. 

As well as if his education 

Had cost ceil millions to the nation. 

XX. 

For ho knew the palaces 
Of onr kings were nightly his ; 

His the scejiti e, crown, and globe. 

And the gold-inwoven robe. 

XXI. 

So he sc^ his slaves before 
To seize upon the Bank and Tower, 

And was proceeding with intent 
To meet liis pensionctl parliament, 

XXII. 

AVlien one fled past, a manijic maid, 

And her name was Hope, she said : 

But she looked more like Despair; 

And she cried out in the air : 

x.xur. 

*^My father. Time is weak and grey 
With waiting for a better day ; 

See how idiot-like he stands, 

Trembling with his palsied hands ! 

xxrv. 

‘‘He has had child after child. 

And the dust of death is piled 
Over every one but me — 

Misery! oh, Misery!” 

XXV. 

Then she lay down in the street, 

Right before the horses’ feet, 

Expecting, with a patient eyo. 

Murder, Fraud, and Anarchy. 

XXVI. 

When between licr and her foes 
A mist, a light, an image rose, 

Small at first, an<.l weak and frail 
Like the vapour of the vale : 

XXVII. 

Till as clouds grow on the blast, 

Like tower-crowned giants striding fast. 
And glare with lightnings fis they fly. 
And speak in thunder to tho sky, 
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XXVTTT. 

It grew — .a shape ju iayod in mail 
Pirigliter tliaii the vijier’s scale, 

Ami Tipbonio on wings whoso grain 
Was like the light o(‘ sunny rain. 

XXIX. 

On its holm, seen far away, 

A planet, like the niorningX lay ; 

And those pinnies it light, rained through, 
Jake a shower of criinMUi dew. 

XXX. 

With step as soft as wind it ]>assc(l 
O’er the heads of men — so fast 
Tliat tliey knew the presenee there, 

And looked — and all Avas emiity air. 

X X XT. 

As flowers honeath May’s footsteps waken, 
As star.s from night’.s loose hair are sliaken. 
As waves arise when loud winds call, 
Thouglit.s spi’iuig where’er that stop did fall. 

. XXXJT. 

And the prostrate umllitiulc 
Looked— and ankle-deep in blood, 

Hope, that maiden most serene, 

AVas walking with a cpiiet mien : 

XXXlfT. 

And Aiiarcliy, llie ghastly* hirth, 

Jjay dead eartli upon the earth: 

Tlic Tloi’se of Death, tameless as wind, 

Fled, and with his lu'ofs did grind 
To thist tlie murdeivi'S thronged boliind. 

XXXIV. 

A nisliing liglit of clouds and splendour, 

A sense, awakening and yet tender. 

Was heard and felt —and at its close 
The.sc Avords of joy and fear aro.se; 

X XXV. 

As if their OAvn indignant earth, 

Which gave the sous of England birth. 

Had felt tlieir hlooil miou lier broAV, 

And shuddering Avith a mother’s throe, 

XXXVI. 

Had turned every drop of blood, 

IJy Avliich her face had been bedoAved, 

To an accent miAvithstood, 

As if her heart had cried aloud 

X. XX VII. 

''Men of England, Heir.s of Glory, 

Iforoes of unwritten story. 

Nurslings of one mighty mother, 

Hopes of her, and one another ! 

o o 
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XXXVIII, 

“ Rise, like lions after slumber, 

III uiivanquisliable number, 

Shake yuur elmiiis to earth like dew. 
Which in sleep had fall’ll on you. 

Yo are many, they are few. 

XXXIX. 

“What is freedom 1 Yc can toll 
That which Shivery is too well, 

For it'i very name has grown 
To an echo of your own. 

XU 

“’Tis to work, and have such pay 
As just kee2^s life from day to day 
In jmiir limbs as in a cell 
For tlie tyrants’ use to dwell : 

XU. 

“ So tliat ye for them are made, 

Loom, and 2>longh, and sword, and sjiado 
With or without your own will, bent 
To their defence and iionrislimeut. 
xui. 

“ ’I’is to BOO your cliihlrcn weak 
With their mothers j^iue and 2)cak, 

When the wintm’ winds are hlcak : — 
They are dying whilst 1 sticak.. 

XLIII. 

“ ’Tis to hunger for such diet. 

As tlie rich man in his riot 
Ca.sts to the fat dogs that lie 
Surfeiting beneath his eye. 

xuv. 

“ ’Tis to let the Ghost of Gold 
Take fi-om toil a thousand fold 
]\fbre tlian •'’er Ids substance could 
In the tyrannies of old : 

X f.V. 

“ Paper coin — that foi gcry ’ 

Of the title deeds, wJdeh ye 
Hold to something of the worth 
Of the inlieritance of Fiurth. 

XLVl. 

“ ’Tis to be a slave in soul, 

And to bold no strong controul 
Over your own wills, but bo 
All that others make of ye. 

XLVir. 

“ And at length when ye complain, 

With a murmur weak and vain, 
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*Tis to seo the tyrant’s crow 
Hide over your wives and you : — 

Blood is on the grass like dew ! 

xi^vrir. 

Then it is to fool revenge. 

Fiercely tliirsting to exchange 

Blood for blood— and wrong for wrong : 

Do not thus when ye are strong ! 

Xl.TX. 

“ Birds find rest in iiai*row nest. 

When weary of their winged quest; 

Beasts find fare in woody lair. 

When storm and snow are in the air. 

L,. 

ITorses, oxen, have a homo. 

When from ilail^" toil they come ; 

Household dogs, when the wind roars. 

Find a home within warm doors. 

la. 

“Asses, swine, liavc litter spread. 

And with fitting food ai-c fed ; 

All things have* a Jjomc hut one ; 

Thou, O EnglLslmiaii, hast none ! 

r TT. 

“ This is slavrjiy — savage nioii. 

Or wild beasts \vithin a dtm, 

Wouhl endure not as ye do : 

But such ills they never knew. 

T.i I r. 

“ What art thou, Freedom'? Oh! could slaves 
Answer from tlu?ir living graves 
This demand, tyrants would lloe 
Bike a dream’s dim imagery. 

i.i>. 

“Thou art not, as impostors say, 

A shadow soon to ])asa away, 

A superstition, and a name 
Echoing from the cave of Fame. 

i.v. 

“ For tlic labourer thou art bread 
And a comely table spread. 

From his daily labour come. 

In a neat and happy home. 

I.VI. 

“ Thou art clothes, and fire, and food 
For the train]»led multitude : 

No — ill countries that arc free 
Such Btarvation cannot be. 

As in Kagland now we see. 

(; 2 
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** To the rich thou art a check ; 

AVhen liis foot is on the neck 
Of his victim, thou dost make 
That he treads ui)oii a snake. 

liVni. 

“ Thou ai-t Justice — ne’er for f^old 
May thy righteous laws be sold. 

As law't arc in Kngland : — thou 
Shicldcst alike the high and low. 

T,IX, 

“ Tliou art Wisdom — freemen never 
3')reani that Clod will doom for ever 
All who think those things untrue, 

Of which j>i*iestri make such atlo. 

r.x. 

“ Thou .art Trace- -never by thee 
Would blood and treasure wastcil be. 

As tyrants wasted them, wlien all 
Ijcagucd to quench lliy flame in (laid. 

I. XI. 

What if hluglish toil and blood 
Was poured forth, even as a flood] 

It availed, O Taberty ’ 

To dim — but not extingnisli tJiee. 

i.xir. 

*‘Thoii art Love- the ricli have kist 
Thy feet; and like him following C’hrist, 
Given their substance to the free, 

And through the rough world followed thee. 
T.xni. 

‘‘ Oil turn tlieir wealth to arms, and make 
AVai’ for tliy belovt-d sake. 

On wealth ami war and fraud ; wlicnce they 
H^'ow the 2 >ower wliicli is tlieir 2jruy. 
cxiv. 

“Science, and Voetry, .^ud Thought, 

Arc thy liainps ; tlu‘y make tlie lot 

Of tile dwellers in a cot 

Such, tliey cui'sc their maker not. 

J. \ V. 

»S])irit, l*atiema», Ocntleness, 

All that can a-Uiriraml bless. 

Art tlioii ; let de«Mls, not words, cxi)resa 
Thine exceeding loveliness. 

I.X VI. 

“ Let a great sissi'ml ly be 
Of the fearless ami the free. 

On some spot of Kngli.■^h gi ound, 

WJiere tlie idaius stretch wide around. 
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r.xvri. 

“ Tjet the blue sky over!ica<l. 

The green earth on which ye tread. 

All that must eternal be. 

Witness the solemnity. 

T^XVllI. 

“ From the corners uttermost 
Of tlie bounds <jf J^lnglish coast ; 

From every hut, village, and town. 

Where those who live and suffer, mo.an 
For others’ misery, or their own : 

r-xix, 

“ From the workhou'<e and the prison. 
Where pale as corpses newly risen, 
Womon, chihlren, young, and old. 

Groan for pain, and weep for cold ; 
i.xx. 

From the haunts of daily life, 

AVhero is waged tlie rlaily strife 
Al'ith coninioii wants and comrnon cares, 
Wl]i(;h sow the Iniinan heart witli taros. 
T.xxr. 

“Tiastly, from the palaces. 

Where the murmur of distress 
Fchoos, like the distant soimd 
Of a wind, alive arouinl ; 

I.XXII. 

'‘Those prisou-halls of \v<‘alth nu<l fashion, 
Where some few feel sueli com2)assion 
For tlioso whf) groan, an>i. toil, and wail. 

As must make their brethren pale ; 

r xxiiT. 

“ Yc who suffer woes untohl. 

Or to feel, or to behold 

Your lost country bought mid sold 

W’'ith a juice of Idootl ainl gohl. 

f.XXlV. 

“ hot a vast assembly lie. 

And with gnxvt solemnity 

Declare with ne’er said w’ords, that ye 

Are, as God has iiunle ye, free. 

LXXV. 

T?c your strong aiul simple words 
Keen to won ml as sharpened swords. 

And wi<lo as targes let them bo, 

AVith their shade to cover yo. 

nxxvT. 

" Let the tyrants pour around 
Witli a (jnick and startling sound. 

Like the hmsoning of a sea, 

Troojis of armed einblazoniy. 
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L.XXVIT, 

“ Lict tlic charged artillery drive. 

Till the dead air seems alive 
With the elivsh of clanging wheels^ 
And the tramj> of hoi*ses’ heels. 

l.XXVIll, 

Let the fixed bayonet 
Oleani with sharp tlesire to wet 
Its bright point in English bloody 
Looking keen as one for food. 

T.xxrx. 

“ Let the horsemen's scimitars 
Wheel and Hash, like s])hert‘les.s stars. 
Thirsting to eclipse their hiirniiig 
In a sea of death an<l mourning. 


T.XXX. 

“Stand ye calm ainl resolute. 

Like a forest close and mute, 

AV^itli folded arms, am I looks which arc 
Woa 2 >ons of an unvaiH|uifthcd war. 
r \x Ki. 

“ And lot 1 Millie, who t)uts]>cods 
'.riui career of armed steeds, 

I’ass, a disreganled shade, 

Tiirougli your phalanx nndismayoil. 

I.\ X MJ, 

“ T^et the laws of your <^\vn land. 

Good or ill, between ye stand, 

Hand to liand, and foot to foot, 
Arbiters of the dis 2 >uto. 


i.xx xur. 

“ Tlie old laws of England ---they 
Whose reverend lieads with age arc grey, 
Glnldren of a wiser tlay ; 

And whose soleinii voice must be 
'.UMne own eclio --Liherty 1 

r.xxxi\ . 


“ Oil those who first should violate 
Such sacred heralds in their state. 
Host the hlofnl that must ensue ; 
And it will not rest on you. 


T.VXKV. 

‘^Aiid if then the tyrants <laro. 

Let them ri<hi among you there; 
Sla-sh, and sta.li, and maim, ami how; 
What they' like, that let them do. 


l.XXXVf. 

AVith folded arms and steady' eyes. 
And little fear, and loss snr^iri.se, 
Look ni»on them as they' slay^ 

Till their rage has died away ; 
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Then they will return with shame, 

To tho place from which they came. 
And the bh)ofl thus shed, will speak 
In hot blushes on their cheek : 

l.XXXVIH. 

“ Every woman in the land 
Will point at them as they stand - 
They will hardly dare to greet 
Tlieir ac(piaint.‘mce in the street : 

LXXXIX. 

“And tho bold true warriors. 

Who have hugged danger in the wars, 
Will turn to those who would be free, 
Ashamed of such base company : 

xr. 

“ And that slaughter to tho nation 
Sliall steam u]) like inspiration, 
Jdoquent, ora(adar, 

A volcano heard aftiu : 

x<r. 

“ And these words shall th»m become 
Like Oppression’s thnuderod doom, 
Kinging through caeh lieart and brain, 
Jfeard again — again — agaij) ! 

\(ir. 

“Uiso, like lions after slimd»cr 
In uiivaiKpiishahlo nnmbor ! 

Shake youi' chains to caith, like dew 
Which in sleep had fallen on you : 

Ye are mauy—thtjy are fowl” 
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PETEU BELL TriE T[IIED, 


BY 

MTCniXO MALLECIIO, 


Fs it a party in a i»ailour, 

f'raiuiuoil just as ilu*y on oartli Avorr { raiiiiiiC’d, 

Soiiu' si])pin,ur punc h — .oinc sippint? ti‘a, 
ihil, as you hy tlu-ir f.icos sue, 

All silent, and all damnc'd 1 

iV^v• Hcllf hy W. WoiiDSAVOUTu. 

OiMihMA. — Wliat means this, my lord ? 

llAMLJiT,--AIarry, this is Micliiug- Mallecho; it means miseliief. 

SllAKSl'EAKK. 


Dctiicatioit. 

TO THOMAS IIKOWX, KSQ., THE YOUNGEll, IT.F. 

l>r,AU Tom, — A llow mo to rcjiiost yon to iiitroduco Mr. Pet' r 
lu ll to tlio rospcctalilc raiuily ot'tljo F(nl}^es; altliuiigli ho may 
fall <»f those very eonsiderablo porsoiiageri ill the moio 

active proi)erLie.s which characterise the Kat and the Apostate, 

I suspect that ev. n yon, iheir historian, wdl eoiifess that lie 
surpasse-i tliem in the nmro peculiarly logiLimato qujilifi cation 
of intc denibl^l i di less. 

Von knoi®Mr. Kxaminei’ Hunt; well — it was he who pre- 
sented me to two of the Mr. Hells, My intimacy with tlio 
younger Mr. IjoII natiir.-illy sjn img from this introduction to his 
biotlicrs. And in iiresciiting hini to you, I have the satisfaciiou 
of being able to assure you that he is considerably the dullcat 
of tlie thi'ee. 

There is this particular advantage in an acipiaintanco vith 
any one of the J’er. r Pells, I hat if you know one Peter J5cll, yon 
know three Peter J Jells ; they are not one, Init three; not tlirec, 
but one. An awful mystery, wbicli, after Ijaving caused tor- 
rents of blood, and ha\ ing been hymned by groans enough 
to deafen the music of the splicres, is at length illustrated to 
tJio satisfaction of all pai-tios in the theoh^gical world, by the 
nature of Mr. I’eter Ik*ll. 

Peter is a polyhedric Peter, or a Peter with many sidoa. He 
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clianges colours like *a canieleon, and his coat like a snake. Ho 
is a l^rotous of a Peter. He \v;is at first sublime, pathetic, 
impressive, profound ; then dull ; then prosy and dull ; and 
now dull — 0 , so very dull ! it is an ultra-legitimate dulncss. 

You will perceive tliat it is not necessary to consider Hell 
and the Devil as supernatural machinery. The whole scene of 
my epic is in "^this world which is” — so Peter informed us 
before his conversion to IF/ti/c Obi 

T1)0 world of all i)f us, and wlu rc 

Wtijiiul our ktnnniu^s^ or not at all. 


Let me observe that I havo spent six or seven days in com- 
posing tliis sublime piece ; tlic orb of my moonlight genius has 
made tlie fourth 2>fO’t of its revolution round the dull earth 
which you inhabit, driving you mad, while it has retained its 
calmness and its sideiidour, and I have been fitting this its last 
2>ha,se ‘M o oeeui>y a iicrmanent station in tlie literature of my 
country.” 

Your works, indeed, dear Tom, sell bettor ; but mine are far 
superior. The ]uiljlie is no judge ; posterity sets all to rights. 

Allow mo to obhorve that so mucli has heou written of Peter 
Pell, that the present history (;an bo considered only, like the 
Iliad, as a ctJiitinuation of that series of eyelie ijoems, which havo 
sdrt'ady been candidates for bestowing immortality upon, at the 
same time that tliey receive it from, bis character and adven- 
tiu«!s. In this 2)oiiit of view, I have violated no rule of 
Syntax in beginning my coiiii)t)sitiou with a conjunction ; the 
fill: hto{) whiidi closes the poem continued by me, being, like 
the full stops at the end of the Iliad and Otlysscy, a full stoj) of 
n very qualilied iinjiorl. 

Hoping tliat tlui inunovtality which you havo given to the 
Fudges, you will receive from them ; .and in the firm expeeta- 
iion, tlnit when London shall he an habihition of bitterns, when 
Paul’s and Westminster Abbey sliall stand, shapeless and 
nameless ruins, in the midst of an uu2)C0ple(l marsh ; when the 
piers of Waterloo-! ’ridge shall bix'ome the hiLelei of islets of 
reeds and osiers, and cast the jagged shadows of their broken 
arches on the solitary stream, some transatlantic commentat<»r 
will l»e weighing in the scales of some new and now uuimagined 
system of criticism, the resjieetive merits of the Pells and the 
Fudges, and their historians. 


Ikceiuhcrl, LSll>. 


I remain, dear Tom, 

Yours sincerely, 

MlCIltNO Mali.eciio. 


P.*S. — Pray excuse tlio date of place; so soon as the profits 
of the publication come in, I nieau to hire Io<lgings in a more 
respectable street. 
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niOLOGUE. 

Pkter Dells, one, two and three. 

O'er the wi<lo world waiuleriiig be. — 
First, tlie antenatal Peter, 

Wrapt in weeds ot* the same metre, 

The so lon^' predestined raiment 
Clothed, in which to walk his way meant 
The second Peter; whose ambition 
Is to link the jiroposition, 

As the mean of two oxtremos-- 
(This was learnt from Aldric’s themes) 
Shieldin'^ from the s'uilt of sehism 
The orthodoxal syllogism ; 

The l^'irst Peter — ho wlio was 
Like the shadow* in the glass 
Of the secoml, yet nnripe, 

JFis substantial antitNja*.- - 
Then eamc t*eter Pudl the Second, 

WIjo henceforward must be reckoned 
The body of a double sou’*, 

And tliat p<n*tion of the \\ln>lc 
AVithont wbieh the re>t would seem 
Kuds of a disjointed dream. — 

And the Third is ho wlio lias 
O’er tlio grave boon forced to pass 
To the other side,, whioh is, — 
do and try else, —just like this. 

Peter Bell the First was Peter 
Smugger, milder, softer, neater. 

Like tile soul b<*fore it is 
P>orn from fhat world into tku. 

The next Peter Bell Avas ho, 

Predevote, like yon and me. 

To good or evil as may come ; 

His Avas the severer <lcitnn, — 

For he was un cAil Cotter, 

And a ])olygamic l*otter.* 

" Tlic oldest schnliasts road — 

A f/aiii'ic Potter. 


This is at once inure doM;rT- livo and iin>ro nicgalojihonous, — b«it 
the .'ilJitorafion ol' Uio io.\t lia-l caiilivatoil tlio vnJg.ir oar •»<’ tlio herd 
of tutor oonniioiitators. 
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And the last is Peter Bell, 

Damned since our first parents fell. 
Damned eternally to Hell — 

Surely he deserves it well ! 


PART THE FIRST. 


DEATH. 

And P(jtev Poll, when lie had been 
With fresl\-iin])oi tcd bell lire warmed, 

Grew serious — from his dress and mien 
’Twas very plainly to bo seen 
Peter was (piite reformed. 

Jlis ej’es turned up, liis iiiouth turned down : 

His accent caught a nasal twang ; 

He oiled his liair/ there might bo heard 
Tlie grace of God in every word 
Which Peter sai<l or sang. 

Put lector now grew oM, and had 
An ill no (loelur coMld unravel ; 

His torments almost drove him mad ; — 

Sonic said it was a fever had- 
Somc swore it was Uic gravel. 

His holy friends then eamo about, 

Ami with lung \»reaehing ami persuasion, 
Convinced the patient that, without 
The smallest shallow of a doubt, 

Ho ^vll3 predestined to damnation. 

They said — “ Tliy name is Peter Boll ; 

Thy skin is of a brimstone hue ; 

Alive or dcjid — ayo, sick or well— 

The one God made to rhyme witli hell ; 

The other, I think, rhymes with you.” 

^ To those wlio Jijivc not duly iii»prcciatod the liistiiiction Tictwecii 
lyjntle HI) ' Hti'istnj oil, this ;ittrihiitc* rather sia-m to holoug to 

the Daii(/yth!u» (ho Evantfelii*. Tlie ellert. N\hiMi p- the winrhyanl, 
is indcod so similar, that it rotpiims a siil»llo Ji:itiira]i''’i to discriminate 
the iiniiuals. They belong, however, to distinct gcneivi. 
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Tlicn Peter set up such a j^cll ! — ■ 

The nurse, who with soiiio water gruel 
Was climbing up tlic stairs, as well 
As her old legs could climb them — fell 
And broke tlicm both— the fall was cruel. 

The Parson fi*om the casement leapt 
Into the lake of Windermere — 

And uiany an col — though no adept 
In God’s right reason for it — kept 
Gnawing his kidneys half a year. 

And all the rest rushed through the door, 
And tumbled over one another, 

And broke tlioir skulls. Up<in the floor 
Meanwhile sat Peter IJell, and swore, 

And cursed his father aiul his mother; 

And raved of G«k 1, and sin, and death, 
lllasjdicming like an Infhhd ; 

And said, that with liis clenchotl toisth, 

He’d seize the earth from underneath, 

And drag it with liim do'vn to hell. 

As he was speaking came a spasm, 

And wrenched his gnashing teeth asunder 
Take one who sees a strange [djantasm 
Ho lay, — there was a silent chasm 
llctwixt Ills upper jaw and umlcr. 

And yellow <lcath lay on his face : 

Ami a fixed smile that was not human 
Tohl, as I understand the case, 

Tliat lie was gone to tlie wrong place : — 

I heard all this from the old woman. 

Then there came down fnuii Laiigdalo Pike 
A cloud, with lightning, wind and hail ; 

It swept over the mountains like 
An ocean, — and T hoard it strike 

The woods and crags of (b-asmerc vale. 

And I saw the black storm come 
Ncai’er, minute, after minnlc; 

Its thunder made the cataracts dumb ; 

With biss, and clash, and hollow hum, 

It neared as if the Devil was in it. 
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The Devil in it : — he had bought 
Peter for hnlf-a crowii ; and when 
The stoi-in whieli boro him vanished, nought 
That in the house that storm had caught 
Was ever seoji again. 

The ga]nng neigh])onrs came next day — 
They found all vanished from the shore : 
Tlic liihle, whence he used to pray. 
Half-scorched under a hen-coop lay; 
Smashed glass— and nothing more ! 


PAllT THE SECOND. 


THE DKVfb. 

Thk Dkvii,, T safely can aver, 

Has neitlKO* hoof, nor tail, nor sting; 

Nor is he, as some sages swear, 

A spirit, neither hero nor there, 

7u nothing — yet in overytldng. 

lie is — whiit w«' are ; for sometimes 
The Devil is a gentleman ; 

At others a l«ar(l i bartering rhymes 
For saek ; a slatt‘.vina!i '^pinning crimes; 

A swindler, \i\ing as lie can; 

A thief, who eouieth in the night, 

With whole hoots and not pantaloons, 
Tjike some one whom it were not right 
To mention or ttie luckless wight, 

From whom lie sleals nine silver spoons. 

Put in this case he did appear 

Like a sh^p in-aciiant from Wapping, 
And with smug f tee, and eye severe, 

On every side did perk and peer 
Till ho saw Potei- dead or napping. 

He had on an n]ipcr Penjamin 
(For he was of the ilriving schism) 

In the >vhic]j he wrapt liis .skin 
I'rom the storm he travelled in, 

For fear of j'licuiuatism. 



462 


rETER BELL THE THIRD. 


He called tbe ghost out of the corse ; — 
Tt was ex(.‘Cf*(liiigly like Peter, — 

Only its voi(;e was hollow and hoarse — 
It had a ([ticerish look of course — 

Its dress too was a little neater. 

The Devil knew not his name and lot, 
Peter knew not that he was Bidl : 
Kacli had an ui>Ber stream of thought. 
Which made all seoni as it was not ; 
Pitting itself to all things well. 

Peter thought he had pai’ciits dear, 
Brothers, sisters, cousins, cronies, 

In the fens of Lincolnshire ; 
lie perhaps ha<l found them there 
Had ho gone and boldly shown his 

Solouiii phiz in his own village ; 

Where lie thought <»ft when a hoy 
He’d cloinb the orchard walls to ifilhige 
Tlie produce of his neighhour’s tillage. 
With inarvellous pride and joy. 

And the Devil thought he had, 

’Mid tlie misery and confusion 
Of an unjust war, just made 
A fortune by the gainfid tnnlo 
Of giving soldiers rations bad — 

The world is full of strange delnsioii. 

That lie had a mansion planned 
In a S(]\iare like (Irnsven or- square. 
That he was aping fashion, and 
That he now’ came to Westmoreland 
To see what w’as romantic there. 

And all this, though <|uitc i<leal, — 
Keady at a bi-cath to vanish, — 

Was a state not more unreal 
Than the peace he could not feel, 

Or the care ho could not banish. 

After a little conversation. 

The Devil told Peter, if he chose, 
He’d bring liim to the world of fashion 
By giving him a si< nation 

In his own service — and now clothes. 
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And Peter bowed, t^nite pleased and proud, 
And after waiting some few days 
For a new livery <lirty yellow 
Tuniod up will) black — tlie wrctclied fellow 
Was bowled to Hell in the Devil’s chaise. 


PART TITK THIRD. 


IIKLL. 

IIkij. is a city much like London— 

A po])nluus and a smoky city ; 

There arc all sorts of people uinlone, 

And there is little or no fun done; 

Small justice shown, and still less pity. 

There is a Castles, and a Claiming, 

A Cobbett ainl a (’astlcreagh ; 

All sorts of caitiff cor])scs planning, 

All sorts of co/cuiiig Ibr trepanning 
Corpses less coi rnpt than they. 

There is a ♦ * *, who has lost 

iii.s wits, or sold <hcni, none knows which ; 
lie walks about a douldo ghost, 

And though as tlnn as Fraud almost- 
Ever grows more grim and rich. 

There is a Chancery Court; a King; 

A manufacturing mob ; a set 
Of thieves wdio by themselves arc sent 
Similar thieves to represent ; 

All army ; and a public debt. 

Which last is a scherac of paper money, 

And means — being interpreted — 

“ Bees, keep your wax — give us the honey, 
And we will plant, while skies arc sunny, 
Flowers, wliich in winter servo instead.’* 

There is great talk of revolution — 

And a great chance of despotism— 

Gorman soldiers — camps- -confu.sion — 
Tumults — lotteries — rage — dclu.siou — 

Gin — suicide — and luethodism. 
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Taxes too, on wine and bread, 

And meat, and bc«r, and tea, and cheese, 
Fr<jm those patriots iniro ai*c fed, 

Who gorge before tlicy reel to bed 
The tenfold essence of all tlicso. 

There arc mincing women, mewing, 

(Tjike cals, wlio aniHut inixerh,*) 

Of tlicir own virtue, and pursuing 
Their gentler sisters to that ruin, 

Witliout which — what were chastity. f 

Lawyers- judges — old hobnoblx'rs 
Are there -bailiffs — chancellors -- 
Bisho[).s — great and little robbers 
Rhymesters — pamphleteers -stock-jobbers — 
^Slon of gl<.»ry in the wars, - 

Things wliosc trade is, over ladie.s 

To lean, and dirt, and stai’o, ainl simper, 
Till all that is divine in woman 
(Irows ci'nol, courteous, smooth, inhuman, 
(h’ucified ’twixt a smile and whimper. 

Thrusting, toiling, wailing, moiling. 
Frowning, preaching — sneli a riot ! 

Knell with iievcr-ceasing labour. 

Whilst he thinks he cheats his neiglibour, 
Cheating his own heart of quiet. 

And all these meet at levees ; — 

Dimier.s convivial and political ; — 

Suppens of epic poets ; — teas, 

AVhei-e small-talk dies in agonies ; — 
I’reakfa.^ts professional ami eritieal; 


Lunclms and snacks so ahlcrmanio 

That ono would furnish forth tcii dinners, 
Whejv reigns a Cnrlan tongiied p.-inic, 

Lest news Russ, Lutcli, or Alemamiie 

Shoidd make some losers, and sumtj winners 


* One of the* fitti iliiii' s in I innn-ir^’s ilfs«*rii>tinn nf the Cat. To a 
«iniil:ir e.-iiisi- tin- f.-iiri-xvaiilin ■ i>r nmi-u nm: of tliis gciiu.s 

is to bo ruthm<l (.vciiif, imli i 'I, that (lu; poor <]ii!i(hMipo«l is ooni- 
l)ello(l to quarrel witli its own plo;isiiros, whilst the ])ii>od is suppose J 
only to rjimriol with those i-l otlioiN. 

t What would this liusk and oveuso for ;i virtue bo without its 
kernel prostitution, oi- the hoiiu-l J>r•^'4t■itllt.ioM without this hiiskofa 
virtue? 1 wiuidcr the wouieii ortho town di> !iot fonii aii association, 
like the Society for the Suppression of Vice, for t lie siquiort of wliat 
maybe calleil the “ Kin^, Chureh. ami Constitiitiou ’’ of their order. 
But this subject is aliuort too horrible for a jfike. 
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At conversazioni — ^balls — 

Conventicles — and drawing-rooms — 
Courts of law — coinmittces — calls 
Of a morning — clubs — book stalls - 
Cl 1 11 relies — masquerades — ai id t on i b s. 

And this is Kell — and in this smother 
All are damnable and damiKsl ; 

Each one damning, damns the otlier ; 
They are damned by one another. 

By none other are they damne<l. 

’Tis a lie to say, “ Cod damns ! ” * 

Where was Keaveii’s Attornej" Cenoral 
When tlicy first gave out such Hams ! 

Let there be an end of shams. 

They are mines of poisonous mim iMl. 

Statesmen damn themselves to lie 

Cursed; and lawyers damn their souls 
To the auction of a fee ; 

Churchmen d mm tlienisolvcs to see 
Cod’s sweet love in burning coals. 

The rich are damned beyond all cure. 

To taunt, and starve, ami trample on 
Tlie weak and wretcboil ; and the pot.>r 
Damn their broken hearts to endure 
Stri[ic on stripe, with gr.^.iii on groan. 

Sometimes the ]ioor are dannuMl indeed 
^J\) take, — not nu'aus for being ble-^i, — 
But Cobbett’s Huutf, revenge ; tiiat \Need 
From Avhich the worms that it d‘»th iecd 
5S<piee/,e less than they before pi.»ssesscd. 

And some few, like w'e know wh<', 

Damned — but God alone knows wiiy — 
To believe their minds arc given 
To make tliis ugly flell a Heaven; 

In which faith they live and die. 

Thus, as ill a town, plague-stricken. 

Each man be lie sound or no 
Must iiidiiroreiitly sicken ; 

As when day begins to thicken, 

None knows a pigeon from a crou, — 


“ This liln;l on our n;ition.al oath, and t!iis •■f . '\ i ur 

ooiiutrynicu itl* Ihmiilt In ulio ilally pra'-Lioo. of .''«il»‘iunly a.- -< v-j 

must onovinous I'al t'ln*od, I Tear ik-^orve-s tlio notice t'f a i-.unv. 
active Attorney General tiian tliat Ueiv allu<leii to. 


11 n 
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So good and bad, sane and mad. 

The oppressor .'uid the oppressed ; 

Those who weep to see what others 
Smile to inflict upon their brothers ; 

Lovers, haters, worst and best ; 

All arc damned — they breathe an air. 

Thick, infoeteil, joy-dispelling ; 
l^ach pin s lies what seems most fair, 

Mining like moles, tliroiigli mind, and there 
Scoop pal.'ice-eaverii.s vast, where Care 
In throned state is ever dwelling. 


PART THE FOURTH. 


aiN. 

Lo, Peter in Hell’s Orosvciioissqnai-c, 

A footman in the Devil’s service ! 

And the misjudging \vorld would swear 
That cveiy man in service there 
To virtue would prefer vice. 

But Peter, though now damned, was not 
What Peter was before damnation. 

Men oftentimes prepare a lot 
Which ere it finds them, is not what 
Suits with their genuine station. 

All things that Peter saw and felt 
Had a iieculiar a.spcet to I dm ; 

And when they came within the belt 
Of bis own nature, seemed to melt. 

Like cloud to cloud, into him. 

And so the outward w’^orld uniting 
To that witliiu him, ho became 
Considerably miiiivitiiig 
To those, wlio nii ditatioii slighting. 

Were moulded in a different frame. 

And he scorned tliern, ami they ncorncd him 
And lie scori.ed all they did ; and they 
Did all til at imai of tlieir ow n trim 
Are 'wont to do to please their whim, 
Drinking, lying, swearing, play. 
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Snell were liis fellow-servants ; tlins 
His virtue, like our own, wiis built 
Too much on that indignant fuss 
Hypocrite IVide stirs nji in us 
To bully out another’s guilt. 

lie had a mind which was somehow 
At once circiinifcrcnce and centre 
Of all he might or feel or know ; 
Nothing went ever out, although 
Something did ever enter. 

He had as much imagination 
Asa pint-2)ot ; — he never could 
Fancy another situation. 

From whicli to dart Ids contemplation. 
Than that wherein he stood. 

Yet his was individual mind. 

And new created ail he saw 
In a new manner, and rollned 
Those new creations, and combined 
Them, by a master-spirit's huv. 


T1 1 ns — tl 1 on^ d « u n imaginati v e — 

An apjn’olionsion clear, intense. 

Of bis miiur.s work, liad ijjade alivo 
The things it wrought on ; I hclievo 
Wakening a sort t>f thonglit in sense. 

But from the first ’twns Peter's drift 
To be a kind of moral eunueli. 

He touehcil tlie liem of nature’s shift. 

Felt faint — and never dared uplift 
The closest, all-concealing tunic. 

She laughed the while, with an arch smile. 
And kissed him wdth a sister’s kiss. 

And said — “ My best Diogenes, 

I lovo you well — but, if you please. 

Tempt not again my deepest bliss. 

“ ’Tis you are cold — for I, not coy, 

Yiehl lovo for love, fnuik, w'ann and truo; 
And Burns, a Scottisli i^oasant boy — 

His errors prove it — knew my joy 
More, learned friend, tliau you. 


IT n 2 
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“ Bocca hacciala non jicrde ventura 
Anzi nnnuova come fa la Luna : — 

So thought Boccaccio, wliose sweet words might cure : 
Male prude, like you, from wliat you now endure, a 
Low-tide ill soul, like a stagnant laguna.” 

Then Peter rubbed his eyes severe. 

And smoothed his spacious forehead down. 

With his bi’osid palm ; — ^’Lwixt love and fear, 

II 0 looked, as he no doubt felt, queer, 

And in his dream sate down. 

The Devil was no uncommon creature ; 

A loaf^len-wittod thief-— just huddled 
Out of the dross and scum of nature ; 

A t<jad like lump of limb ami feature, 

With mind, and lieart, and fancy muddled. 

ITo was that heavy, dull, cohl thing, 

The spirit of evil well may bo : 

A drone loo base to have a sting; 

AVho gluts, and giinies his lazy wing, 

And calls lust, luxury. 

Now he was <piitc the kind of wight 
Itouiid whom collect, at a tixed icra, 

Venison, turtle, hock, and claret, ■ - 

(Jood eheei’— and those who come to share it — 

And best J^ast Indian nuwleira! 

It was Ids fancy to invito 

Men of science, wit, and h'a,rning, 

Wlio came to lend eaeli other lii^lit ; 

He proudly tliouglit that Ids gold’s might 
Had set those spirits burning. 

And men of lenndng. scieiwe, wit, 

(k)n.sidcred liini as you ami I 
Tliink of some rotten tree, and sit 
Ijonnging and diidng nmler it, 

Kxposct.1 to the \\ide sky. 

And .all the whili , with loose fat smile, 

The W’illiiig w'etcli sat winking there. 

Believing ’twas h.s j>ower tliat made 
That jovial sceiM:-— ami that all i)aid 
Homiage to his unnoticed chair. 
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Though to bo sure this place was >f oil ; 

Ho was the Devil — and all they — 
What though the claret cirelccl well. 
And wit, like ocean, rose and fell ] — 
Were damned eternally. 


TART THE FIFTH. 


GRACE. 

Among the guests who often staid 
Till the iJevil's pelits-soiij>ers, 

A man there came, fair as a maid. 

And Peter noLe<l what he said. 

Standing beliin<l his master’s chair. 

He was a mighty ])oet — and 
A suhtle-souled psychologist ; 

All things ho seemed to understand. 

Of old or new - of sea or land — 

Rut his own iniml — which was a mist. 

This was a man who might have turned 
Hell into Heaven — •iinl so in glailness 
A Heaven uiiLo himself have earned : 

Rut he in shadows undiscerned 

Trusted, — and damned himself to madness. 

Ho spoke of poetry, and how 

“ Divine it was — a light — a love — 

A spirit which like wind doth blow 
As it listeth. to and fro ; 

A dew rained down from God above. 

“A i>ower wbicli comes and goes like dream. 

And which none can ever trace — 

Heaven’s light on earth — Truth's brightest beam.' 
An<l wlicii he ceased there lay the gleam 
Of those words upon his face. 

H(av Peter, when he heart! such talk. 

Would, heedless of a broken pate. 

Stand like a man aslot'p, or baulk 
Some wishing guest of knife or fork, 

Or drop and break his master’s plate. 
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At night he oft would stjirt and wake 
Like a lover, juid began 
In a wild iiieasiirc songs to make 
On moor, and glen, .and rocky lake. 

And on the heart of man. 

And on the universal sky — 

And the wide earth’s bosom green, — 

And the sweet, strange mysteny 
Of what beyond these things may lie. 

And yet remain unseen. 

For ill his thong] it he visited 

The spots in whieli, ere dead and damned, 
lie his wayward life had led ; 

Yet knew not whence the tlionghts were fed. 
Which thus his fancy crammcil. 

And these obscure remombruncos 
StiiTotl HiKjli harmony in retc'i*, 

That whensoever lie shouhl please, 
lie could speak of rocks and trees 
In poetic metre. 

For though it was without a a(mso 
Of memory, yet he remembered well 
Many a ditch and quick -sot fence ; 

Of lak(i.s lie iiad intelligence. 

He knew something of heath, and fell. 

lie had also dim recollections 

Of j)edlars tramping on their rounds; 
Milk-pans and pails ; and o^ld collectious 
Of saws, and ijroverbs ; and reflections 
Old i)arsons make in burying-grounds. 

But Peter’s vci’so was clear, and came 
Announcing from the fr«>zen hoartli 
Of a cold age, tliat none miglit tame 
The soul of that diviner Ihime 
It augured to the hkirtb. 

Like gentle rains, on the dry iilains. 

Making that green which late wjus grey, 

Or like the sudden moon, that stains 
Some gloomy chamher's wiinlow panes 
With a broad light like day. 
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For language was iii Peter’s hand, 

Like clay, while ho was yet a potter ; 

And he made songs foi* all the land. 

Sweet both to feel and nndemtand, 

As pljikins late to mountain (Jotter. 

And Mr. , tlie bookseller. 

Gave twenty pounds for some ; — then scorning 
A footman’s yellow coat to wear, 

Peter, too proud of heart, 1 fear, 

Instantly gave the Devil warning. 

AVhereat the Devil took offence. 

And swore in his soul a great oath then, 

“ That for his danined iinpcrtinencc, 

He’d bring him to a proi>er sense 
Of what w’as due to gentlemen !” — 


PART THE SIXTH, 


DA^MMATIUN. 

“ O THAT mine enemy bad written 

A book ! ” — cried Job a fearful curse ; 
If to the Arab, as the ilritnii, 

’Twjis galling to be ciatie bitten : -- 
The JJevil to Peter wished no worse. 

When Peter’s next new book found vent, 
The Devil to all the first Reviews 
A copy of it slily sent. 

With iive-poniid note as compliment. 

And this shoi’t notice — “ Pray aV»use.” 

Then seriathn, mouth and quarter, 

Appeared such mad tirades. — One said — 
“ Peter seduced Mrs. Foy’s daughter. 

Then drowned the mother in UUswatcr, 
The last thing as he went to bed.” 

Another — Let him shave his bead ! 

Where’s Dr. Willis / — Or is lie joking ? 
Wl iat tloes the rascal mean or hope, 

No longer imitating l*opc, 

III that barbarian Shakspeare poking 1” 
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One more, Is incest not enough ? 

And must there be adultei’y too ] 

Grace after moat? Miscreant juid Tjiar! 

Thief! Blackguard! Scoundrel! Fool! Hell fire 
Is twenty times too good for you. 

By that last hook of yours wr<: think 
You’ve double damned yourself to scorn ; 

Wo warned you whilst j^et on the brink 
You stood. From your black name will shrink 
The babe that is unborn.” 

All these Reviews the Devil made 
Up in a parcel, which he had 
Safely to Beter’s house conveyed. 

For carriage, ten pence Peter paid — 

Untied them — read them — went half rna».l. 

“ What ! ” cried he, " tin's is my reward 
For nights of thought, ami days of toil ? 

Do poets, but to be abhorred 
By men of whom they never heard. 

Consume their spirits' oil ? 

Wliat linve T done to them 1~ and who 
/if Mrs. Foy ? ’'J’is very cnicl 
To speak of rno and Emma so! 

Adultery ! God defeml me ! Oh ! 

I’ve half a mind to fight a duel. 

“ Or,” cried he, a gmve look collecting, 

** Is it my genius, like the moon. 

Sets those who stand lior face inspecting, 

That face within their bmiu reflecting. 

Like a crazed bell-cliiiiie, out of tuneV’ 

For Peter did not know the town, 

But thought, as country leaders do, 

For half a guinea or a crown, 

He Vajught oblivion or renown 

From God’s own voice* in a review. 

All Peter did on this occasion 

Was, writing some sa<l stuff in prose. 

It is a dangerous invasir»n 
When poets criticise ; tlieir station 
Is to delight, not pose. 

* yn.r popvJi vox Dfi. As Mr. Godwin tinly observes of a more 
famous saying, of so an: vicril as a popular maxiui, biU totally deslUiite of 
phUosoph ical accuracy. 
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Tlie Devil then sent to Leipsic fair, 

For 1501*11*3 trjuislatioii of Kant’s hook; 

A world of words, tail foremost, wliure 
Eight — wrong — false — tme — and fonl — and fair, 
As in a lottery-wheel are shook. 

Five thousand crammed octavo pages 
Of German psychologies, — he 
Who his furor verhonuu assuages 
Thereon, deserves just seven inontlis’ wages 
More than will e'er be due to me. 

I looked on them nine several days, 

And tlicn I saw that they were bad; 

A frieinl, too, sjioke in their. dispraise,- -- 
He never read them ;- with amaze 
I found Sir Willijiin Drummond had. 

When the book came, the Devil sent 
It to P. V'erliovalo,* Kstpiiro, 

With a brief note of oompJinjcnt, 

J5y that night’s Carlisle mail. It ^Ycnt, 

And set liis soul on fire. 


Fire, ’vvhicli ex luce jurrheua fnmnm^ 

Made him beyond the bottom see 
Of truth’s clear well — w lien I ami you, Ma’am, 

Go, as we shall do, snblcr hmuiun^ 

We may kno^v more than he. 

Now Peter ran to seed in soul 
into a walking paradox ; 

For lie was neither part nor whole, 

Nor good, nor bad — nor knave nor fool, 

— Among the w oods and rocks. 

Furious he rode, where late he ran, 

Lasliing and spurring his tame hobby ; 

Turned to a f(»rinal puritan, 

A soloinn and unsexnal man, — 

He half believed White Obi. 

Quasi, (^a vnUt Xirho : — i. e. all the words wliich have been, are, or 
any be expon-kMl 1*y, for, tigaiiist, w’itli, «u’ on liiio. A sonicient proot 
the utility of this liislory. 1*eti:r’s projroiiitor who elected this 
■ lanitj Rceios to have posse^.^cd a aulh'ifKtUd cojnition ol the nature 

3-nd modesty of tins ornament of his posterity. 
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This steed in vision he would ri«lc, 

High trotting over uiiio-iucli bridges, 

Witli Flibbertigibbet, iinj) of pride, 

Mocking and mowing by his side — 

A mad-brained goblin for a guide — 

Over corn-fields, gates, and hedges. 

After these ghastly rides, he came 

Home to Ids heart, and found from thence 
Much stolen of its accustomed llaiiie ; 

His thoughts gv(5W weak, drowsy, and lame 
Of their intelligeucc. 

To Peter’s view, all seemed one lino ; 

He was no whig, In,* w:is no tory ; 

No Deist and no Christian he ; — 

Ho got so subtle, that to bo 
Nothing, was all his glory. 

One single point in his belief 
From his organisation sprung, 

Tlio heart-enrooted faith, the chief 
Ear in Ids doctrines’ blighted sheaf, 

TJuit happiness is wrong ; ” 


So thought Calvin and Dominic ; 

So think their fierce succe'ssors, who 
Even now would neither stint nor stick 
Our liesh from off our bones to pick. 

If they might “ do their do.” 


flifi morals thus were undermined : — 

The old Peter —the hard, old Potter 
Was born anew within his mind ; 

Ho grow dull, harsh, sly, unrelinod, 

As wheu he tramped beside the Otter.* 

In the death linos of agony 

Lambciitly (lasliing frf>m a fish. 

Now Peter felt nmiiscil to see 
Sliades like a raifibow’s rise and flee, 
Mixed with a certain hungry wish.+ 


* A faruoiis river in tlie new Atlniitis of the Dynastophylie r.inti' 
socratisLs. 

t See the dcscrii)tion ol the b'ojmlinil e<jlours iirodueed during 
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So in his Connti-y's flying face 

He looked — and lovely as she lay, 
Seeking in vain liis last embrace, 

Wailing her own abandoned case, 

With hardened sneer ho turnetl away : 

And coolly to his own soul said ; — 

Do you not think that we niiglit make 
A pofiTii on her when she’s dead : — 

Or, no — a thought is in my head— 

Her shroud for a new sheet I’ll take. 

“ My wife wants one. — ^Lct who will hm*y 
This mangled corpse ! And 1 aiid yon, 
My dearest soul, will then make merry, 

As the Prince Uegent did witl) Sherry, — 
Ay — and at last desei*t me too.” 

And so his Soul would not bo gay, 

Tint moaned within him; like a fawn 
Moaning within a cave, it lay 
AVounded and wjxsting, <lay by day. 

Till all its life of life was gone. 


As troubled skies stain waters clear, 

The storm in Peter’s heart and mind 
Now made his verses dark and <[nccr : 
Tlioy were the gliosts of what they wore, 
Sliakiiig dim grave-clothes in the wind. 


For he now ravc<l enormous folly, 

Of Ba[)tisnis, Sunday schools, and Craves, 
’Twonld make George Colman melanclioly, 
To have heard him, like a male Molly, 
Chauntiiig those stupid staves. 


death of a number of tnmt, in the fourth part of a louj^ 
poeti’ in blank verse, xni})Usho<l within a few years. That poem contains 
enrUiiiM evidence of the gradual hardening of .a strong hut circum- 
sir'd)od soTisihility, of tlie ])erveraion of aponotrating hut i)anie-stneken 
uiidei’stariding. I’lio autlior miglit have < tori wd a lossou which he had 
|)i’obab]y forgotten from these sweet and suhliiue verses. 

This lesson, Shoplicrd. let us two di\ i<le. 

Taught both by wliat she* shows ;uul wliat conceals, 

Neve;- to hleiul onr pleasure «>r onr pr’ule 
With sorrow of the meanest thing tiiat feels. 


Natui’e. 
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Yet tlio Reviews, who heaped abuse 
Oil Peter while he wrote for freedom, 

So soon as in his song they spy 
The folly which sofithes tyranny, 

Praise him, for those who feed ’em. 

He w’as a man, too great to scan ; — 

A jilnTiet lost ill truth’s keen rays : — 

Ilis virtue, awful and prodigious ; — 

He was tlic most sublime, religious. 

Pure-minded Poet of these days.’’ 

As soon as he read that, cried Peter, 

“ Eureka ! I have found the way 
To make a better tiling of metre 
Tliaii e’er was made by living creature 
Up to this blessed day.” 

Tlicn Peter wrote odes to the Devil ; -- 
In one of Avhich he meekly saiil: 

“ May (kiriiago and Slaughter, 

Thy niece and thy daugliter, 

May Rapine and Famine, 

Thy gorge ever cramming. 

Glut thee witli living and dead ! 

May death and damnation, 

And cousteriiatiou, 

Flit up from hell with pure intent ! 

Slash them at Manchester, 

Glasgow, Leeds, and Chester; 

Dreueh all witli blood from Avon to Trent. 

Lot thy hody-guard yeomen 
Hew down bahes and women, 

And laugh with bohl triumph till Heaven be rent, 
Wlien Moloch in Jewry, 

Munched children with fury. 

It was thou, Devil, dining with pure intent.” * 


* It is c.urious !»> (lUstTv*' Imw ofUni cxtrenu’.s luuct. Cobkclt 
Pc-Ut use the saiiK! l:iiiKaa/e luv a UitVereul. purpose: PetiT is iinlLril 
a sort nf metrical Cohbetf. (Johbutt is, however, more miscliiovoiis 
than I’eter. because he imllutes a holy aiwi now uiicoiKiueialilc cause 
with the principles of !< iritiinate immler; whilst the other only 
makes a bad one ridiciilou-. and «)dioiis. 

If eitlicr I’otcr or (Ntbl -tt should see this note, each will feel nioJV! 
indignation at being eomp ired t<i the idber than, at any censure iuipia'» 
in the iiior.d perversion laid to their cliaigo. 
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PART THE SF.VEXTTT. 

♦ - 

DOIJREE DATIN' AT I OX. 

I’m;: Devil now know his pro])or cno.--- 
Soon as he riiud the o<lo, lie diovo 
To liis IViend Jjor<l Mac Mnnlcroliousc’s, 

A inaii of intoi’osti in both houses, 

And said :-~“For money oi* for love, 

“ Pray find some core or sinecure; 

To fec<l from the su])orfi\ions taxes, 

A friend of ours a })oet —fewer 
Have fluttered tajiier to the hire 
Than he.” His lordship stands and racks his 

►Stupid brains, while one nii:^ht count 
As many beads as he had boroughs, — 

At length rcpli(,‘s; from hi.s moan front, 

Jjike one who rnlis out an account, 

•Smoothing away the uinncaiiing furrows: 

It happens fortunately, divir Sir, 

1 can. 1 hojK* I nce<l ro<|iiiro 
No jiledgo from y«ai, that he will stir 
In our allairs ; — like Oliver, 

That he’ll be woiHiy of his hire.” 

The.se word.s cxohaugiMl, the news sent olt 
7’»> J’eter, home the l)e\il hied,--- 
7\>ok to his bed ; he had uo eou'r^h, 

No doctor,— im at ain\ drink enough, — 

Yet that same night he died. 

7710 Devil’s (HU pse was leaded down ; 

His decent heirs enjoyed his pelf, 
]Mi>urning-coai*lies, many a one, 

I'ollowcil his hearse along tlui town : — 

Where wa,s the Devil himself? 

AVhen Peter heard of hi.s promotion, 

IJi.s eyes grew like two stars for blis.s : 

There w.is a bow of slock <h*votion, 
Engendering in bis ba<’k; each iiietion 
Seemed a Lord’s shoo to kiss. 
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He hired a house, bonglit plate, and made 
A genteel drive np to liis door. 

With sifted gravel neatly laid, — 

As if defying all who said, 

Peter was ever poor. 

But a disease soon struck into 
Tlie veiy life and soul of Peter — 

He widke<l about— slept had the hue 
Of health upon his cheeks — and few 
Dug bettor — none a heartier eatca*. 


And yet a strange and horrid curse 
Clung ujuni Peter, night and day, 

Month after month the thing grew worse. 

And deadlier than in tliis my verse, 

I can hud strength to say. 

Peter was dull- ho was at first 
J)ull---0, so dull — so very <lull ! 

Whether he talked, wrote, or rehearsed — 

Still with this diilncss was lie cursed — 

Dull — beyond all conception — dull. 

No one could read his books — no mortal, 

But a few natural friends, would licar liiiri ; 

The parson came not near his [lortal ; 

His state was like tliat of the immortal 

Described by Swift — no man could bear him. 

His sister, W'ifc, and children yawned, 

\N"ith a long, slow, and tlrcar ennui, 

All liumaii patience far beyond ; 

Their hopes of Heaven each would have pawned, 
Anywhere else to be. 

But in bis verse, and in his prose, 

The essence of his duliiess was 

Concentred and compressed so close, 

’Twouhl liavc made (luatimozin doze 
On his red gridiron of brass. 

A printer’s lioy, folding tlioso pages. 

Fell slumbiously upon one side; 

Jjike those famed seven who slept three ages. 

To wakeful frmizy’s vigil rages. 

As opiates, were the same applied. 
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Even tlie Reviewers who were hired 
do the work of liis revievviug, 

Witli adsiiJiantiiie nerves, grew tired ; — 
Gaping and torpid tlicy retired, 

To dream of what they should be doing. 

And worse and worse, the drowsy curse 
Yawne*! in liini till it grew a post — 

A wide ciontagious atmosjdiere, 

Creeping like cold through all tilings near; 
A power to infect ainl to iufest. 

His seiwant-rnaids and dogs gi'ew di.ill ; 

His kitten, late a sportive elf ; 

The woods and lakes, so beautiful. 

Of dim siupiility were full. 

All grew dull as Ector’s self. 

The earth under his feet — the springs, 
Which livcil within it a tpiick life, 

The air, the winds of many wings. 

That fan it with new murmur ings, 

Were dead to their harmonious strife. 

The birds and beasts wdtliin the w'ood, 

The insects, mid each creeping thing, 
Were now a silent mnltitude ; 

Love’s work was left unwrought — no brood 
Near Peter's house took wdug. 

And every iioighhouring cottager 
Stupidly yawned upon the other ; 

No ^iaik-ass lirayod ; no little cur 
Cooked up his ears ; — no man would stir 
7^0 save a dyiug mother. 

Ycit all from that charmed district went 
Ihit some half-idiot and half-knave. 

Who ratlu'r than pay any rent. 

Would live with marvellous content. 

Over his father’s gi’ave. 

No hailin’ dared within that space, 

For fear of the dull charm, to enter ; 

A luaii would boar upon bis face, 

For fifteen im nths, in any case. 

The yawn of such a venture. 
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Seven miles above — ^l)elow — armm<l — 
This pest of duliiess holds its swiiy ; 
A {^]ia«stly life without a. sound; 

Peter’s soul tlio spell is bound — 
How should it ever pass awiiy? 


LINES, 


wRiriKN nriuNO iirn tastli i:r\oir ad.min’Is'i P-attos. 

C^jiU’sKS aro cold in the tomb, 

Stones uu the pavemt'ni. ju’e (liunb, 

Abortions are d('a<l in the wonil>, 

And thoir mothers look pale - like tlie white shore 
Of Albion, free no men*. 

ITor sons are ns stones in the Wixy — 

Tlicy are masses of serj. eless elay — 

They are tro<lden and move not away, — 

The abortion, with wbieli slie tiavaileth, 

Is Liberty — smitten to death, 

Tliotr tram]>lo aiul dance, thou ( )]>pross(n’, 

For thy V ictim is iu» redressnr, 

Thou art sole lord and p»»sst ssor 
Of luw corjisci, and clods, and abortions — they pave 
Thy j)ath to the grave. 

ITearest thou the festival din, 

Of (leatli, an<l destruction, and sin. 

And wealth, <*rying IlaV(>e, ! witliin — 

Tis the IJaceli.inal iriiiniph, which makes truth dnni’o, 
Thine Epilhalamium. 

Ay, marry thy ghastly wife I 
Let fear, an<l tll-'juief. and strife 
Spread thy coneh in the chamber of life, 

Many Iluin, thou tvrant ! and Ood be thy guide 
To the bed of \ lie bride'. 
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SONG 

TO THE MEN OK ENOEANO. 

Men of England, wherefore plough 
For the lords who lay ye low ? 

Wherefore weave with toil and care, 

The rich robes your tyrants wear? 

Wherefore feed, and clothe, and save, 
From tlie cradle to the grave, 

Those ungrateful drones who would 
Drain your sweat — nay, drink your l)loo<l ! 

Wherefore, Does of England, forgo 
Many a weapon, chain, and si’ourge, 

That tlies(i stijigh'ss drcmcs may spoil 
TLe forced prodr.co of your toil ? 

Dave ye leisure, comfort, calm, 

Shelter, food, love’s gentle balm ? 

Or what is it ye buy so dear 
AV’ith your pain .anti with your fear ? 

The seed yc sow another reaps; 

The wealth ye find, another keeps ; 

The robes vi' weave, another wears ; 

Tho anils yc forge, another bears. 

Sow seed, — but let no tyrant reap : 

Find ’Wealth, let no impostor lioap ; 

Weave robes, - let not the idle w'ear ; 

Forge arms, — in your defeuco to bear. 

Shrink t«i your cellars, holes, and cells : 

111 halls ye doi*k, another dwells. 

AVhy shako tho chains yo wrought ? A'e sec 
TJie steel ye tempered glance on ye. 

With plough and spaile, and hoc and 1 <>. ui. 
Trace your gra\e, and build your tomb. 
And Av* avc your wiinling-shcct, till fail’ 
England be your sepulelire. 

r f 
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ENGLAND IN 3819. 

An old, mnd, Mind, dospiscd, and dyin^i;kin", — 
Vn’nces, tlie drogs of their dull race, wlio Ilow 
Through puMie Koorii — nmd fj*oin a niinldy spring, — 
Eulers, wlio neither see, nor foci, nor know, 

15ut Icecli-likc to their fainting country cling, 

Till they drop, bliu<l in blood, witlnnit a blow,--- 
A people starved and stabbed in the uiitilled Held, — 
All army, which lilan-ticide and 2 )rey 
Makes as a two-edged swoi-d to all who wield, 

Golden and sanguine hu\>. which tcini>t and slay, — 
llcligioii Christless, Godless- -a book seahal ; 

A Senate — Time’s worst statute unrc'pcailetl, — 

Are graves, from which a glorious Phantom may 
Hurst, to ill Limine our tcnj2)estuous day. 


SIMILES. 

roR TWO roMTiCAi. cii.uiACTKKS or IS IP. 

As from an ancestral oak 

Two emi)ty ravens sound their clarion, 

Yell by yell, and croak by croak, 

AVheii they scent the noonday smoke 
Of fresh human carrion : — 

As tw'o gibbering night-birds flit, 

From their howei*s of deadly hue, 

Through the night to frighten it, 

AVlicn the morn is in a fit, 

And the stars are none or few ; — 

As a shark and dog-fish -wait 
Under an Atlantic isle. 

For the iicgro-sliip whose freight 
Is the theme of tlieir debate. 

Wrinkling their red gills the while — 

Arc yo, two vultures sick for battle, 

Two scorpions under one Avet stone, 

Two bloodless wolves wliose dry throats rattle, 
Two crows j)erclicd on the murrained cattle, 
Two vipers tangled into one. 
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AN ODK. 

TO THK ASriKItTOlW OK MI'.KJIT \ . 

Arise, arise, arise ! 

There is blood on t.ho carili that denies yo broail ; 

l>e your wounds like eyes 
To weep for the dead, the doa<l, the dead. 

Wlifit otiior were it just to pay ! 

Your sons, your wives, yonr brethren, were tlioy ; 
Who said tlioy were slain on the battle day ? 


Awaken, awaken, awaken ! 

The slave and the tyrant are twin-born foes ; 

lie the cold ehains shakvoi 
To the dust, wliere your kindred repose, repose ; 
Their bones in the ^o-ave will start and move, 
When they hear the voicjos of those they love, 
i\[ost loud in the lioly combat aliove. 


"Wave, wave his^h the banner ! 
WhoiiFroedoni is ri<ling to ooiupicst by • 
Thouj^h tlie slaves th it fan her 
He famine and toil, jivin'' sijijh for sigh. 
And ye who attend her iui\)erial car, 

Lift not yonr hands in the banded w^ar, 

But in ber defence whose ehildreii ye are. 


Glory, glory, gbn*y. 

To those who liave greatly suffered and done ! 

Never name in story 

Was greater than that which ye shall liave won. 
Conquerors have eonqueretl their foes alone, 

AMiose revenge, pride, and power, they liave overthrown: 
Bide ye, more victorious, over your owu. 


Bind, hind every brow 
With crownals of \ lolet, ivy and pine : 

Hide the blood-stains now 
With hues which sweet nature has made divine, 
Green strength, azui-c hope, and eternity. 

But let not the paiisv among them be ; 

Yo W'cre injured, and that moans memory. 

1 1 2 
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Chorus of Spirits. 

First Si •hut. 

Palact-roof of cloudless nights ! 
Para<list? of i^oldon lights f 
Deep, ill] measurable, vast, 

Which art now, and which wertthen ! 

Of tlic present au<l the ]>ast., 

Of the eternal where and when, 

Prese 11 ee-eh amber, temple, home. 

Ever canopying dome. 

Of acts aiul ages yet to conic ! 

(ilorious shajies have life in tlieo, 
liavth, and all earth’s company ; 

Living globes which ever throng 
Thy deep chasms and wildernesses ; 

And green worlds that gliile along ; 
And swift stars with Hashing tresses; 
And icy moons most cold and bright, 
And mighty suns beyond the night, 
Atoms of intensost light. 

b>en tliy name is as a god, 

Heaven ! for thon art tlie ahodo 
Of that ])(nver which is the glass 
NMiereiii man Ids nature sees. 

Oeiieraiions as they pass 
AVorship thee with bended knees. 

Tlieir nn remaining gods and they 
lake a rivi-r roll away ; 

Tliuu remainest such ahvay. 

Si:i-4»vr> SiTiuT. 

Thon art but the mind’s first chamber, 
Hound which iu young fancies clamber. 
Like weak ins'ccts in a cave. 

Lighted iij) by stalactiles; 

Jjut the [tonal of the grave, 

AVliere a world of new dcliglits 
AVill make ihy best glories seem 
Pint a dim and noonday gleam 
Ernm ilu; shadow tif a dream ! 
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Tninr» Swuit. 

Peace ! the abysn is wreathed with scorn 
At your presumption, atom-borii ! 

AV'^liat is lieaven ? and what are ye 
Wlio its brief expanse inherit ? 

What are suns and spheres whicli flee 
With the instinct of that spirit 
Of whicli ye are but a part i 
Drops which Nature’s mighty heart 
Drives through thinnest veins. Depart ! 

What is heaven ? a globe of dew. 

Filling in the morning new 

Some eyed flower, wfliose young leaves waken 
On an un imagined world ; 

Constellatoil suns unshaken, 

Orbits measureless, are furled 
In that frail and fading sphere, 

With ten millions gathered tlicre, 

To trenible, gleam, anti tlisappear. 


ODK TO THE WEST ^\7ND.*^ 

I. 

0 wrr.n West Wind, thou breutli of Autumn’s being, 
'J’liOTi, from whose uiiseeu [ircsence the leaves desid 
Are driven, like ghosts from an enchanter fleeing, 

Yellow, and black, and pale, and hectic red, 
Pestilence-sirickeii inultitutles : O thou, 

Who ehariote-sb to their dark wintry be«l 

The winged soe«ls, where they lie cold and low, 

Fiach like a corpse within its grave, until 
Thiue a/ure sister of the spring shall blow 

Her clarion o’er the dreaming cavtli, and fill 
(Driving sweet buds like flocks to feed iii air) 

With living lines and odours plaiu and hill : 

* Thu pooui was OdDujivx-d an-l t-Uiolly writton in a wdnii tliat skirts the 
Arno, near IdoToueo, noil on :« day when that. tiMniu*6tuous wind, whose 
U n peratnro is at «in. e mild and anim.-itin^', w.is eollorting the va]>ouis 
" Inch pour don'jt tin'; aiitumiril rains. 'I'liey hc;jf;oi, as i t'oivsaw, at siiii- 
•^ct. with :i violent (empest of liail .-iinl rain, attcinlo'l hy that magnilicoiit 
ili'indor and li'/htniii;^^ pecn'i;ir to the tM.salpine re'd-'iis. 

ilie phoiii nieinm jdJnde't to nt the eiwielusion «if the thiid stanza is well 
i^nown to naturalist 'I'lic vegctili..n it the hottoiii ol llio sea, of rivers, 
:uid of lakes, sympathises with tint of the land in tlmehango of seasoiu, 
•C‘d is cousotiucuUy inthi- nccd Ihu winds whieli aimomieo it. 



480 


ODE TO THE WEST WIND. 


Wild Spirit, wliich art moving everywhere; 

Destroyer and preserver ; hear, oli hear ! 

11 . 

Thou on whose stream, ’mid the steep sky’s commotion, 
Loose clouds like eai tli’s dee:lyin^^ leaves are shod, 
Sliookfrom Uic tangled boughs of Heaven and Ocean, 

Angels of rain and lightning : there are spread 
On the blue burfaeo of thine airy surge, 

“jLike the bright hair uplifted from the head 

Of some fierce Mrciiad, even from the dim verge 
Of the Jiori/on to tlio zenith’s height, 

The locks of the appn»achiiig storm. Tlnui dirge 

Of the dying j’car, to which this closing night 
Will he the doom of a vjist sc]>»dc]iro, 

Vaultcil witli all thy congregated might 

Of vMi^ours, from whoso solid atmosphere 

Llaek rain, and tire, and hail, v\i1l burst : Oh hear ! 

in. 

Thou who didst waken friun liis summer dreams 
The blue J\Io(literrauean, where he lay 
Lulled by the coil of his crystalline streams, 

Lcsidc a jiiimice isle in ]’»ai;c’s bay, 

■^nd saw' in slee]) old \*alaccsaml towers 
Quivering wiLliiu the wave’s iuLeuser day, 

All overgro-wn with azure moss and flowers 
ySo swt;et, the .sense faints j»i<*turing them ! Tlioii 
Kor whose patli the Atlantic’s level puw'crs 

Cleave themselves into chasms, while far below 
The .sea-blooms and the oozy woods whieh w'oar 
The saples.s foliage of the ocean, know 

Thy voice, and .suddenly grow grey with fear, 

And tremble ami de.spoil thciii.sclve.s : Oh hear ! 

IV. 

If I were a dead leaf then ujightest bear; 

If I w'cre a swift cloud to fly with thee ; 

A wave to pant beneath thy power, and share 

The impulse of thy strength, onlj’ le.sg free 
Than tlioii, () une<»n troll. able ! If even 
I w'ero as in my boyhood, and could be 
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The comrade of thy wanderings over hoaven, 

As then, when to outstrip the skicy speed 
Scarce seemed a vision, I would ne’er luive striven 

As thus with thee in prayer in my sore need. 

Oil ! lift me as a wave, a loaf, a cloud ! 

I fall upon the tliorns of life ! I bleed ! 

A heavy weight of liours has clinined and boweil 
One too like thco : tameless, and swift, and proiul. 

' V. 

]\rake mo thy Iju'c, even as the forest is : 

What if my loaves are falling like its ow'u ! 

The tumult of thy mighty h;u*inonios 

Will take from both a deep autumnal tone, 

Sweet though in sadness, lie tJiou, spirit fierce 
My spii’it ! lie thou me, impetuous one ! 

Drive my dead thoughts over the universe 
Tjiko Avithoroil loaves to quicken a now birth; 

A !\d, by the incantation of this vorso, 

b uniter, as from an unoxtinguishod lu*arth 
^shos and sparks, my wor<ls among niankiud ! 

I'C througli my lips to uiiawakoned earth 

The trumpet of a prophecy / 0 wiinl, 

Jf Winter comes, can Spring be far behind \ 


AX EXHOKTATIOX. 

CAMFiiKONS f<M*d Oil light aiid air : 

I’oets’ foml is love anil fame : 

If ill this wide world of care 
Poets could but find the same 
With as little toil as they. 

Would they ever cliaiigo their hue 
As the light Ciiuicleous do, 

Suiting it to every ray 
Twenty times a-day ? 

Poets arc on this cold earth. 

As cameleons niiglit be. 

Hidden from their early hii th 
lu a cave beneath the sea ; 
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Where light is, cameleoiis change ! 
WJiere love is not, poets do : 

Fame is love disguised : if few 
Find either, never think it strange 
That poets range. 

Yet dare not stain with wcaltli or ]>ower 
A poet’s free and lieavenly mind ; 

If bi-ight canioleons slioiild devour 
Any food but beams and wind, 

Tliey w’r)uhl grow .as earthly S0014 
As thoir brother lizjirds .are. 

Cliildron of a .sunnier star. 

Spirits from l^eyond the moon. 

Oh, refuse the boon ! 


THE MEDUSA OF LEONARDO DA VINCI, 

IN TIIK Ff-OUKSTISr OAI.I.F.UY. 

It lioth, ga/ing on the iiii<lnight sky, 

Upon the clomly mountain peak supine; 
Below, far hnid.s arc seen tremblingly ; 

Its liorror ainl its beauty are divine. 

U2)OU it.s li]).s and eyelids seems to lie 

Loveliness like a shadow, from which sluue, 
Fieiy and lurid, .struggling umlerneath, 

The agouies of anguisli and of death. 

Yet it is less the hormr tlian the gr.'ico 
Which turns the gazcr’.s spirit into stone 
Whereon the line.nments of that <lcad face 
Are graven, till the ctharacicrs be grown 
Into itself, and t,ln)nght no more can trace; 

’Ti.s the melofliou.s huo.s of beauty thrown 
Athwart the darkness and the glare of pain, 
Which huinauised and harmonise the sU-aiii. 

And from its lic.ad a.s from one body grow. 

As [ J gr.r s out of a watery rock, 

Hairs which are vif)»‘rs, and they curl and tlow. 
And their long tangles in each other lock. 

And with nnomlim.' involutions show 

Their mailed rafliaiieo, as it were to mock 
The torture and tlie de.ath within, and saw 
Tho solid air with many a ragged jaw. 
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And from a stone besitlc, a poisonous eft 
Peeps idly into these Gorgouiau eyes ; 

Whilst in the air a ghastly bat, bereft 
Of sense, has llitted with a mad surprise 
Out of the eiive this hideous light hath cleft, 

And ho comes hastening like a moth that hies 
After a taj)cr ; and the midnight sky 
Flares, a light more dread than obscurity. 

’Tis the tempestuous loveliness of terror ; 

For from the serpents gleams a brazen glare 
Kindled by that inextricable error, 

Which makes a thrilling vapour of the air 
Ileeomo a | ] and over-shifting mirror 

Of all the bt?auty ami the terror tluu-e — 

A woman’s countonanco, with serpent locks. 
Gazing in death on heaven from those wet rocks. 

Florenci:, It'll). 


TO WILLIAM SIIELLKY. 

(With what trutli J Jiny say-~ 
lioiita ! i!<»na ! 

Noil I* pin coin* * m pnina ’.) 

My lost W’illiam, thou in whom 
Some bright spirit lived, and did 
That decaying robe consume 
Which its lustre faintly hid. 

Hero its iishcs fiml a tomb, 

Put beneath this pyramid 
Thou art not — if a thing iliviiio 
Like thee can die, thy funeral shrino 
Is tliy mother’s grief and mine. 

Whore art thou, my gentle child 1 
Ia;t me think thy spirit feeds, 

With its life intense and mild. 

The love of living leaves and weeds. 
Among those tombs ami ruins wild : — 
Lot me tbiiik that through low seeds 
Oi the sweet lluwers and sunny grass. 
Into their linos and scents may pass, 

A portion 


Jivne, 18 ] D. 
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THE SENSITIVE PLANT. 


PAiiT r. 

A Sensitive Plant in a ‘:;;\vtlon ^row, 

Ami ti\ti young wimU fed it witii silver dew, 

And it ()i)cno(l its faiidike loav(‘s to llio ligl t, 

And (dosu(.l thorn boneath the kisses of night. 

And tho spring firosc on tho gartlcu fair, 

And the S])irit of Love foil ovorywhor»; ; 

And each ilower and horl) on Earth’s dark breast 
Jlose from the dreams of its wintry rest. 

But none over trend)Ic<l ajid panted witli bliss 
111 the gar<lon, tlie fn'hl, or tin? wil(h;rnoss, 

Like a doe in tlio noon-tido with love’s sweet want, 
As the companion less Sensitive IMant. 

The snowdrop, and then tho violet, 

Aro.se from the ground with warm rain wet. 

And their breath was mixed with fj csh txlour, .sent 
From the turf, like the voice and the iustruincnt. 

Then the ]ned wind-flow'ors and tho tulip tall, 

And nai’eissi, tho fidrest among them all, 

AVho gaze on their eye.s in the stream’.s rccos.s. 

Till they die of tlieir owni dear loveline.ss. 

And tlie Naiad-liko lily of the vale, 

Whom youth make.s so fair and passion so pale, 
That tho light of its i l omulons bells is seen 
Through their pavilion.s of tender green ; 

And the liyacinth purple, and wliito, and blue, 
Which flung from its bells a sweet peal anew 
Of music so delicate, s«>rt, and intcn.sc, 

It was felt like an odour within tho sen.se ; 
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And tlio roso liko a nyTn]>U to the hath addrcpt, 
WliicU nn veiled the de])th other glowing breast, 

Till, fold after fold, to the fainting air 
Tho soul of her beauty and love lay bare ; 

And the wa!id-lik<} lily, which liffce<l ii[). 

As a Ahonad, its inooijlight*coloureil cup, 

Till tho fiery star, which is its eye, 

(hizcd through tlic clear dinv on tho tender sky ; 

And tho jos.sainino faint, and tho sweet tiiboroso, 

Tho sweetest flower for scent that l>lows ; 

And all rare blossoms from every clime 
drew ill that garden in perfect prime. 

And on tlio stream whoso inconstant hf^soin 
AVas pvaukt, under boughs of einbowoving blossom, 
AVith golden and green light, slanting through 
Their heaven of many a tangled Imc, 

Jlroad water-lilies lay tremulously, 

And starry river-buds glimmereii by, 

And around them the soft stream did glide and ilanco 
W ith a motion of sweet sound and nulianee. 

And tho sinuous patlis of lawn and of moss, 

AV iiicli led througli the garden ahmg aful across, 

S(*me open at once to the sun and the breeze, 

Some lost among bowers of blossoming trct's, 

AVero all paved with daisies and delicate bells. 

As fair as the fabulous aspluslels, 

AtuI Howor<‘t.s wliii-ii di-ooping as day droo])ed too. 
Fell into pavili(jns, wliito, juirple, and blue, 

To roof the glow-worm from the evening dew. 

And fn)m this uiidffded Paradise 
'i’ho flowers (as an iiifa-iit’s awakening eyes 
Smile on its mother, whose singing sweet 
f -an first lull, and at last must awaken it), 

AVlicn Heaven’s blithe wuinls had unfohled them. 

As mine-lamps enkindle a hidden gem. 

Shone amiling ttj heaven, and every one 
Shared joy in the light of the gentle aim ; 

For eacli one was interpenetrated 
AVith the light ainl the odour its iieighbonr shed, 
lake young lovers whom y<Mith ami love make dear, 
W^rapped and filled by their mutual atmosphere. 
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I5ut tlio Sensitive Plant, which eoii]<l /▼ive small fruit 
Of the love which it felt from the leaf to tlie root, 
lioccived more than all, it lovetl more than ever, 

Where none wanted but it, could belong to the giver — 

For the Sensitive Plant has no briglit flower ; 

Kadiaiico and odour arc not its dower; 

It loves, even like Love, its deep heart is full, 

It desires what it has not, the beautiful ! 

The light winds, which from unsiistaining wings 
Shed tlio music of many miirinurings; 
l^he beams which dart from many a star 
Of the flowers whose hues they bear afar ; 

The plumed insects swift and free, 

Like golden boats on a sunny sea. 

Laden W'ith light and otlonr, which pass 
Over the gleam of the living grass; 

The unseen clouds of the dev, w'liicli lie 
Like fire in the flowers till the sun rides high, 

Then wander like spirits among the spheres, 

Faeh cloud faint with the fragrance it bears ; 

The cpiivcring vapours of dim noontide, 

A^'hieh, like a sea, o’er the warm earth glide. 

In which eviTy sound, ainl odonr, ami beam, 

Move, as reeds in a single stream ; 

Each and all like ministering angels wore 
For the Sensitive Plant sweet j«»y t«> bear, 

AV’liilst the Jagging hum’s of the day went by 
Like wintllcss clouds o'er a tender sky. 

And when evening descended from heaven al)OVC, 

And the earth was all rest, and the air was all love. 
And delight, though less bright, w’as far more deep, 

Aud the day’s veil fell from the world of sleep. 

And the beasts, and the birds, ainl the insects were drowi 
In an ocean of drean:'! without a sound; 

Whose waves never mark, though they over im])rcss 
The light sand which paves it, consciousness ; 

(Only overhead the sweet nightingale 
Ever sang more sweet Jis tlio day might fail. 

And snatches of its Klysiaii cfiant 

Were mixed witli the dreams of the fiien&itivc Plant.) 
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The Sensitive I’lant w.*i»s tlie earliest 
Up-gatheretl into the bosom of rest; 
A sweet child weary of its delight. 
The feeblest and yet the favourite. 
Cradled within the ombrace of night. 


PART IT. 

There wa*s a power in this sweet ]>lacc, 

An Kve in tliis F.deii ; .a ruling grace 

Wliich to tlio Ilowcrs, di»l they waken or dream, 

AVas as God is to the starry scheme. 

A Lady, the wonrler of her kind, 

Wlioso form was u]>h<*riio by a lovoU' mind, 

AVliicli, tlilating, liad moulded her mien and motion 
Like a sca-llower uiifuhled beneath the ocean, 

'.rended Iho garden fr'»m jnorn to even : 

And the meteors t)f that sublunar heaven, 

Like the lamps of tlio air when night walks forth, 
T.ru'glied round her fotiUteps up from the Earth ! 

She bad no companion of nic»rtal race, 
but i'ler tremulous luvath and Jior Hushing face 
Told whilst the morn kissed the sleep from lier eyes, 
That her dreams were Jess slumber than Eaj*atlisc : 

As if some bright Spirit h)r her sweet sake 
.Had deserted heaven wJiile tJie .stars were awake. 

As if yet around lier he lingering were, 

Though tlie veil of daylight concealed him from her. 

Her stci> seemed t«> pity the gi*ass it prest : 

V’ou might liear, bv the luaiving of lier breast, 

That the coming and the going of the wiiul 
brought ideasiire there and left j)assioii behind. 

And wherevi'r her aii-y footstep trod, 

Her trailing han* fiann die grassy soil 
Erased its liglil vestige, witli shadow}^ sweep. 

Like a ? ■.imy storm o*er the dark green deep. 

I doubt not the flo-.vers of that garden sweet 
Hejoic<‘d in the sound of her gentle feet; 

Indoubt no< liioy felt the* s))irit that eaiiic 
Erom her glowing lingers through all their frame. 
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She spriiikloil brij^lifc water from the stream 
On those that wore faint with tlie sunny beam ; 

And out of tlie cu])s of the lieavy llowers 
She emptied the rain of the thunder showers. 

She lifted tludr licads with her tender hands. 

And sustaint d them with rods .'uid osier bands; 

Tf the howers had been her own infants, she 
Could never have nurse<l them more tenderly. 

And all killini' insects and gnawin" worms, 

And tliiiif^s of obscene and unlovely fi-rms, 

Siic bore in a basket of Indian woof, 

Into the rom,H» wuotls far aloof. 

In a basket, of grasses and wild flowers full, 

The freshest her gentle hands eonld pnll 
For the ptuM' banishe'd insects, whose intent, 

Altliungh they did ill, was innocent. 

But the b(?o and the beamlikt> cphemerls, 

AVliose path is the Ii^h^llillg’s, .and soft nn)ths that kis 
The sweet ]i[»s of tln^ flowers, and harui not, did she 
Make Ivor attemlant angels be. 

And many an antenatal tomb, 

"Where bntterllies clream of the life to coTiio, 

She left clinging ?-ound the smooth and dark 
Kdge of the odoi’oiis cedar bark. 

This fairest creature from earliest spring 
Thus movjjd through the garden ministering 
All the sweet season of siiinnier tivJe, 

And ere the first leaf looked brown — slio died ! 


PAKT lir. 

Thukk days the ih»wci-s of the garden fair. 
Like stars when the nnvoii is awakened, were. 
Or the waves of the liain?, ere luminous 
She lloata up tlirongh the smoke t>f Vesuvius. 

And 071 the fourth, the Sensitive Plant 
Felt the soutnl of the funeral chant, 

And the st(‘ps of the bearers, Imavy and slow, 
And the sobs of the n .mruers, deep and low ; 
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The weary sound and tlio heavy breath. 

And the silent motions of ]>aHsing dcatli. 

And the smell, cold, oppressive, and dank, 

Sent through the pores of the colliii plank ; 

The daT’k grass, and the flowei’s among the grass, 
Were bright with tears as the erowtl (lid pass ; 
From tlioir sighs the wind c.auglit a inournful tone. 
And sate iji the pines and gave groan for gioan. 

Tlie garden, once fair, became (*old and foul, 

Tjiko the corpse of her who had been its soul : 
Which at first was lovely as if in sle(‘p. 

Then slowly changed, till it grew a heap 
To make nicn tremhJe who never weei). 

Swift summer into the autumn llo\vod, 

And frost in the mist of the morning rode, 

Though the uoon-day sun looked clear and bright . 
Mocking flic spoil of the secret night. 

The rose leaves, like flukes of crimson snow, 

Paved the turf and the moss below. 

JMie lilies were drot)2>iug, .and white, and wan, 

I ike the hciid and the skin of a d3uug man. 

An vl Indian plants, of scout and hue 
'^I he sweetest that over were fed on dew, 
licaf after leaf, day h^' daj", 

Were massed into the common cla^’'. 

And the leavi's, brown, yellow, and gre^'', and red, 
A;id wdiito with the whiteness of what is dead, 
J.ike troo]>s of gh<»-ts on tlui diy wind past ; 

Tlieir Tvliistling muse made the biials aghast. 

And the gusty winds w.aked the winged sced.s 
Out of their birth-jjlaco of iigl}^ wectls, 

Till they clung lauiiid lu.ain' a sweet flower’s stem. 
Which iott(id into the earth with tlicm. 

The water-blooms \inder tlie rivulet 

Fell fnun the si t I ks or. which tlic}’^ were set ; 

And the eddie*' drove them here and there. 

As the winds did tho.se of the upi)or air. 

Then the rain came down, and the broken stalks 
AVero bent and tangled across the walks ; 

And the leafluss net-work of parasite bowers 
Massed into ruin, and all sw'oct flowers. 
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Between tho tiinn of the wiml and tlic snow. 

All loathliest weeds began to grow, 

AVhose coarse leaves were splashed with many a speck, 
Like the water-snake’s belly and the toad’s back. 

And thistles, and nettles, and darnels rank, 

And the dock, an<l henbane, an<l hemlock dank. 
Stretch’d out its long and hollow shank, 

And stifled the air till the dead wind stank. 

And plants, at whose names the vc^rse feels loath, 
Filled the idaeo with a monstrous undergrowth, 
Prickly, and pnljanis, and blistering, ainl blue, 

Livitl, and starred with a lurid tlew. 

And agarics and fungi, with mildew and mould, 
Stai'ted like mist from the wot ground cold ; 

Palo, fleshy, as if the <leeaying dead 

A^’ith a spirit of growth had been animated ! 

Spawn, weeds, and filth, a h nrons scum, 

Made the running rivnh^t thick and dumb, 

And at its outlet, Mags huge as stak»*s 

Dammed it iq) with roots knotte<l like water-snakes. 

And hour by hour, when the air was still. 

The vapours ar<j.-»e which have strcMigth to kill : 

At morn tlujy were seen, at noon tlujy were felt. 

At night they were darkness no star could melt. 

And unctuous inetToors from S])ray to spray 
Crept and Mitteil in broad nooji-dav 
Unseen; every branch on which tliey alit 
By a venomous blight was burned and bit. 

The Sensitive Plant, like one forbid, 

'\Vcy)t, aTid the tears within eaeli litl 
Of its folded loaves which together grew”, 

Were changed to ;i bliglit of frozen glue. 

For the leaves soon fell, and the branches soon 
By the lieavy axe of the blast were hewn ; 

The sa]> shrank to t he root through every pore, 

As blood to a hear, that will heat no more. 

For Winter eaiiic : tlic wind w’as his whij) ; 

One choppy fiiigcu’ was on his lip ; 

He had torn the cataracts fi-om tla; hills, 

And they clanked at his girdle like juaiiacles ; 
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ITis brcsith was a chain which without a sounrl 
The earth, and the air, and the watijr bound ; 

Tie came, lierct;ly di-ivcu in his chariot-tlironc 
By the tenfold blasts of the arctic zone. 

Then the weeds which were forms of living death, 

Fled from the frf>st to the earth beneath : 

Their deoay and sudden fliglit from frost 
Was but like the vanishing of a ghost ! 

And under the roots of the Sensitive Plant 
The moles and the dormice died for want : 

The birds droj)[)ed stiff from the frozen air, 

And w’oro caugliL in tlio briuiclies naked and bare. 

I’^irst there came down a thawing rain, 

And its dull drops froze on the l>onghs again, 

Then there .steametl uf) a. frc(*ziiig <lew 
WJiich to the drops of the thaw-rain grew ; 

And a northern whirlwind, wandering ahoiit 
l.'l e a wolf that had stnelt a deajl child out, 
fc-’l'.ook the. bo\ighs Llius hulen, and heavy and still*, 

^nd snapped them olf with his rigid gritf. 

When winter had gone and spring came back, 

The Sensitive Plant was a leafless wnark ; 

.Put the ijiandrakes, a?id toad.stools, and docks, and darnels, 
Rose like the dead from their i*uined charnels. 


CONCLUSION. 

WiiKTiii'.R th(^ Sensitive Plant, or that 
Which ^^ith‘m its boughs like a spirit sat, 
Ei c its outward h»rm had known decay, 
Now felt this change, I cannot say. 

Whether th.it lady’s gentle mind, 

No longer with tho form combined 
WJiIcU scattered love, as stars do light, 
Found sadness, wiiere it loft delight, 

I dare not guess ; but in Ibis life 
Of error, ignorance and .strife. 

Where n tiling is, but all things seem, 
And v\ e the bhadows of the dream, 



498 


A VISION OF THE SEA. 


It is a modest creed, and yet 
Pleasant, if one considers it. 

To own that deatli itself must be. 

Like all the rest, a mockery. 

That garden sweet, that lady fair, 

And all sweet shapes and otlours there. 

In truth have never passed away : 

*Tis we, ’tis ours, are changed ! nut tliey. 

For l(jve, and beauty, and delight, 

Tiierc is no death nor change ; their might 
KxccihIs our organs, w'hich endure 
Mo light, being themselves oV)Scure. 


A VISION OF THK SKA. 

’Tis the terror of tempest. T‘ie i*ags of tlie sail 
Are nickering in ribbons witbiu the iirree gale : 

From the stark night of vapours the dim raiu is driven. 
And when lightning is loosed like a deluge from hoaveii, 
She sees tlie black trunks of the water-spouts sjnn, 

And beiitl, as if heaven was ruining in, 

AVdiich they seemed to sustain witli their tei’riblc mass 
As if ocean had sunk from bciujath tliem : they pass 
To their graves in the deep with an eartlKjnake of soiiml. 
And the waves and the tliunders, made .dlcnt aroniid, 
Leave the wind to its echo. The ver^sel, now tossed 
Through the low trailing rack of the ti-injuist, is lost 
In the skirts of the thunder cloud : m>w tlown the sweep 
Of the wiiid-clov(‘u wave to the chasm of the deep 
It sinks, ainl tlu) walls of the WMlery vale 
Who.so depths of dread calm are unmoved l)y the g-dc, 
L)im min-ors t^f ruin, hang gleaming about ; 

While the surf, like a eliaos of stars, like a rout 
Of dtialli flaiiu‘s, like whirlpools (>f fire llowing iron, 

With spleudfjiir and terror tho black ship environ ; 

Or like sulijliur-llaker^ hurled from a mine of pale lire, 

In fountains spout o‘' r it. In many a spire 
The p3'ramid-bilJo\v>-, wltli white points of brine. 

In the cope of the li ^htning inconstantly shine, 

As piercing tho sky from tho lloor of the sea. 

The great ship semns splitting ! it cracks as a tree, 

Wliile an eartlnpiako is splintering its root, ere the bla-^t 
Of the whirlwind thai/ stript it of branches has jiast. 
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The intenf?e tlninder-balla which arc raining from hcaATii 
Have shattered its ruast, and it stands black and 
The chinks suck destruction. The heavy dead hulk 
On the living sea rolls an inaniniato bulk, 

Like a corj)se on the clay winch is hung’ring to fold 
Us corruption around it. Meanwhile, from the hold, 

One deck is burst up from the w'uter.s belo\v, 

And it splits like tlm ice when the tliaw-brcczcs bh)W 
0’<Jr the lakes of the desert ! Who sit on tlie other '/ 

Is that all the crew tliat lie burying eadi other, 

Like the dead in a bi-each, round the foremast ? Arc tliOfc;c 
Twin tigers, wlm burst, when the waters arose, 

In the agony of terror, their chains in tljo hold 

(What now makes them tamo, is what then made them bold) 

AVho cr(.)iicli, side by side, and bave driven, like a crank, 

^J’hc deep grip of their claws through the vibrating Jdank ! 
Arc these all ? 

Nine weeks the tall vessel had Iain 
On the windless expanse of the W'atory plain, 

W^liero the doatli-darting sun east no sha<lo\v at noon, 

^nd tliore sceinod to be fire in the hoains of the jooon, 

Till a h'ad-eoloured f<*g gathered uj) from the decj», 

Wiiose bniath was t[uiek pestilenee ; then, the eobl sleep 
f’rejit, like blight through the ears of a thick fielil of corn, 

< ' v the i)opulons vessel. And c-ven and morn, 

Wiih their hammocks for c*»!llns i,lic scannai aghast 
liibe (b*5ul men the d«‘,ad luu\>s of their <*omrju\i's cast 
Down the doe[», which closed on them above aiid around, 

And the shai ks and the dog lisii their grave-cl(»tlics unbound, 
And wci’c glutted like Jews with this manna rained down 
Droll! Ood on their wildernoss. One after one 
Tlif mariners died ; on the t-ve of this day, 

When the temjicst \va.s gathering in cloudy an'ay, 

Hut seven reinaineil. Six the thunder had smitten, 

A lid they lie black as mummies on which Time has wTifton 
H's scorn of the ciiilialnier ; the seventh, from tlie deck 
-f^n oak splinter pierced through his breast and his bai-k, 

And hung out to the tempest, a wreck on the wreck. 

No moi-e / At the ludiu sits a woman more fair 
IMisin heaven, wdieii, \iiibiuding its star-braided hair. 

It sinks with the sun on the earth and the sea. 

^lie clasps a bright cbiid on her up-gathcrod knee, 

3t laugh.s at the lightning, it mocks the mixed thunder 
th the air .md the sea, with desire and with won.Icr 
■It IS bockrming the t'gcrs to rise and come near, 
ft W'ould play with lIiosc eyes whore the radiance of fear 
^d.shining tlm meteors; its bosom bents high, 

^ I*®. of pleasure has kindled ils eye ; 

»Vhilst its mother’s is lustreless. “iSmilc uot, my child, 

K K 2 
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But sleep deeply .ind awcetl 5 ^ .ind so be bepjiiiled 
Of the pjiijj' that awaits us, wliatovor that be, 

So dreadful since thou must divide it with me ! 

Dream, sleep ! This pale bosom, thy cradle and bed, 

Will it rock thee not, infant ? ’Tis beatin*; with dread ! 
Alas ! what is life, what is tlcath, wliat are we. 

That when the ship sinks we no loii'^er may be 1 
"Wdiat ! to see thee no more, and to feel thee no more ? 

To be after life what we have been before ? 

Not to t(.)ueh tliose sweet haiuls, nt»t to look on those eyes, 
Those lips, and that h lir. all that smiliu^ dii'^iiiso 
Thou yet wearest, s.veet sj-Irit, which J, day by day, 

Have so loin:; called my child, but wliicli now fades away 
Like a rainbow, and 1 the fallen shower?” 

Lo ! the ship 

Issottlin", it toj^ples, the leeward j)orts dip ; 

The .. leap up 'when they feel the slow brine 
Crawling inch by iiieli on them : hair, cars, limbs, and cyne, 
Staiul ri^id with boiroi* ; a loml, lonji:. ht*ai-sc cry 
Burst at once fi’om their vitals tremendously. 

And ’tis borne dow'ii the mountainous \alc of the W’avc, 
Behonnding, like thunder, from i-ra^ to eave, 

Infixed wath the ela>h of the lashin^^ rain, 

Hurried on by thomij^ht of the hui i’icaue : 

The Idirrioanc came froin the west, nr.d j)a.st on 
By the pai-. ^f the f^ate of the eastern un, 

Transversely «lividin^the stream oft! storm ; 

As an Jirrow’y ser[)ent, ] M.-siiiiio the form 

Of an elephant, bursts throu^^di the luakes of the wa.'-jte. 

Black as a oorinoraiib the sereaming blast, 

Betw’een oee-anand heaven, like an oecau, ]»ast, 

^Mll it eame to the clouds on the vt'i-o.- of the waudd 
Which, ha>cd on the sea and to lieaven npeurled, 

Ijike columns and wadis did surround and sustain 
The dome of the tempest ; it rent them in twain, 

As a flood reiuls its b.irrieis of mouiitaiuous era^^ ; 

And the dense cl«nids in iiumy a rum imd ra;^. 

Like the stones of a lemi-e ere euith<|Make has past, 

Like the dust of its fall, on the wh'rlwind are cast ; 

They are scattered like fl/am on the t(u r< nt ; and where 
The wind has hurst out thn>ui^h tlu‘ chasm, from the air 
Of clear morning, the beams tif the sunrise flow in, 
Unimpeded, keen, goldi-n, and crystalline. 

Banded ai iiii(*s of light and of air ; at one gate 
They eiieounter, but interi»ej!' 'rate. 

And tliat breach in the teiiij-cr-t is widening aw’ay. 

And tlie eaverns of cloud sirii lorn up by the day. 

And the fieieo winds are sii.i.mg wdth wi;ary wings. 

Lulled by the motion and ipiiriiiunuL's, 

And the long glassy heave i i tJie rocking sea, 
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And over head glorious, but dreadful to see, 

The wrecks of the tempest, like vapours of gold, 

Are consuming in sunrise. The heaped waves behold, 

The deep calm of blue licavoii dilating above, 

And, like passions made still by the presence of Love, 
llcneath tlie clear surface rcllectiiig it slide 
Tremulous witli soft inlluencc; extending its tide 
From tho Amies to Atlas, round mountain and i.slo, 

Hound sca-binls and wrecks, j>aved with heaven’s azure smile, 
The wide world of waters is vibrating. 

Wlicro 

Is the ship '? On the verge of tho wave where it lay 

One tiger is mingled in ghastly allVay 

With a .'-oa-snako. Tlie foam and the smoke of the battle 

Stain the clear air with siiiiliows; the jar, and tho rattle 

Of solid bones crushed by the iuliiiite stress 

Of the siKike’s adamantine volumiuousne.ss; 

And tlie hum of the l»ot blood tliat spouts ami rains 
Where tho gripe of the tiger has wounded the veins, 

Swollen with rage, strength, and elfort; the whirl ainl tho splash 
As of some hideous engine wliosc brazen teeth .smash 
The thill winds and .solt waves into tliundor ! tlie sereams 
And l»issing-< er.iwl fast o’er tlio smooth oeean ^trcanis, 

Each souml like a cenlipodo. Near this commotion, 

A blue shark iiangiiig within tlie blue ocean, 

The, tin-wing(;<l tonili of the vietor. The other 
Is \\ inning liis wa,y from tin; fate of his brother, 

To his own with the spee,d of despair. Lo ! a boat 
Advances ; twelve rowers wdth the impulse of thought 
Urge on the kt.-eii ktsd, the brine foams. At tlm stern 
^riireo mai'ksnn'u stand levelling. Hot bulhas bum 
In tho breast of the tiger, whieh yet bears him on 
To his refuge aiul ruin. One fragment alone, 

’Tis dwindling and sinking, ’tisiiow almost gone, 

Of the wreck of the vessel iie^rs out of tlie sea. 

AVith her h'ft hand she grasps it impetuously, 

Witli her right she sustains her fair inraiit. Death, Fear, 
Love, beauty, arc mixed in the atmosphere, 

Wliich trembles and burns with the fervour of dread 
Around her wild eye.s, her bright hainl, and her head, 

Like a meteor of light o’er the waters ! her ehild 
Is yet smiling, and playing, and niurnmriiig : so smiled 
The false ileei) ore the storm. Like a siller and brother 
Tho ehild ami the ocean still smile on each otlier, 

AVhilst 
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THE CEOUD. 

T. 

T m^rN(j frosli sliowora for the flowers, 

From the so;is and the stroums ; 

I boar lif'lit sliii<li's for the loaves when laid 
Tn tlioir nooii-<l;i.y «lroams. 

From my wiii-^s are shak(‘ii the dews that ^ikcri 
The swoot binls every one, i,A7v'H\ 

When rocke-.l ro re.-t on tlieir mother’s breast, 

As she <lances about the sun. 

I wiehl the flail of tlio lashing liail, 

Ami whiten the tureen plains under, 

And then a^ain I dissolve it in rain, 

And hingh as I pass in thuu<ler. 

'4! sift thn snow on the mountains below, 

And their great pines ijroau agh »st; 

And all tlie night ’tis my pillow white, 

While I slet^p in the arms of tln^ blast. 

Sublime on tlio towers of my skii*y bowers, 

Li.'htning my pilot sits, 

1 * 1 , a LaVfTU under is fettered the tlmmler, 

Tt struggle's and liowls at 'its ; 

Over eartli and ocean with gcT Ic motion, 

This ]»i1ot is toiiding mo, 

Lured hy the love of the gcuni that move 
In the depths of the purple sea ; 

Ovli’ the rills, and the erags, and the hills, 

Over the lakes and the plains, 

AVherover he dream, under mountain or stream, 

'J’lici Spirit he loves ivn.ains ; 

And T all tlni while hask in heaven's hlne smile. 

Whilst he is dissoKing in rains. 

TIT. 

saTiguine siini*ise, with his meteor eyes, 

And his bnrnmg plumes ont'-pivad, 

Leap.s on tin; back of m\ .'ailirig rack, 

Wbeii the? nmrning star shines dead. 

As on the jag of a mount dn erag, 

Whieh an cai'thcpiake rocks and swings, 

An eagle alit om' moment m ly .sit 
III the liLdit of its rnddeii w ing^s. 

And wlien sue.set ma\ Mreathe, from the lit sea beneath. 
Its ardours of re.'t and of love, 

And ibe erimson pall f eve may fall 
From tlie deptli i>f heaven above, 

With wiiTgs fohled I • e.-^t, on mine airy iicst. 

As still as a brooding dove. 
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IV. 

Tliat or1)ecl maiden, witli white fire laden, 

Whom mortals call the moon, 

Glides glimmering o’er my flcecc-like floor, 
lly the mi<linght breezes strewn ; 

And wlierovcr the beat of her imseon feet. 

Which only the angels hear. 

May have broken tlic woof of my tent’s thin roof, 

The stars peep behind lier ivnd j)eer; 

And I laugh to see them whirl and flee. 

Like a swarm of golden bees. 

When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent. 

Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas, 

Like strii)s of the sky fallen through me on high. 

Are each paved with the moon and these. 

V. 

I bind the sun’s throne with the burning zone. 

And the moon’s with a girdle of pearl ; 

The volcanoes are dim, ainl the stars r(*el and swim. 
When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl. 

From cape to capo, with a bridge like shape, 

Over a torrent sea, 

Sunbeam proof, I liang like a roof, 

’I’ho nnnmtains its columns be. 

The trium]>hal aich through which I march. 

With liurricaiic, tire, and snow% 

When the jiowors of the air ar-» chained to my chair, 

Js the million-eoloured bow’ j 
The si)bcre-(ire above its soft eoknirs w’ove, 

While the nioisiS earth was laughing below. 

VI. 

I am the daughter of earth and W’atcr, 

And the nurslingof the sky : 

[ pass through the pores of the ocean and shores ; 

I change, but t cannot tlie. 

For after the rain, when with never a stain, 

The pavilion of heaven is bare, 

And the w iinls and sunbeams with their convex gleams, 
Ihiild up the blue dome of air, 

I silently laugh at my own cenotaY>h, 

And out id’ tlie caverns of ram, 

Like a child from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb, 
I arise and unbuild it again. 
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TO A SKYLAKK. 


Hail to thee, blithe spirit ! 
bird thou never wert, 

That from heavoii, or i:e:ir it, 

IVmiv.'L thy full heart 
In profuse strains of iiiipremcditatoJ ai t. 

II. 

llij'hor still ami hij(hcr, 

From the earth thou spriiigcst 

Like a cloud of lire ; 

The blue deep thou wiiigost, 

And singing still dost soar, and soaring ever singest. 

III. 

Ill the golden lightning 
Of the sunken sun, 

Cl’er which clouds are hrighlcning, 

'rhou (lost lloat and nin : ' 

Tiiko an unbodied joy whose race is just begun. 

JV. 

The pahs pur]>ie even 
M<*lts> around thy llight; 

Like a star of heaven, 

In tlie broad day-light 

Thou art unseen, but yet 1 hear thy shrill delight. 

V. 

Keen as are the arrows 
t)f that silver spliei<;, 

AVhose intense I;uti[j nari’ow.s 
III the V, hlti* (!,«wn clear, 

Liitil we hardly se.*, we feel that it is tiierc. 

VI. 

All the earth and air 
With thy voice is loud. 

As, v\lieii night is hare, 

Froia one lonely cloud 

The moon rains out her heaiiis, and Iii'av(‘n is overflowed. 

VII. 

What thou art wc know not ; 

W'iiat i' .‘iiost liko thee ! 

From rain how clouds tinu’o How not 
J)r(>[)S . '} bright to see, 

As from thy presence showei-s a rain of melody. 
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VllT. 

Like a poet liiddcn 

In the light of thought, 

Singing liyinns iinbuMoii, 

Till tlie worlil i.s wrought 

To sympathy with liopcs an<l fears it heeded not : 

IX. 

Like a high-b«>rn rnaidoii 
In a j»alaee t<jvver, 

Soothing her love-ladcu 
Sonl iti secret hour 

With music sweet as h>ve, wliicli overllow.s her bower : 

X. 

Like a glow worm golden 
In a doll of dew, 

Senttering unheholden 
Its aerial hue 

Among the llowers aiul grass, which screen it from the view : 

Like a rose emhowon*<l 
lu \t< own giiM ii loa\u*s, 
lly warm winds dolluwered, 

'I’ili tlie «*ont it gives 

Makes faint rh too jna<-h sweet tliesc lieavy-wingcd thieves. 

.Ml. 

SouikI of venial showers 
Oil the twinkling grass, 

Ihdn-aNMikvnetl liowT'is, 

All dint ever was 

Joyous and clear, and fresh, thy music doth surpass. 

XIll. 

Teach us, sprite or bird, 

AVliat hweet ihouglits arc thine : 

I have never heard 
I’l-ai.^e of love or wine 

That panted tbvtU a llood of rapture so divine. 

XIV. 

(Mmrns hymeneal. 

Or trinmplial ehaiint, 

JMatehed with thine would be all 
r»ut an empty vaunt — 

A thing wherein we feel there, is sonic hidden want. 

XV. 

"What objects are the fountains 
Of thy happy strain ? 

What li’elds, or waves, or mountains? 

What >hapes«>f sk^' or ^ lain? 

What IwVe of tliine own kind ! what ignorance of pain ? 
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TO 


XVI. 

With thy clear keen joyaiico 
Languor cannot he : 

Shadow of annoyance 
^Jevfci* c^inie near thee : 

Thou lovest; but ne’er knew love’s sad satiety. 

xvir. 

Waking or asleep, 

Thoii of death iiinst deem 

Things nidie true and deep 
'riian wo mortals dream. 

Or how could thy notes flow in such a crystal stream 1 

XVIII. 

We look before aiul after, 

And pine for wliat is not: 

Our siucerest laughter 

With some pain is fraught: 

Oiir sweetest songs are tliose that tell 4 >f .sadilest thought. 

XIX. 

Yet if wo could scorn 

Hate, and ]iri<le, and fear; 

If we wore things )>oni 

Not to shc«l a tear, " 

I know not hoNv thy joy we e' er should come near. 

xx. 

Hotter (hnn all measures 
Of delightful muiihI, 

Hotter than all treasures 
That in hooks arc found, 

Thy skill to poet were, thou scorner of the ground ! 

\XT. 

Teach me half the gladness 
That tJiy lirain must know, 

Su(!h liariiioiiioiis niadue~s 
hVom 1113 ' lips would Mow, 

The \s'orld shoid«l listen ilieu, as 1 am listening nov.'. 


TO . 

I Fi:\ll thy kii'ses, gentle maiden, 

I’hou needest not fear mine ; 

My sjurit is to*, deeply laden 
Kver to hurt hen tliine. 

I fear thy ini« n, thy tones, thy motion, 
Thou nec<h'.st not fear mine ; 
Innocent is ihc lieart’s devotion 
With which I worsliip tliine. 
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LOVlii’S rillLOSOrJfY. 

The fountains mingle with the river. 
And tiic rivers with the ocean, 

The wiinls of lieaveii mix for ever 
With a sweet emotion ; 
l^othiiig ill the world is single; 

All things by a law divine 
In one nnother s being mingle — ■ 

Wliy not I with thine 1 

See the monntaiim hiss high heaven. 
Ami the waves clasp one another ; 
No sister flower wi>uld be forgiven 
If it disdained its brotlier : 

And the sunlight clasps tlie earth, 
xVnd tlie moonbeams ki<s tlie sea; - 
What are all th«*se hissings worth, 

If thou kiss not me 1 


ODE TO LIRKRTY. 


V«‘t IVoftlrnn, yi;t, thy Ivaunvv torn Init itvin.g, 

»stroains like ii tliuialer storm :igain.>)t Llic wiial. — TJ ykos. 


I. 

A oLoniors people vibrated agtiin 

The liglitniug of the nations ; Liberty, 

From heart to heart, from tower to tower, o’er Spain, 
Scattering contagiems tire intf) the sky, 

Oleamevl. Sly s«)ul sjuirneil the chains of its dismay, 
Ami, in the rapid plumes of song, 

Clotlied itself sublime ami strong ; 

As a young eagle soars the morning clmuls among, 
Hovering in verse o'er its acenstomed pr»'y; 

'I’ill from its station In tlie beaven of fame 
The Spirit’s wliirlwind rajit it, and tlie ray 
Of the romote>t splieie of living llaino 
Which paves the void, was from behi'ul it llnng. 

As foam from a ship’s swiftness, when tlierc came 
A voice out of tlie deep ; I will record the same. 
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ODE TO LTDEBTr. 


II. 

Tho Sun and tlio screnest Moon sprang forth ; 

Tlio burning stars of the abyss wore liurlM 
Into the dej)ths of heaven. The dajdal earth, 

That island in tlie 0 (.“can of the world, 

Hung ill its idoud of all-sustaining air; 

But tliis divinest universe 
AV'as yet a chaos and a curse. 

For thou w’crt not : ])ut power from w't>rst producing w'orse. 
The spirit of tlie heists was kindled there, 

And of the birds, and of tho Avatcry forms, 

And there was war among them and despair 
AVithiii tluan, raging w'iihoiit truce or terms ; 

Tho bosom of their violateil nurse 

Groaned, for I leasts warred on hcasts, and w'orms on worms, 
A.a> 1 men on men ; each licart was as a hell of storms. 

m. 

IMan, the imperial .sha])e, then multi[»liod 
His generations under tlie pavilion 
Of the Sun’s tln onc : palace and pyramid, 

Temjile and prison, to many a swarming million, 

Wore, as to mountain-wolves tlieir ragged i*aves. • 

This human living multitude 
A\ ..d savage, cuimins/, hliiid, ind rude, 

For thou w'crt not ; hut o’er the fn piilous solitude, 

Like one tierce ijloud over a wast«‘ of w’avi's, 

Hung tyranny; beneath, sate deitieil 
The eister-pest., eongregator of slaves: 

Into the shallow of her pinions wide, 

Anarelis ainl ])riehts who feed mi gold and hlood, 

Till w’illi the stain their inmost souls are dyed. 

Drove the astonished herds of men fi-oiii every side. 


Tho nodding ]>roinontories, and lilne i^les, 

And eloud-like moipdains, and dsvidumis waves 
Of Greece, basked glorious in the open smiles 

Of favouring ln*aven : from tlirir t nchanted caves 
Proplietic echoes Unrig ilim nudody 
On the miappi‘eheiisi\o wild. 

Tlie vine, tlie corn, the olive mild, 

Grew’, savage yet, to hninan use nnreemnaled ; 

And like unfolded Howm hem-ath the sea, 

Like the mans thouglit dark in tlu' infant's brain. 
Like aught that is wdiieli wraps wdiat is to ho, 

Art’s deathless ilreaius lay veilcrl by many a vein 
Of Parian stone; and yet a speechless child, 

Verse murmured, and Philosophy did strain 

Her lidlcss eyes for thee ; when o’er the yFgean main 
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Athens arose : a city such as vision 

Ijiiihls from the purple crags ;ind silver towers 
Of hat 11 emeu ted cloud, as in derision 
Of kingliost masonry : the ocean floors 
Pave it; the cvtJiiing sky pavilions it; 

Its portals arc inhabited 
I5y thunder-zoned winds, each head 
AVithin its cloudy wings with sun-fire garlanded, 

A divine work ! Atlious diviner yet 

Gleamed with its crest of (iolumns, on the will 
Of man, as on a mount of diamond, set ; 

For thou wert, and thine all-creative skill 
Peopled, with forms that mock tlie eternal dead 
In marble ini mortality, that hill 
A\'hicli was thine earliest throne and latest oracle. 


vr. 

Within the surfaco of Time’s fleeting river 
Its wriii kit'd image lies, as then it lay 
ImmoYcably umpuet, and for ever 
It trembles, but it cannot pass away! 

The voiet's of thy bards and sages thniulor 
With an carth awakeni ng hla'^t 
Tln'tmgli tile caverns of the past: 

.Religion veil- her eyes: 0[»prossioii .shrinks aghast : 

A uiiiged .sound of jo}’, and love, and wonder. 

Which soars where Expectation never flew. 
Rending the veil of .•<paco and time asunder ! 

One ocean feeds the cloiid.s, and streams, and dew: 
One sun illuiijines hea’. en ; one spirit vast 
With life and love makes chaos ever new. 

As Athens doth tlie world with thy delight renew. 

VII. 

Then Rome wa.-s!, and from thy deep hosoin fairest, 
hike a wolf-cuh from a (Auhiuean Ahonad,* 
yiie drew th-; milk of greatness, though thy dearest 
From that Klysian food was yet unweaned ; 

And many a deed of terrihlo uprightness 
lly thy sweet love was sanctified; 

And in tliy smile, ainl by thy side. 

Saintly Camilhis lived, and linn Atilius died. 

Rut when tears stained thy rohe of vestal whiteness, 
And gold profaned thy eapitolian throne. 

Thou didst d('soi*t, with s[)irit-winged lightness, 

The senate of the tyrants: they sunk prone 
Slave.® of one tyrant. Palatinns sighed 
Faint echoes of Ionian song ; that tone 
Thou diilst delay to hear, lamenting to disown. 


* See the Dacdue of Eurii»klcs. 
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ODE TO EIliKUTY. 


VIIL 

From what Hyrcaiiian glen or frozen hill, 

Or piny pronioutory of the Arctic main, 

Or utmost islet inaccessible. 

Didst thou lament the riiiu of thy reign, 

Teaching the woods uml waves, and desert rocks, 

And every Naiad's ice-(?t)l(l urn, 

I’o talk in echoes sad and stern. 

Of that subliiiKjst lore whitrh man had dared unlearn 
For neither di<lst thou watch the wizard Hocks 

Of the Scald'.-, (hvams, nor haunt the Druid’s sleep. 
"What if the tears rained through thy shattered locks, 
Were «piickly dried ? for thou diihst groan, not weep, 
AVhcii from its sea of death to kill and burn, 

The (Jalilcaii sorjauit forth did crt'c]\ 

And made thy world an uiidistingnisliable heap. 


IX. 

A ihonsand years the hkirth cried, AN'hcn' .art thou ! 

And then the sha<huv of thy coming fell 
On iSaxoii Alfred's olive-cinctinvd brow: 

And many .a warrior-]»eoj»lcd citadel, 
lake ruck."’, uliich fire lilts out of the flat ilocp, 

Aro.^c 111 sacred Italy, 

Fr- ’Wiling o’er the tempestuous sea 
Of kings, and prii'^ts, and slaves, in tower-crowned maje.sty 
That nmltiLudiiious anarchy <lid sweep. 

And buist around tlicir walls, like idle foam, 

AVhilsL from tlie human spirit’s dee[>e>t deep. 

Strange melody with love and awe struck dumb 
Dissonant arms ; and Art wliioh cannot <li(‘, 

With <livine want traced on our earthly home 
Fit imagery to pave heaven’s everla-sting dome. 


Thou liuiitress swilte,r than the Moon ! thou terror 
Of the worhl’s wolves ! thou luarer of ilie miivtr, 
Whose sun-like siiatts j»ierce ten i]»i’st \vi Hired Krne-, 

As light may pierce ll.o clomls when tliey dissever 
Ju tlie calm regions (»f tin* orient day ! 

LiiUior caught tliy waki'iiing glance ; 

Ijike lightning from his leaden lance 
Jteflocted, it <lissolved the visions of the trance 
Jn wliich, as in a toiiih, tin* nations lay ; 

Ami l‘’nglamrs pro]»hets hailed thee as their ipicen, 
In songs whose music cannot ])ass away, 

Though it must thuv f*-.- ever: not niisecn 
before tlie spirit-sighted C(Uintenamo 

Of Milton didst tliou pa.- ■, fj-oiii the rjuI scone 
Ucyoud whoso night ho ouw, with a dejected mien. 
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XI. 

The eager hours nnd uurcluctant years 
As ou a dawn-ill uiuluod mountain stood, 
Trampling to silence their hnid hopes and fears. 
Darkening each other with their multitude. 

And cried aloud, Ijiherty ! Indignation 
Answered Tity from her cave ; 

Death grow ]):de within the giuvc, 

And desolation howled to the destroyer, Save ! 
AVlicn, like lieaveii’s sun, girt by tluj exlialatiou 
Of its own glorious liglit, thou didst arise, 
Chasing thy foes from nation unto nation 

l.iike shadows : as if day had cloven the skies 
At dreaming midnight o’er the western wave. 

Men starteil, st iggm-iiig with a glad surprise, 
Under the lightnings of thine unf.iniiliar eyes. 


XII. 

Thou heaven of earth ! wdiat spells could pall thee llien, 

In ominous eclipse ! A thous:nid years, 
lired from the slime of deep oppression's doii, 

Dyed all thy liquid light with hlo «m 1 aial toiirs, 

Till thy snoot stars could W(‘ep the stain away; 

Jluw llaeelianals of Mood 
Hound Fiuime, tie- ghadly vintage, stood 
Dostruetion’s sce]»fied slaves, and Folly's milled brood ! 

Wlion oiu‘, likt; tli<‘m, but miglilitM* far than they, 

'I’ho Anarch of thine own bewildered powers, 

Hose : armies miugled in ohseurc array, 

liike elomls with edpud-, darkening the sacred bowers 
or si'reiie lu'a\en. lie, by the ]»ast ])ursued, 

Hosts with those dead but unforg^dten hours, 

M’hose ghosts scare victor kings in their aiieostral l<.)W’crs. 

XIII. 

Ihigland yet sleeps : was she not eallecl of ohl ? 

S[»ain calls her iu*w, as with its thrilling thunder 
Vesuvius wakens ^FAiia, and the cold 

Snow'-<;rags by its re[dy are elovon in sunder : 

O’er tlie lit waves every -Foliaii isle 
From Fitheensa to reloriis 
How ls, and Ieai»s, and glares in elioriis : 

They cry, He dim, ye lamps of lieavon sus]>ejidcd o’er us, 

Her chains are threads of g»dd, she need l>ul smile 
Ami they tlissolve ; but Spain’s were links of steel. 

Till bit t»> dust Viy virtue’s keenest tile. 

Twins '»f a single ilostiny! at)]>eal 
To the oter lal years eiithrone«l bef«»re ns, 

Jp the dim West; im]»ri‘s.s us from a seal. 

All ye have thought and done ' Time cannot dare conceal. 
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ODE TO DIBEIITY. 


XIV. 

Tomb of Arniiniiis ! render up tliy dead 

Till, like a standard fnan a vvatcli- tower’s staff, 
llis soul may stream over the tv rant’s head ! 

Thy victory shall be his opitaj»li, 

Wild l>€acchanal of truth’s mysterious wine, 
Kiijg-doliided Germany, 

His tlead spirit lives in tlice. 

AVhy do we fear or hoj>e ? thou ai t already free ! 

And thou, lost ]*aradiseof tliis divine 

And glorious wnrld ! thou flowery wihlorness ! 
Thou island of eternity! thou shrine 

Wlicro <le>ol:dion, tdothed with loveliness. 
Worships the thing tlnm wert ! Italy, 

Gather thy blooil iiio> thy In'art ; repri'ss 

The beasts who make their dens tljy sacred palaces. 


O that Ihc free would stamp the im]>ious name 
Of* * * into the dust; tir write it there, 

So that this blot upon the page of fame 

Were as the s«n'pont’s path, wldeh the liglit air 
J^lrases, and the Hat sands elo'^e behiml ! 
che oracle have heard : 

Lift the victory-nashing sv.ord, 

And cui the snaky knots of tins f.iul gordian word, 

Wliieh, wi‘ak itself as Htnhhhj, ;yet can bind 
Into a mass, ij-refragahly firm. 

The axes and the rods whie.li awe mankind ; 

Tlie sound has poison in it, ’tis the sperm 
Of what iiiaki's life foul, eankeri>us, .tiid abhorred; 

Disdain not thou, at thine appointed ttn in, 

To set thine armed heel on this reluctant worm. 

X V r. 

O that the Avi.^o from their Inight mimls w’Oidd kindle 
Snell laniits within the dome, of this dim world. 

That the pale iiaino of Pun sT inieht .'.hriuk and dwindle 
Into the hell from which it fiivt was hurled, 

A scoff of iiiipiou.s ])i ide fnuu liend.', hupui’C, 

^J’ill human thouglds might kneel alone, 

Kacli before the jiidgnnait tlnoiie 
Of its own awelos.s sonl, or <»f the p<iwi-r unknown ! 

O that the wf»rds wiiich make tin*, thoughts ohseuro 
From which tlu^y sprii.g, as ^dmids of glimmering dew 
From a white lake blot heaven’s blue i)ortr.aiture, 

Were stript of their thin ma>.ks atid various hue, 

And frown-s and smiles and aplemhuii s not their owm. 

Till in the nakcMlncss of false and ti ue 

They stand before their Lord, each to receive its due. 
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XVTI. 

He who tfliight man to vanquish whatsoever 
Can be between the cradle and the grave, 

Crowned him the King of Life. 0 vain endeavour ! 

If on his own high will a willing slave, 

Tie has enthroned the oppression and the oppressor. 

What if earth can clothe and feed 
Amplest millions at their need, 

And power in thought be as the tr(;e within the seed ? 

Or what if art, an ardent intercessor. 

Diving oil fiery wings to Nature’s throne, 

Checks the great mother stooping to caress her, 

And cries, give me, thy child, <lominion 
Over all height and def)th '# if Life can bleed 

New wnnts, and wealth from tho.se who toil and groan. 
Rend of thy gifts and hers a thousandfold fur one. 

XVIII. 

(.■oinc thon, but lead out of the inmost cave 
Of man’s deep spirit, as the morning-star 
Reckons the Sun from tli<} Koaii wave, 

A\'isdom. 1 hear the pennons of her car 
Self-moving like cloud cluiriote<l hy Haino; 

Comes she not, and eomc ye not. 

Rulers of eternal thought, 

To jndgo with solemn irutli life’s ill-appovlioned lot? 

Blind Love, and equal Justice, and the Fame 
Of what has been, the Hope of what will bo ? 

0, Liberty! if such could bo thy name 

Wert thou disjoined from those, or they from th e ■ 

If tliine or theirs were treasures to be bo\ight 
By blood <ir tears, have not the wise and iVoe 
AVe^jt tears, and blood like tears ! The solemn harmony 


XTX. 

I’auscd, and the spirit of that mighty singing 
To its abys.s \%;is suddenly withdrawn ; 

Then as a wild swan, when sublimely winging 
Its path atliwai-t tlie tlnmdcr-smoke of dawn, 

Sinks headlong tlirough tlic aerial golden light 
On tho lieavy sounding plain, 

AVheu the bolt has pierced its brain ; 

As summer clouds dissolve iinburtlioned of their rain ; 

As a far taper fades with fading night ; 

As a brief insc'ot dies witli dying day, 

My song, its pinions disarrayed of might, 

Drooped : o’er it closed the echoes far away 
Of the great voice which <litl its flight sustain, 

As Waves which lately paved his watery way 

Hiss round a drjwncr’s head in their tempestuous play. 

1. L 
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ARETHUSA. 

AnrTnnsA arose 
From li or conch of snows 
In the Acrocorauuian mountiiins, — 
From cloud and from crag 
Witli many a jnjr. 

Shepherding lier bright fountains, 

Slic lea[)t down the rocks 
With her rainbow locks 
Streaming among the streams ; — 

Her '4o])s paved with green 
The downward ravine 
Which slopes to the western gleams : 
And gliding an«l s]>ringiiig, 

, She went, ever singing, 

In miu’inurs as soft, as slot'p; 

The Earth seeiiK'd to love her, 
And Heaven sinihal above her. 
As she lingered towards the deep. 

Then Alpheus bold, 

On his gl.ieier c d<l, 

With his ti ideni the mountains strook 
And opened a eliasm 
Tn tlu^ roc'ks: — with the si)a3in 
All Eryniaiitlni.s sliook. 

Ami the Idaek south wind 
It coTMjcfded behind 
The urns of tlic silent snow, 

And eartlupiako and thunder 
Did remlcr in .sunder 
The bars of the springs below : 

The beard and tlio hair 
Of the river Ood wero 
Seen through the torrent’s sweep, 

As ho followed the light 
Of the fleet uyiupli’s flight 
To the brink of the Dorian deep. 

“ Oh, save me ! Oh, guide mo ! 
An<l bid the deep InMe me! 

For he grasps noi now by the hair ! ” 
The loud Ocean heard, 

To its bl’io depth stirred. 

And divided at her prayer ; 

And under the water 
Tlic E:irth’tf white daughter 
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Fled like a snniiy beam ; 

Behind her desccudcd 
Her billows, unblended 
With tlic brackirtli Dorian stream : 

Like a gloomy stain 
On the emerald main 
Alphciis rushed l^ohind, — 

As an eagle pursuing 
A dove to its ruin 

Down the streams of the cloudy wind. 

Under the bowers 
Wlit're tlie Ocean Powers 
Sit oJi llniir pi'.arlod thrones : 

Through the coral Avoods 
Of tin; w eltering floods. 

Over lie;q)S t)f unvaluetl stones ; 

Tlirough Oic <lim beams 
AVhich amid the streams 
Weave a iiet-Avork of coloured light; 
i\ml nmler tlic eavc's, 

“IMicro t/i«* shadowy w'aves 
Are as green ns the forest’s night : — 
Out'^liecMling the sliark, 

All tlie sw’onl-fish dark, 

IJiidor fhe os'ean Aaim, 

And up through the rifts 
Of tlic mountain clifts 
I’licy passed to tlieir Dorian home. 

And now from their fountains 
In Kiiiia's mountains, 

Down one vale w'here the morning basks, 
Jiike friends once parted 
GvoNvn singlc-licarted. 

They ply their watery tasks. 

At sunrise they leap 
From their cradles steep 
In the cave of the shelving hill; 

At \\oou-t\do they ttow 
Through the woods below 
And the meadows of Asjdiodcl ; 

And at night they sleep 
III the rocking deep 
Bcneatli the Ortvgiau shore; — 

Like spirits that lie 
111 tlie azure sky 

When they lovo but live no more. 

Fisa. 


L L 2 
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1\YM^ OF APOLLO. 

The sleepless Hours who watch me as I lie. 
Curtained with star enwoven tapestries 
From the broad moonlight of the sky, 

Fanning tlie busy dreams from my dim eyes, — 
Waken me wle-n their Mother, the grey l):iwn, 

Tells them that tlrcaius imd that the moon is gone. 

Then I arise, and climbing Ifoaven’s blue dome, 

I walk over the mountains and tlie waves, 

Leaving my robe upon the ocean foam ; 

My footsteps pa\e the clouds with fire ; the eaves 
Are fille<l witli my bright ]>r<'senee, anil the air 
Leaves the green eartli to my embraces bare. 

Tlie sunbeams are m 3 " shafts, witli wdiieli 1 kill 
Deceit, that loves the night and tVars the ila\’; 

All men who do or < 5 ven imagine ill 
Fly me, and from the glory of m 3 " ray 
(.i '* 'd inimls and open actions take new miglit, 

Until diniiuisliofl by the reign of night. 

1 feed the clouds, the rainbows, and the ilowers, 
ANTth their ethereal colours; the IVloon's globo 
And the pure stai'S in tlieir eternal br>wcrs 
Aiv. tinctured with mv power as with a robe; 
AV'^liatever lamps on Kartli i»r Heaven may shine 
Are portions (d* one power, which is mine. 

J stand at luxm u])on the peak of H<*aven, 

I’lien with nnwiliing .stops 1 wander ili>wn 
Into the clouds of the Atlantic evi'ii ; 

For grief that 1 depart. th<! 3 ' Wi*ep and fi'dwn : 
AVhat look is more delightful th.ni the smile 
WitJi wliieli 1 soothe them from the western isle ? 

I am the C 3 'e with wliich the Universe 
Peliolds itself and knows itself ili vine ; 

All harmony of instrameut or verse, 

All propliecy, all medieine are mine, 

All light of art or n.Aure ; — to my song 
Victory and prai.se in tlieir own right belong. 
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HYMN OF PAN. 

FROJvr the forests and higlilands 
We conic, wo come ; 

From the river-girt islands, 

Where loud waves arc dumb 
Ijistening to my sweet pipings. 

The Avind in the reeds and tlie rushes, 

The bees on the bells of thyme, 

The bii'ds on the myrtle bushes, 

'Ihc cicalc above in the liim?. 

And the lizards below in the grass, 

Were as silent as over old Tmobis* was, 
Listening to my sweet pipings. 

Liquid Peneus was flowing. 

Ami all dark Tempo lay 
in Pelion’s shadow, outgrowing 
The light of the <lying <lay, 

Speeded with my sweet pipings. 

The Sileni, and Sylvan.^, ami Fauns, 

And the Nymphs of the woods and waves, 
To the edge of the moist river-hiw'iis. 

And the brink of tlie dewy cave.s. 

And all that did then attend and follow, 

Were silent with h»v< , as you now, Apollo, 
With eii^y of my sweet pipings. 

I sang of the dancing stars, 

I sang of the dajdal Earth, 

And t>f TIcavon -and the giant Avars, 

Ami Lov('. ami Death, and Birth, — 

Ami then I changed my pi])ings, — 
Singing how down the A’ale of Menalua 
J pursued a maiden and claspml a reed : 
Gods and men. we are all deluded thus ! 

It breaks in onr bosom and then we bleed : 
All Avept, as I Ibiiik both yo now would. 

If envy or age bad not frozen yonr blood, 

At the sorrow of my sweet pipings. 


* This and thu rornior ]>ocm were written .at tlio request oi 
a fnond. to he inserte«l in :i dniiii.-i on tlw suhjeet d Mitlas. 
Apolh' -.lid Pan runteiulud heloro Tinolus Uu’ the ju'izo in 
iiiusie. 
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THE QUESTION 

I DBEAMED that, as I wandered by tJio way, 

Bare winter suddenly was (jhanged to spring. 

And gentle odours led my steps astray, 

Mixed witli a sound of waters iminnuring 
Along a shelving bntik of turf, wliicli lay 
Under a eojise, and hardly dared to fling 
Its green arms round the bosom of the stream. 

But ki'ssod it and then fled, as thou mightest in dream. 

There grew pied wind-flowers au<l violets, 

Daisies, those pearled Arctiiri of the earth, 

The constellated thuver that iioviu' sets ; 

Faint oxlips ; tiaider bhmhells, jd. whose birth 
The sod scarce heaved ; and that tall flower that wets 
Its mother’s face uith hcavi'n-colleeted tears, 

AVdion the low wind, its playmate’s \oice, it Jicarg. 

And hi the warm hedge grew lush eglantine, 

Oreen cow-bind aiitl the mooidiglit-coloiired May, 

And oil erry -blossoms, and white cups, whose wine 
Was tlie bright <lew yet draine«l not by the day; 

And wild roses, ami ivy serpentim*, 

AVith its dark buds and leaves, wandering astray; 

And flowers a/iire, black, and streaked with gold. 

Fairer than any wakened eyes behold. 

And nearer to the rivei-’s troml fling e<lgo 

There grew broad flag-flowers, pnr]>le prankt with white. 
And starjy river buds armnig tin? seilge. 

And floating water-lilies, In'oad and l>right, 

Whieh lit the oak tliat overhung the hc<lgo 

With moonlight beams of tbeir own watery light; 

And bulrushes, ain1 r» eds of smfli deep ^^reeii 
As soothed the da/zled eye with sober sheen. 

Methought that of these visiona,ry flowers 
f niaflo a nosegay, btmnd in sneb a. way 
That the sane* hues, which in Ujcir natural bowers 
Were rninghid or opposed, the like array 
Kept tlioso inji>risonefl chihlren c^f tlie Hours 
Within rny hand,-- .itid then, date and gay, 

I hastened to the spot whence I had ciiine, 

^That I might tliero i>resent it !— Oh I to whom? 
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THE TWO SPIRITS. 

AN ALLEGORY. 


FllLWr fcJriRlT. 

0 TiTOU, ^vho plumed with strong desire 
AVouldst float above the earth, beware ! 

A sliadow traek.'! tliy fliglit of fire — 

Night is coming ! 

Bright are the regions of the air. 

And among the winds and beams 
It were deliglit to w'andcr there — 

Night is coming ! 

Seconj> SriRiT. 

The deathless stars are briglit above: 

If I would cru'ss the sha<le at night, 

Within my Jieart is the lamp of love, 

And that is day ! 

And the moon will smile with gentle light 
On my gold - mi |)1 nines where’er they move ; 
Tlio motet )rs will liir/er round my flight, 

Ami make night day. 

Kms r Sri HIT. 

But if the whirlwinds of tlarkness waken 
Hail, and liglitiiing, and storm,' rain ; 

See the honmls of the air are shaken — 

Night is ctnning ! 

The retl swift clouds of the hiuTicanc 
Yon doelining snn have o’ertaken, 

The clash of the hail sweeps over the plain — 
Night is coining ! 

Second St’irit. 

1 see the light, and I hear the sound ; 

I’ll sail on the Hood of the teiujn'st dark, 
With the calm within ainl the light around 
Which makes night day : 

And thou, when the gloom is deep and stark, 
L »ok fnnn thy dull eartli, sliimhor-houiid, 
My moonlight ifight thou then may'st mark 
Ou high, far away. 
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SONG OP PROSEIIPINE. 


Some say there is a precipice 

Wht^rc one vast pine is frozen to ruin 
O’er piles of snow and cluisins of ice 
’Mid Alpine mountains ; 

And that tlie languid storm, pursuing 
That winged slmjx', for ever Hies 
Round those lioar hranclies, aye renewing 
Its aery fountains. 

Some say when niglits are dry and clear, 

And the death-dews sleep on the morass, 
Sweet whis])ers are heard by the traveller, 
Which make niglit <lay : 

And a silver shape like his early love doth pas: 

Upborne by her wild and glittering hair, 
And wlien ho awakes on the fragrant grass, 
ifo liiids night day. 


THE WAMNU MOOK. 

Avd like a dying lady, lean and pale. 

'Who totters forth, wrapt in a gauzy veil, 
Out of her clumiber, hsl hy tlu* in-'ano 
And feeble wanderings of her fading brain, 
The moon arose upon the murky earth, 

A white and shapeless luiuss. 


SONG OK IMIOSKIIPJXK, 

wun.sT rcievKiis on tiu: pi.aiv or knv\ 

Sacukd Goddess. Mother Kai th, 

Thou f)'om \\ ho^t; iiiunortal bosom, 

Gods, and men, aiul beasts have birtli. 

Jjeat and blade, aii<l bud and l)lossom, 
Jh’eathe thine influence most divine 
Oil thiue own child, Proserpine. 

If with mists of evjuiiug dew 

Thou <lost nourish these young hower.-i 
Till they grow, in scent and hue, 

Fairest childrei! of the Hours, 

Rrcathe thine influeiice most divine 
On thiuo own child, iToserpiiic. 



621 


LETTER TO MARIA GISBORNE. 

TjKgiiorn, July 1, 18-20. 

Thk spider spreads her webs, wlictlicr slio be 
111 poet’s tower, cellar, or barn, or ti oo ; 

The silkworm in the dark-green mulberry leaves 
His winding-sheet and cradle ever weaves ! 

So I, a tiling wliom moralists call worm, 

Sit spinning still round this decaying form, 

From the fine threads of rare ami siilitle thought — 

No net of words in garish colours W'rought, 

To catch the idle buzzers of the day — 

]hit a soft cell, where, when that fades away. 

Memory may chithe in wings my living name 
And feed it with the asphotlols of fame, 

Which in those hearts which most remember me 
Gro\v, making love an immortality. 

Whoever shoiihl behold me now, I wist, 

Would think I wore a mighty inecluiiiist, 

Bent with sublboo Archimedean art 
To breatlio a soul into the iron heart 
Of some machine ]>ortentous, or strange gin, 

Which by the force of figured spoils might win 
Its way over the sea, and sport therein ; 

For round tlio walls are hung dreail engines, such 
As Vulcan never wrought for .b)ve to clutch 
Ixiou or the Titan : — or the (piick 
Wit of that man of God, SSt. l)v)minic. 

To eonvince Atheist, Turk, or Heretic; 

Or those in phih>.‘<ophie councils met, 

W'ho thought til pay some iuterest for the debt 
They owed f o .le.sus Christ for their sjdvation. 

By giving a faint foretaste of damnation 
To Shakspeare, Sidney, Spenser, and the rest 
Wlio made our land au island i>f the blest. 

When lamp-like Spain, wdio now relumes her lire 
Ou Freedom’s liearth, grew- dim with em 2 ^ii*e : — 

With tlnimb-.sere\v.«!, wlioel.-^, with lootli and si>iko and jag. 
With fishes found under the utmost crag 
Of Cornwall, and the stoi m-encom passed isles. 

Where to the sky the rude .sea sehloiu smiles 
Unless i^ treaelieroiis wrath, as on the morn 
When the exulting elements in scorn 
Satiated with destroyed fle.strnctioii, lay 
Sleeping in beauty ou their mauglod prey. 
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LETTER TO MARTA GISBORNE. 


As pantliers sleep : and other strange and dread 
Magical forms the brick-lioor overspread — 

Proteus transformed to metal did not make 
More figures, or more str.in>'o ; nor did he take 
Such shapes of unintelligible limsa. 

Or heap himself in such a horrid mass 
Of tin and iron not to be understood, 

And forma of uniniagiiiablo wood. 

To puzzle Tuba) Cain an<l all his brood : 

Great screw , and c'ones. and wheels, and grooved blocks, 
The elements of what will stand the shocks 
Of wave and wind nml time. — Upon tlie table 
Mora knacks ami tjiuj>s there bo than I am able 
To catidoguise in this verso of mine : 

A pretty bow l of wood -not full of wine, 

But tpiieksilver ; that, dew whieh the gnomes drink 
When at their subterranean toil they swink, 

Pledging tlio dcMiions »>f the (‘artl uptake, wlio 
llejdy to them in hava-cry, halloo ! 

And call out to the cities uVr their head, — 

Roofs, towns, and sliriiu'S -*lho dying and the dead 
Crasli throngli tlio chinks of eartli ami tlnm all tpialT , 
Another rouse, and hold th<*ir sides and laugh. 

This quicksilver no gnome lias drunk — within 
The walmit-how’l it li«'S, veinod and thin, 

In colour lik(* tlm wake of light tliat stains 
^’hc Tuscan <Ice[», when from the moist, moon rains 
The inmost fthow'<3r of its white fire —the breeze 
Is still — blu(3 b('‘iven smiles over the pale seas. 

And in tins bowl of <jnicksilvcr —for I 
Yield to the imj)ulM3 of an infaney 
Outlasting manhood — J have made to float 
A rude idealism of a pa]jor boat — 

A hollow' serrw with cogs — Henry will know 
The tiling I mean, and laugh at me,- -if so 
lie fears not 1 should d») more misehi<3f. — Next 
Lie bills and calenhu ions iiiucli perjdext, 

With .steam-boat.-, iVigativ., .-md ma<’liiii« iy quaint 
Traced over thorn in blue and yidlow' paint. 

Then comes a range of rnathemnt.ieal 
In.strnments, fir plans nautical ami statical, 

A heap of ro,>in, a green broken glass 
With ink in it;- a ehiua eup that was 
Wliat it will nev(U* ho .igain, f think, 

A thing from whieh sweet liiw wore w’oiit to drink 
The liquor doetoi'.s lad at — and wliieh 1 
Will fjiiafriij sjiite <»f tlioin — and whon wo <lio 
AVe’ll toss up wdio died fii’st of »lrinking tea, 

And cry out, — head.s or tails! where’er wo he. 

Near that a dusty paiut-box, some old hooka, 
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A half-burnt match, an ivory block, three books, 
Where conic sections, spherics, logarithms, 

To great La])lace, from Saunderson and Sims, 

Lie heaped in tlioir liarnionioiis disarray 
Of figures, — disentangle tliem who may. 

Baron do Tott’s Memoirs beside them lie, 

And some odd volumes of old chemistry. 

Near tliem a most inexplicable thing, 

With least in the middle — I'm conjecturing 
How to make Henry understand ; — but — no, 
ril leave, as Spenser says, with many mo, 

Tills secret in the pregnant womb of time. 

Too vast a matter for so weak a rhyme. 

And here like some weird Arch imago sit I, 

Plotting dark spells, and devilish eiiginerv, 

The sell- impel ling steam-wheels of tlie mind 
Which pump u]) oaths from clorg^niien, and grind 
Tho gentle s])iril of onr meek reviews 
Into a powdeiT foam of salt abuse, 

Iliiflling tho oeean of their self content : — 

1 sit — ainl smile or sigli as is my l>ent, 

But not for tliem -Lilioccio rushes round 
With an inconst;mt and an idle sound, 

I heed him more tha?i them — the thunder-smoke 
Is gathering <m tlu; mountains, like a cloak 
Tolded athwart their sliouUlers broad and bare; 

Tho ripe corn under the undulating air 
Undulates like an oeean ; -ainl the vines 
Are treijihling wide in alt their tn.d1i'<cd lines; 

Tile nnirmur of tho awakening sea doth (ill 
The empty pauses »>f the blast ; — the liill 
Looks hoary through tiie white electric rain, 

And from tlie glens beyond, in sullen strain 
The inten'u\ited thunder howls; above 
One chasm of heaven smiles, like the eye of love 
On tlie uiKp-iet worhl ;■ while such things arc, 
How could one worth your friendship heed the war 
Of worms ? 'fhe shriek of the world's carrion jays. 
Their c<‘iisnre, or their woinler, or their praise 1 
You are not hero ! Tho (piaint witch Memory sees 
In vacant chairs your absent imago.s, 

And points where once you sat, and now should be, 
Ihit aro not.- -I demand if ever wo 
Shall meet as then wc met ; -ami she n'plies. 
Veiling in awe her sccoml-sighteil eyes, 

“1 know the past ahnie —but summon homo 
M'' sister Hope, she speaks of all tt> eume. ’ 

Put I, an old diviner, who know well 
Every false verse of that sweet oracle, 



53.1 


I.KTTKR TO MARIA GIS]JOIlNJi}. 


Turned to the sad enchantress once again. 

And sought a respite from my gentle pain. 

In acting eveiy passage o’er and o’er 
Of our coinmuiii»>n. — How on the sea slmrc 
Wo \vatclie<l the ocean and the sky togotlier, 

Under the roof of blue Italian weather ; 

How 1 ran home through last year’s thnndcr-stonn. 
And felt tlie tiansvt*rso lightning linger warm 
Ui)on my cheek : aiul liow we often made 
Treats for oaoh other, where good will outweighed 
The frugal luxury of our country cheer, 

As it well might, were it less firm and «;Iear 
Than ours must ever he; — ami lu>w we spun 
A sliroud of talk to hide us from the sun 
Of this familiar life, wliich seems to bo 
But is not, -or is but <piaint mot‘kery 
Of all we would believe; sadly blame 
The jarring and inexplicable frame 
Of this wrong world: — and then anatomize 
The purposes nml thoughts of men wh(»se eyes 
Were clo.se<l in distant years ; — or widely gT»ess 
The issue of tin? eartli’s great business, 

When we shall he as we no longc'r aro ; 

Like babbling gossips safe, wlio hear the war 
Of winds, and sigh, hut trembU* m)t ; or how 
Yo\i listem <l to some intemipte*! How 
Of visionary rhyme -in joy ami pain 
Struck from tlie inmost fountains of my brain, 

With little skill j>erha])s or how we sought 
Those <hiepeht wells of passion or of tlionght 
Wrought by wise ]>oets in the waste of years. 
Staining tlic sacred waters with onr tears ; 
Quenching a tliirst ever to be renewed ! 

O’* Innv 1, wi^'st lady ! then i mined 
The language of a land which now is free, 

And wingcil witli tlionglits of ti iitli and majesty, 
Klits round the tyrant’s see]>tre like a cloud, 

And hursts the p'>o]>Ie<l prisons, ami cries aloud, 
“My name is Ii»‘gi«»ii !” — that maji'-slie tongue 
Which (Jalderon over the <lesert iluiig 
Of ages and of nations ; and which found 
All echo in our liearts, and with the sound 
»Startle<l oblivion ; - tli«>u wcit then to me 
As is ;i nurs<; - wluni inarticulately' 

A child would talk ;us its grown parents do. 

Jf living winds tlie lapid clomls pursue, 

Jf hawks chase <lovc.s through the aerial way, 
Huntsmen the jiin<*cont deer, and beasts their prey, 
Wliy should not wo roust' witli the spirit’s bkist 
Out of tlie forest of the p<alhless past 
These recollected plccwurcs I 
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You are now 

In London, that groat sea, whose ebb and flow 
At once is deaf and loud, and on tlic shore 
Vomits its wrecks, an<l still howls on for more. 

Y^efc in its depth what trea.sures ! You will see 
Your old friend Godwin, greater none than he ; 
Though fallen on evil times, yet w'ill he stand, 
Among the spirits of our ago and lainl, 

Jleforo the dread tribvinal of To-eoine 

The foremost, whilst rebuke stands pale and dumb. 

You will see Coleridge ; he who sits obscure 

III the exceeding lustre and the pure 

Intense irradiation of a mind, 

AYhich, with its own internal lustre blind. 

Flags wearily tln-ough darknc.ss and desj^air — 

A cloud-eneirtded meteor of the air, 

A hootle<l eagle among blinking owls. 

You will see Hunt ; one of tho.se ha]»py souls 
Which arc the salt of the earth, and without whom 
This world would smell like what it is a tninb; 
Who is, what otiiors seem : -Ids room no doubt 
Is still a<loriied Ijy many a ca.st from Shout, 

AVith graceful flowers, bustefully jdaced about; 

And coronals of 1- ly fr«)m ribbons hunir, 

And brighter wreaths in neat disorder liung, 

'rhe gifts of th<‘ most loarne<l among st)mc dozens 
Of female friends, sisters-in-law, ami cousins. 

Ami there is he with his eternal puns, 

V'hicli beat the tlullest loaiii for .smiles, like diu»’. 
Thumhuing for money at a poet’s <1oor; 

Alas ! it is no u.se to .say, I’m poor !” 

Or oft ill gmver mood, wdioii he will look 
Things wiser than were ever said in book, 

Kxcept ill Shakspeare'.s wisest tcnderne.ss. 

You will see If and I eaiinot expres.s 
His virtues. I hough I know that they are great, 
Because be locks, then barricades, the gate 
AVithiii which they inhabit; — of his wit. 

Ami wis«\oin, vovi'll cry out when you are bit. 
lie is a j)earl within an oyster shell, 

One of tlie riche.st of the deep. And there 
Is Engli.sh P — with his mountain Fair 
Turned into a Flamingo,— that shy bird 
That gleams i’ tlie Imlian air. Have you not heard 
When a man marries, dies, or turns Hindoo, 

IPs best friend: he.tr no more of him? but you 
AViJl se(j him, and will like him too, 1 li(»po, 

W.th the milk-white Siiowdoidaii Antelupe 
Matched v\ith Ids camelcpard ; his line tv it 
Makes such a w ound, the kuilc is lost in it ; 
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A strain too learned for a shallow ago. 

Too wise for selfish bigots; — let his page, 

WJiich clianns the chosen spirits of the age. 

Fold itself up for a sereiier clime 
Of years to come, ami find its recompense 
In that just expectation. AVit and sense, 

Virtue and human knowledge — all tliat might 
Make this dull world a business of delight, 

Are all coiubineil in Horace Smith. — ^^Viid those, 
AVith some exceptions, which 1 need not tcaze 
Your patience by descanting on, are ail 
You and 1 know in liondon. 

I recall 

My thoughts, and bid you look upon the night; 

As water does a sponge, so the moouliglit 
Fills the v<jid, ]^ollo^\^, iiiiiver.sal air. 

AVhat see, yon ! — Unpavilioncd heaven is fair, 
"Whether the moon, into her chamV>e\’ gone, 
heaves mi<liiight to the golden stars, or wan 
Climbs with diminislicd beams the azure steep; 

Or whether clouds sail o’er tlie inverse doci>. 

Piloted by the many-Wiimlcring blast. 

And the I'are stai’s rush through them, dim and fast. 
All this is beautiful in every land. 

Rut what see 3"on beside { A sJjabby stand 
Of hackney-eoaehes — a brick house or wall 
Fencing some lonely court, white with tho scrawl 
Of our unhai)i)y politics ; — or worse — 

A wretcluMl woman reeling by, whose enrso 
Mixed with the watchmans, partner of her trade. 
You mu.st accept in place of serenade — 

Or yellow-haired Pollonia murmuring 
To Henry, some unutterable thing. 

I sec a chaos of green leaves and fruit 
Built round dark caverns, even to tho root 
Of the living .stems who feed them ; in Avhose bowers 
There sloc]» in their dark dew the folded llowers : 
Beyond, the surface of tho unsicklotl corn 
Trembles imt in the slumbering air, and borne 
In circles tpiaiut, and evei’-changing dance, 

Like w'iiigetl stars the fire-flios Hash and glance 
Pale in the open moon.shine ; but each one 
Under tho tlark trees seems a little sun, 

A meteor tamed ; a fixed star gone astray 
From the silver regions of the Milky -way. 

Afar the Cont.adino’s song is heard, 

Rude, but made sweet by diskaucc ; — and a bird 
AVhich cannot be a nightingale, and yet 
1 know none else that sings so sweet as it 
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At this late hour ; — and then all is still : — 

Now Italy or Loudon, which you will ! 

Next winter you must i){iss with me ; T’ll liave 
My house by that time turned into a grave 
Of dead despondence and low*tlu»ughtcd care, 

And all the <lr(«iina which our toriuciitors are. 

O that Hunt mid w’ore tljcro, 

With cvcjytljiiig belonging to them fair /— 

AVe will liave books ; Simnish, Italian, (Ircek, 

And ask one w eek to make another week 
As like Ills father, as I’m unlike mine. 

Though w’O cat little liesh and drink no wine. 

Yet let’s be merry; we’ll liave tea and toast; 
Custards for supper, and an endless host 
Of syllabubs and jellies, and mince-jties. 

And other such lady-liko luxuries, — 

Feasting on which we will philosophise. 

And we ll have tires out of the (Iraud J hike’s wood, 
To thaw tlio six wiJeks’ winter in our blood. 

And then we’ll talk wliat sliall we talk about? 
Oh ! there are themes enough for many a bout 
Of though t-(‘n tangled doseant; as to nerves — 

AVith cones and paiallelograms and curves 
IVe snoru to strangle them if (»nee they dare 
To bother me, -when you are with me there. 

And they shall never more sip lamlaimm 
From lIcli(H)u or Ifimeros;* well, eomo. 

And in s|jite of and of the devil, 

AVe’ll make our friendly jihilosophie revel 
Outlast the leailess time; — till Inida and flowers 
AVarn the obscure inevitable hours 
Sweet meeting by sad parting to renew i' -- 
To-morrow to fresh woods and pastures now.** 


TO MARY. 

(on her OIWECTIXO TO THE FOf.LOAVIKa POEM, UPON THE SCORE 
f»K ITS CONTAINING NO HUMAN INTlillEST.) 

I. 

How, my dear Mary, are you critic-bitten, 

(For vipers kill, though dead,) by some review, 

That you condemn those verses T have written, 

Because they tell no story, false or true J 

* from whicli the river Hinicra was named, ia, with sumo 

slight sliade of diifercnce, a eyuonymeof Love. 
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What, though no mice are caught by a young kitten. 
May it not leap and pi a}" as grown cats do, 

Till its claws come ? Prithee, for this one time. 
Content the© with a visionary rhyme. 

11 . 

What hand would (;nish the silken-wiiigod fly, 

The youngest of incmistant April’s minions, 

Bceniise it cannot climb the purest sky, 

Where the swan sings, amid the sun’s dominions? 
Not thine. Tlnm knowest ’tis its doom to die, 

When da}’^ shall hide within her twilight pinions. 
The lucent eyes, and the eternal smile, 

Serene as thine, which lent it life awhile. 

III. 

To thy fair feet a winged Visioi^ came, 

Whoso <late shouhl i)ave been longer than a daj*'. 
And o’er thy head did beat its wings for fame, 

And in tliy sight its fading plumes display ; 

The watery bow burned in the evening flame, 

But tlio show<‘r fell, the swift Sun wont his way' — 
And that is dead. — (), let me not belicjvo 
That any thing of mine is fit to live ! 

IV. 

Wordsworth informs ns ho was nineteen years 
Considering and ro-touching ]*etcr Hell ; 

Watering his laurels with the killing tears 
Of slow, dull care, so that their roots to boll 
Might pierce, an<l tlieir wide branches blot their spheres 
Of heaven, with dewy leaves and flowers ; tliis well 
May he, fljr Heaven and Karth cons]>ire to foil 
The over-busy' gardener’s blundering toil. 

My Witch indeed is not so sweet a creature 
As lluth or TiUey^ whom his graceful praise 
Clothes for our grau«l>-ous — but sbe matches Peter, 
Though he took nineteen yecTr.s. and she three days 
In dressing. Ijight the vest of flow'ing metre 
She wears ; In;, proud as dandy with his stay’^s, 

Has hung upon liis wiry limbs a dre.ss 

Like King Lear’s “looped and wimlowcd raggedness.” 

VI. 

If y'ou strip Peter, yon will nee a fellow. 

Scorched by Hell’s hy peroipiatorial climate 
Into a kind of a .sulphui eous yellow : 

A lean mark, hanHy fit to fiing a rhyme at ; 

111 shape a Scaramouch, in hue Othello, 

If you unveil my Witch, no priest nor primate 
Can shrive you of that sin, — if sin there bo 
In love, when it becomes idolatry^ 
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I. 

Befoup; tliORO cruel twins, whom at one hirth 
Incestuous Chiiiige bore to her father Time, 

Error and Triitji, hiwl hunted from the earth 
All those briglifc natures wlihili adorned its prime, 
And left us nothing to believe in, worth 
The jiains f)f putting into learned rliyine, 

A lady-witch there lived on Atlas’ mountain 
Witlnn a cavern by a secret fountain. 

II. 

Her mother was one of the Atlanti<lcs : 

The all-behohliiig Sun had ne’er beholden 
In his wide voyage o’er continents and seas 
So fair a creature, as she lay eiifoldcn 
In the warm shadow of her loveliness; 

He kissed lier with Ids beams, and made all golden 
The chamber of gny rook in wiiieli she lay — 

She, in that <lreaiii of joy, dissolved away. 

i:i- 

’Tis said, she was fir-t changed into a vapour, 

And tluMi into a c.loml, such (dimds as Hit, 

Like spIciKhnir-winged inofhs about a taj)er, 

Round the red west when the sun die? in it : 

And tlion into a mote. it, si;eh as caper 
On hill-tops when llm moon is in a fit ; 

Then, into one of those mysterious stars 

WJiicli hide themselves between tJie Earth and Jllar.'’. 

IV. 

Ton times the i\Iothor of the Months had bent 
Her bow bo,si<\<*. the folding-star, and \>iddeu 
With that bright sign the billows to indent 
The sea-deserted sand : like cluldreu chidden, 

At her command they ever came and w^ent; — 

Since in that cave a dewy splendour hidden, 

Took shape and motion ; with the living form 
Of this embodied Pow'cr, the cave grew warm. 

V. 

A lovely lady garmented in light 

From her owm beauty — deep her eyes, as are 
Two openings of unfathomable night 

Seen through a. tempest’s cloven roof; — her hair 
Dark — the dim brain wliirls diz/.y with delight, 
I'icturiug hrr f..riu ;— her soft smiles slcmo afiir. 
And her low v >ieo was heard like love, and drew 
All living things towards this wonder now. 


A1 
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V &• 

And first tlio spotted camelopurd came, 

And then the wise ami fearless elephant; 

Then the sly serpent, in the golden flame 
Of his own volumes inteiwolved all gaunt 
And sanguine beasts lier gentle looks made tame. 

They drank bofoi'o her at her sjiercd fount; 

And eveiy beast of beating lieai*t grew bold, 

Such gentleness mid 2>ower even to behold. 

VII. 

Thobrinded lioness led forth her young. 

That she might teaeli them how they should foi ego 
Their inborn thirst of death; the pard uns tiling 
Ilis sinews at her feet, and souglit to know. 

With looks whose motions s[»oko without a tongue, 
Ifow he might be as gentle as the doc. 

The niagie circle of her voice and eyes 
All savage natures did imparadise. 

vni. 

And old Silenus, shaking a green stick 
Of lilies, and the wood-gods in a crow 
Came, blithe, as in the olive copses thick 
Cicada) are, drunk with tlie noonday dew : 

AtkI r)rio[)0 ami Faunus followed quick, 

Teasing the God to sing them simiething neW, 

Till in this cave they found the lady lone, 

Sitting ujion a scat of emerald stone. 

IX. 

And universal Pan, 'tis .said, was there, 

And though none saw him,-- througli the adamant 
Of the deep mountains, through the trackless air, 

And through those living sjiirits, like a waut. 

He passed <mt of his everlasting lair 

Where the quick heart of the great world doth i)ant. 
And felt that wondrous lady all alone, — 

And she felt him uj)on her emerald throne. 

X. 

And every nym^ili of stream and spreading tree, 

And e\ ury shejiherdess of Ocean’s flocks. 

Who drives her wliite waves over the green sea ; 

And Ocean, with the brine on his grey locks. 

And quaint I’l iapus with his company, 

All came, nmcli woinleriiig how the on wonibed rocks 
Could have brought forth so beautiful a birth ; — 

Her love subdued their wt>iider and their mirth. 

XI. 

The herdsmen and the mountain maidens came, 

And the rude kings of pastoral Garamant — 

Their spirits shook within them, as a flame 
Stirred by the air under a cavern gaunt : 
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rigmics, and Polypluunea, l>y many a naino. 

Centaurs and Satyrs, and such shapes as liaunt 
Wei clefts, — and lumps ueitlier alive nor dead, 
Dog-hcadod, bosom-eyed, and bird-foobsd. 

Xlf. 

For slie "vvas beautiful : her beauty made 

The bright world dim, and cverytliing beside 
Seeme<l like tlie ficoting image <»f a shade : 

No thought of living spirit could abide 
(AVhich to hia* looks had eveu* been betrayed) 

Oil any object in the world so wide. 

On any hope within the circling skies, 

J3ut on her form, and in her inmost eyes. 

xiri. 

Which wlnai the lady knew, she took her spinrile 
And twined three threads of fleecy mist, and three 
Long lines of light, such as the <lawn may kindle 
The clouds and waves and moniiiains witli, and she 
As many .star-beams, ere their lamps could dwindle 
111 the holatcd moon, w<iiind skilfully ; 

And with tli 0 .se threads a subtle veil she wov^c — 

A .shadow for the sploudonr of her love. 

XIV. 

The deep rcces.^es of her odorous dwclliug 

Were store<l with magic treasure.s — sounds of air, 
Whicli h.i'l the [lower all spirits of <*(‘m[K'lliug, 

Folded in cells of cry.sbd silence there ; 

Such as we hear in youth, anti think the feeling 
AVill nevt'r die — yet ore wo are awaie, 

The feeling and Iho .sound ai’e fled and gone. 

And the regret, they leave remains alone. 

XV. 

And there lay visions swift, and sweet, and tpiaiiit, 

J^lach in its thin .slicath like a chrysali.s; 

Some eager to liiirst forth, some weak and faint 
With the soft burthen of iiiteusest blLss 
It is its work to bear to many a saint 

Whu.so heart adores the shrine which holie.st i.s, 

Fven Love’s — and other.s white, green, grey, and black, 
And of all shapes — and each was at her beck. 

XVI. 

And odours in a kind of aviary 

Of ever-blooming Eden-trees she kept, 
dipt iu a floating net, a love-sick Fairy 

IJad woven from dew-beain.s while the moon yet slept ; 
As bats at the wired window of a dairy, 

They be at tlieir vans ; imd each was an adept, 

When loosed and missioned, making wings of winds. 

To stir sweet thoughts or sad, iu destined minds. 

mm2 
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xvir. 

AdcI liquors clenr and sweet, whoso healthful might 
Could medicine the sick soul to hai)py sleep. 

And change eternal death into a night 

Of glorious <I reams — or if eyes needs must wceii 
Could make their teal's all wonder and delight. 

She in her crystal vials did closely keep : 

If men could drink of those clear vials, ’tis said 
The living wcni not envied of the dead. 

XVIII. 

Her cave was stored with scrolls of strange device, 
The 'voi ks of some Saturnian Archiinage, 

Which taught the expiations at whose price 
Men from the Cods might win that happy age 
Too lightly lost, redetaning native vice ; 

And which might quench the (iarth-consiimi ng rage 
Of gold and blood -till men should live and move 
Harmonious as the sacreil stars above. 

•MX. 

And how all things that seem mitamcablo, 

Nut to be checkeil and not to be conlincd, 

Obey the sjiclls of wisdom’s wizard skill ; 

Time, Karth and Fire — the Ocean and the Wind, 

A ml all their shapes — and man’s imperial will ; ^ 

And other scrolls whose urilings did unbind 
The inmost lore of Love — let the profane 
Troinblo to ask wliat secrets they contain. 

XX. 

And wondrous works of substances unknown. 

To Avliich the enchantment of her fatlier’s power 
Had changed those ragged blocks of savage stone. 
Were lieapctl in tlie na-csscs of her bower; 

Carved lamps and chaliee.s, ami phials wliicrh shone 
In their own golden beams — each likti a ilower. 

Out of whoso de]>th a fire-lly shaki'S his light 
Under a cypress in a starless night. 

XXI. 

At lirst she live<l alone in thi.s wild homo. 

And her thoughts were each a ministiu’. 

Clothing themsi‘l\ es or with the ocean foam. 

Or with tlie wiml, or with tJie spoivl of fire, 

To work whatever purposes might come 

Into her miiul: such ])owor lior mighty Sire 
Had girt them with, whether to lly or run, 

Through all the region.^ which he shines iqion. 

XXII. 

The Ocean-nymphs ami Uaniadryades, 

Oreads ami Naiads with long w'eedy locks, 

Offered to do her bithling through the seas, 

Under the earth, and in the hollow rocks. 
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And fjir beneath the matted roots of trees, 

And in the f^nai’lod lieurt of stubborn oaks, 

So they iiiiglit live for ever in tlie lij^hb 
Of her sweet presence — each a satellite. 

XXIIl. 

This may not be,” the wizard maid replied ; 

“ The fountains where the Naiatles bedew 
Their shining liair, at length are drainoil and dried ; 

Tlie soli<l oaks forget tlieir strength, and strew 
Tlieir latest loaf upon the mountains wi<le; 

The bo until ess ocean, like a tlrop of tlew 
Will be consumed —the stubborn centre must 
Be scattered, like a cloud of summer dust.. 

XXIV. 

“And yo with thorn will perish one by one : 

If I must sigh to think that this shall be. 

If I must weep when the surviving Sun 

Shall smile on your decay — Oh, ask not me 
To love you till your little race is run; 

I cannot die as ye must — ovci- me 
Your leaves shall glanc<5 — the streams in whi^'h ye dwell 
Shall bo my paths lionccfortli, and so farewell ! ” 
x.\ V. 

She spoke and wept : the tlark and azure well 

Sparkled biMU'ath tlie shower of her bright tears, 
And every lit tie circlet wdiero th<*y fell, 

Flung to the eavorn-roof inconstant spheres 
And intertiinghsl lines of light : — a knell 
Of sobbing voiec.s came upon her ears 
From tliose de])a i t hig Forms, o’er the serene 
Of the wJiite -trcajiis and <jf the forest grev^’i. 

XXVJ. 

All day tho wizanl lady sat aloof. 

Spelling out scrolls of dread antitpiity, 

Thuler the cavern's fountain-lighte<l roof; 

Or broidoring tlie pictured poesy 
t)f some bigh tale upon her growing woof, 

Whieli the sweet splctnlour of her smiles could dye 
In hues ontsliining heaven — and ever she 
vVdded some grace to tlio wrought poesy. 

XXVTl, 

While on her li earth lav blazing many a piece 
Of sandal-wood, j-arc giuns, and cinnamon ; 

Men sareely know liow beautiful fire is ; 

Faeli tlame of it is as a precious stone 
Dissolved in ever-moving light, ainW///^ 

Helou*?^ to oaeli and all who gaze upon. 

The Witch beheld it not, for in her hand 

8he held a woof that dimmed the htirniug brand. 
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xxviir. 

This lady never slept, but lay in trance 
All nij^hfc within tlie fountain — as in sleep. 

Its emerald crags glowed in her beauty's glance : 

Through the gri^en splendour of the water deep 
She saw the constellations reel and dance 
Like fire-flies — ami withal did ever keep 
The tenour of her couteni]dations calm. 

With open eyes, closed feet, and fohledpalni. 

XXIX. 

And when the whirlwinds and the clouds descended 
Fi-oiu tlie white pinnacles of that cold hill. 

She passed at tlowfall to a space extcndcjd, 

Where, in a lawn of flowering asphodel 
Amid a wood of pines and cedars blendcal. 

There yawned an inextiugiiishablo well 
Of crimson fire, full oven to the brim. 

And overflowing all the margin trim. 

XXX, 

Within tluj which she lay when the fierce war 
Of wintry winds shook that innocuous lupior 
In many a mimic moon and bearded star, 

O’er woods and lawns -the sor])ei.’c heard it nicker 
In sleep, and dreaming still, lie crept afar — ^ 

And wlien the windless snow descended ihieker 
Than autumn leaves, she watehe<l it as it came 
Melt on the surface of the level flame. 

XX xr. 

She had a Iloat w'liich some say Vulcan wrouglit 
For Venus, as the chariot of her star; 

But it was fomid too feeble to bo fraught 

AVitli all the ardours in that sphere which are. 

And so she sold it, and Apollo bought 
And gave it to this daughter : from a car 
Changed to the fairest and the lightest boat 
Wliicli over upon mortal stream diil float. 

xxxir. 

And others say, that, when but three hours old. 

The first-born T.ovc out of his cradle lca])t, 

And clove dun Chaos with his wings of gold. 

And like a liortieultnral ailcpt, 

Stole a strange seed, and wra)>t it np in mould. 

And sewed it in his mother’s star, and kept 
Watcriiig it all the summer with sweet dew. 

And Avitii liis wings fanning it as it grew. 

xxxrii. 

The plant grew strong ami green — the snowy flower 
Fell, and the long and gourd-like fruit began 
To turn the light and dew by inward power 
To its own substance : woven tracery ran 
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Of light firm texture, ribbed and branching, o’er 
The solid rind, like a leafs veined fan, 

Of whieli Love scooped this boat, and with soft motion 
Piloted it round the circu) nil nous ocean. 

XXXIV. 

This boat she moored upon lier fount, and lit 
A living spirit within all its frame. 

Breathing the soul of swifiness into it. 

Couched on the fountain like a ]>anthcr tamo, 

One of the twain at Evan’s feet that sit; 

Or as on Vesta’s sceptre a swift llamo. 

Or on blind Homer’s lieart a winged thought,— 

In joyous exiiectation lay the boat. 

XXXV. 

Then by strange art she kncadotl lire and snow 
Together, tempering the repugnant mass 
With liijnid love - -all things togetlior grow 
Tlirough which the Iiarmoiiy of love can pass ; 

And a fair Shape out of her hands did How 
A living imago, winch tlid far surpass 
In beauty that bright sliape of vital stone 
Which drew the lieart out of Pygmalion, 
xwvr 

A sexless thing it was, ami in its growtii 
It so(?mod to J'Mvo developed no delect 
Of either - jx, yet al! the grace of both,- — 

fn gontleiies.'? and strength its limbs wore docked ; 

The bosom liglitly swolloil witli its full youth, 

The coniiteiiauce was such as might select 
Some arti.«t that his skill shoul<l never die. 

Imaging fortl) such perfect purity. 

xxxvii. 

From its smooth shoulders hung two rapid wings, 

Vit to have borne it to the seventh sphere, 

Tipt with the s]»ecd of fnpiid lighteiiings, 

]>yed ill the anlours of the atniosphero : 

Slio led her creaturo to tlie boiling springs 

Where the light boat was moored, and said -“Sit here I 
And pointed to tlic prow, and took her scat 
^pcsido the rudder witli opposing feet. 

xxxviir. 

And down the streams which clove those mountains vast 
Around their inland islets, and amid 
I'he innither-peopled forests, whose sliade cast 
Darkness and odours, and a pleasure hid 
In irielaiiclioly gloom, the pinnace passed ; 

T?y many a stai*-suirouiidetl py ramid 
O.' icy crag cleaving the purple sky, 

And caverns yawning round unfathomably. 
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XXXTX. 

The silver moon into thiit vviiuling dell, 

With slanted gleam athwart the forest tops, 
Temi)ered like gohlcii evening, feebly foil ; 

A green and glowing light, like that which drops 
From folded lilies in which glow'-worms dwell, 

When earth over her face night’s mantle wraps; 
Iletwccii the severed mountains lay on high 
Over the stream, a narrow rift of sky. 

XL. 

And ever as she wejit, the linage lay 

With foldcil wings and uiia wakened eyes; 

And o’er its gentle conntonaiice did play 
The busy dreams, as thick as summer Hies, 
Chasing the rapid smiles that would not stay, 

And drinking the warm tears, ainl the sweet sighs 
Inhaling, which, wit!) busy murmur vain. 

They had aj*oiised frenn that full lieart and brain. 

xi.r. 

And ever down the prone vale, like a cloud 
Upon a stream of wind, the pinnnc(5 went : 

Now lingering on the ]K)o1s, in which abode 
The calm and darkness of the deo)‘, content 
In wliich they paused; now o’er the shallow road 
Of white and dancing waters, all besprent 
With sand an<l polislicd pebbles : — mortal boat 
In sucli a shallow rapid could not lloat. 

XLfl. 

And down the cjirtlnpiakiiig cataracts, which shiver 
Their snow-like w’ators into gohlen air. 

Or under chasms tin fathomable ever 

Sepulchre them, till in their rage they tear 
A subterranean portal for the river, 

It tied — the circling sunltows did upbear 
its fjxll down the hoar precipice of spray, 
lighting it far upon its laiiipless way. 

XI.III. 

And when the wizard lady would ascend 
The labyrinths of some inaiiy-wiuding vale, 

Which to the innuist mountain upxvard tend — 

She called “ lIerrnaphro<litus !” ainl the iialc 
And heavy hue which slumber couhl extend 
Over its lips and eyes, as on the gale 
A rapid shadow from a slope of grass, 

Into the darkness of the Ktr<*aui did pass. 

Xl.lV. 

And it unfurled its heavoii-colourod pinions ; 

With stars of fire spotting the strcain below 
And from above into tbe Sun’s dominions 
Flinging a glory, like the golden glow 
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In wliicli spring clothes her omerahl-wingcd minions, 
All interwoven with fine feathery snow 
Ami nioouliglit splomlour of intenscst rime, 

With which frost paints the pines in winter time. 

xi.v. 

And then it winnowed the Mlysian air 
AV''hich ever hung about that lady bright, 

With its ethereal vans — and speeding there, 

Like a sfar up the torrent of tlie night, 

Or a swift eagle in the morning glare 

Lreasting the whirlwind witli impetuous llight. 

The pinnace, oared by those enchanted wings, 

Clove the fierce slrea.ms towards their u])per springs. 

XT, VI. 

The water flashed like snnliglit by the [)i‘ow 
Of a noon-wandering meteor flung to Heaven ; 

The still air seeinod as if its \vavoa di<l flow 

Tn tempest down the mountains,— loosely driven 
The lady’s radiant hair streamed to ami fi*o ; 

IJencath, the billows having vainly striven 
Indignant and im]ietnoMS, roared to feel 
The swift and steady motion of the keel. 

X i.vn. 

Or, wlicii the weary moon was in the wane, 

Or in the noon of intcrlunar night, 

The lady-wilch in visions coultl not cl.ain 
Her spirit ,• hut sailed forth under tlie light 
Of shooting stars, and bade extend amain 

His storm out-speeding wings, th’ Jlcuinaphroditc ; 
She to the Austral wahirs took lur way, 

Beyond tlie fa'yiilou.j Thaiuoiulocona. 

XI. VI IT. 

Where, Vihc a meadow vshich no scythe has shaven, 
Wliicli rain could never bend, or whirl- blast sliakc, 
AVith the Antaretic eonstellations pa\en, 

(.’anojuis and iiis crew, lay tlf Austral lake — 

There she would build licrself a windless haven 
Out of the clouds whose moving turrets make 
The bastions of the storm, when through the sky 
spirits of the tcuipest Unimlcred by. 

xr.TX. 

A haven, beneath wliose trauslncent floor 
The tremulous stai’s sparkled uiifatlioiiiably, 

And around tvliieli the solid vapours lioar. 

Based on the level waters, to the sky 
l.Lfted their dreadful crags; and like a shore 
Of wintry rnfmntains, inaccessibly 
He’ dined m with rifts and precipices gray 
And huiigiug crags, many a cove and bay. 
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Anri whilst the outer lake beneath the lash 

Of the wind’s scourge, foamed like a wounded thing; 
And the incessant hail with stony clash 

Ploughed up the waters, and the ilaggiug wing 
Of the roused corniorant in the lightning flash 
Looked like th.e wreck of some wind-wamlering 
Fragment of inky thunder-smoke — this haven 
Was as a gem to copy Heaven engiuven. 

Lf. 

On which that lady playcrl her many jiranks, 

Circling the image of a shooting star, 

Even as a tiger on Ilydaspos’ banks 

Outsi)ced.s the Antelopes which s])cedicst are, 

In her light boat; and many quips and cranks 
She j)layed upon the water; till the car 
Of the late moon, like a sick matron wan. 

To journey from the misty csist began. 

Jill. 

And then she called out of the hollow turrets 

Of those high clouds, white, golden, aud vermilion, 
The armies of her ministering spirits — 

In mighty legions million after million 
They caino, eucli troop emhlazoning its merits 
On meteor flags ; and many a proud j^avilion, ' 

Of tlie in ter texture of the atmos]>hcre, 

They i^itched upon the plain o^ the calm mere, 

liiir. 

They framed the imperial tent of their great (piecu 
Of woven exhalations, underlaiil 
With lambent lightning-firo, as may ho scon 
A dome of thin and open ivory inlaid 
With crimson silk — cressets from the scrciio 
Hung there, and on tlic water for her tread, 

A tapestry of ileecc-like mist was strewn, 

Dyed in the beams of the ascending moon. 

LJV. 

And on a throne o’orlaid with starlight, caught 
Upon those wandering isles of aery dcAV, 

Which highest shoals of mountain sliipwrock not, 

She sate, and heard all that had liappejied now 
BetAveen the earth and moon since they had brought 
The last intelligence — and now she grew 
Pale as that moon, lost in the watery night — 

And now sho wept, and iioav she laughcil outright. 

LV. 

These were tamo iflcasurcs. — She Avould often climb 
The steepest ladder of the crudded rack 
Up to some bcfikcd capo of cloud sublime, 

And like Arion on tlio dolijhin’s back 
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Ride Ringing; through tlio shorelcRs air. Oft tvmo 
Following the rfcrpent lightuiiig’s winding traok, 

She ran upon the platforms of the wind, 

And laughed to hear the fire-balls roar behind. 

T.VI. 

And aometiincs to Ihoao streams of upper air, 

AVhieli whirl the earth in its diiirtial rouiul, 

She would ascend, and win the spirits tlu're 
To let her join their chorus. iMorlals found 
Tliat on those days tlie sky was calm and fair, 

And mystic snatches of harmonious sound 
Wandered upon tlie earth wherein* she \)assed, 

And happy thoughts of hope, too sweet to last, 
i.vir. 

Blither cdujice sport was, in the hours of sleep. 

To glide adown old Nilus, when he threads 
Egy]»t and ^lOthiopia, from the steep 
Of utmost Axunie, until lie spreads, 

Like a calm fluek of silver-llecccd sheep. 

Ills waters on the plain : and crostecl heads 
Of eitios and proud temples gleam amid, 

And many a vapour- belted i>yraniul. 

TA'Ill. 

By IVrocris and the Mareotid lakes, 

Strewn with faint blooms like bridal -chamber floors; 
Whore nak« d boys bridling tame watcr-snakes, 

Or charioteering ghastly alligatoi’S, 

Had loft oil the sweet waters mighty wakes 

Of those huge forma : — within the brazen doors 
Of the groat [.abyrinth slept botli boy and beast, 

Tired with tin: |)omp of their Osiriaii feast. 

mx. 

And wlierc within the surface of the river 
'fhe shadows of the massy temples lie, 

And never are erased — but tremble over 

hike tilings which every cloud can doom to die, 
Through lotus-pav’ii canals, and wheresoever 
The wm*ka of mail pierced that Kcrcucst sky 
With tombs, and towers, and fane, Twas her delight 
To wander in the shadow of tlie night. 

LX. 

With motion like the spirit of that wdnd 

Whose soft step deepens slumber, her light foot 
Fast through the peopled haunts of liunian kind, 
Scattering sweet visions from her ])reseiice sweet. 
Through fane and palacc-eourt and labyrinth mined 
With m.uiy a dark and subteiTaneau street 
Unaer the Nile ; through chambci-s iiigh and deep 
She past, observing mortals in their sleep. 
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LXI. 

A pleasure sweet doubtless it was to see 
Mortals subdued in all the shapes of sleep. 

Hero lay two sistcr-twiiis in infancy ; 

There a lone youth wlio in bis dreams did weep ; 
Within, two lovers linked innocentlj'' 

In their loose locks which over both did creep 
lake ivy fi*om one stem ; — and there lay calm. 

Old age with snow-bright hair and folded palm. 

I-XII. 

But oilier troubled forms of sleep she saw, 

Not to be mirrored in a holy song, 

Distortions foul of sujiernatural a\ve, 

And pale imaginings of visioned wrong, 

And all the code of custom’s lawless law 
Written upon the brows of old and young : 
*‘This,” said the wdzard maiden, “is the strife 
Which stirs the Ihpiid surface of man’s life.” 

i.xiir. 

And little did the sight disturh her soul — 

Wc, the weak luarincivs of that wide lake, 
Where’er its sliorcs extend or billow's roll, 

Our course uiipiloted and starless >nake 
O’er its wide surfaeo to an unknown goal, — ^ 

But she in the calm depths her way could lake. 
Where in bright howlers immortal forms abide, 
Beneath the w'cltering of the restless tide. 

rxiv. 

And she saw jn-inecs oouclied under tlie glow 
Of sunlike gems; and round each tcmplo-court 
In dorrnitoruvs ranged, row after row. 

She saw the priests asleep, — all of one sort, 

For all were educated to be so. 

The peasants in their huts, and in the port 
The sailors she saw cradled on the weaves, 

And the dead lulled within their dreamless graves, 
i.xv. 

And all the f(jrms in wdiicli those spirits lay, 

Were to lier sight like the diaphanous 
Veils, in wbicli tiu»sc sweet ladies oft army 

Tlicir deIi<'ato limbs, who would conceal from us 
Only tlicir scorn of all oonccalmoiit : they 
Move in the light of their ow'U beauty thus. 

But tlicsc and all now lay with sleep upon them, 
And little thought a Witch was looking on them, 
nxvr. 

She all those human figures breathing thcro 
Beheld us living spirits — to her eyes 
The naked beauty t)f the soul lay bare, 

And often through a rude and worn disguise 
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She saw the inner fnrin most hri^lit ujhI fair — 

And then, — slie had a eliann of stranj^^e device. 
Which, mnriiiurod on mute lips with teiider tone, 
Could make that spirit mingle with her own. 

T.XVII. 

Alas, Aurora ! what wouldst thou have given 
For such a charm, when Titliou hccanie grey !? 

Or how much, Venus, of thy silver heaven 
Wouldst thou have yiel<lcd, ere IVosci-pina 
Had lialf (oh ! wliy not all ?) the debt forgivt'ii 
Which dear Avh)nis had hccii <lo(nuc(l to pav. 

To any witch who would have taught you it I " 

The Ileliad doth not know its value yet. 

i.xvur. 

’Tis said in after times her spirit free 

Iviiovr what love was, and felt itself alone — 
lint holy Dial! could not chaster he 
llefore .she stooped to kiss Kinlymion, 

Thau now this lady -like a sexless bee 

Tasting all blossoms, and confined to none — 
Among those moidal forms, the wizanhmaiden 
Past with an eye st'reno and heart unhnbui, 
r.Mx. 

To those she sow most beautiful, she gave 
Strange puiaco:i, in a crystal bowl. 

They drank in tbcii' ilocp sleep of that sweet wave, 
Ami lived tln'iiceforth as if some control. 
Mightier tliijn life, were in them ; and the grove 
Of such, when d(‘£ith oppressed the w'eory soul. 
Was a green ami over-arching bower 
Lit by the gmn,'. of many a starry llower. 

I.XX. 

For oil the night that they were buried, she 
Restored the euibulmors’ ruining, aiul shook 
The light out of Mic funeral lamps, to ho 
A mimic day within tliat deathy no<)k ; 

And she unwound the woven imagery 

Of second childhood’s swaddling bands, and took 
The coHiu, its last cradle, from its niche. 

And throw it witli coiiteiupt into a ditch. 

i.x \r. 

And there tlie body lay, ago after ago, 

Mute, breathing, beating, warm, and nndocaying. 
Like one asleep in a green hcrniitagc, 

With gentle sleej) about its eyelids playing, 

And living in its dreams beyond the rage 

Of death, or life; wliile they were still arraying 
In llverio.s over new the rapid, blind. 

And fleeting gcnoiatioiis of mankiml. 
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Lxxir. 

And she would win to strange dreams upon the brain 
Of those who were less beautiful, and make 
All liarsh and crooked purposes more vain 
Than iii the desert is the serpent’s wake 
Which the sand covers, — all his evil gain 

The miser in such dreams would rise and shake 
Into a beggar’s lap ; — the Ijdng scribe 
Would liis own lies betray without a bribe. 

nxxifi. 

The priests would write an explanation full, 
Translating hieroglyphics into Greek, 

How the god Apis reidly was a bull, 

And nothing more ; and bid the liorald stick 
The same agsiinst the temple doors, and pull 
The old cent down ; they licensed all to speak 
Whate’er they thought of hawks, and eats, and geese, 
lly pastoral hitters to each diocese. 

rxxiv. 

The king would <Tress an ape up in his crown 
And robes, jukI seat him on his glorious seat. 

And on the riglit hand of the snnlike throne 
Would place a gaiidy mock-bird to repeat 
The chatteriiigs of the monkey. — Every one , 

Of the ])rojie courtiers crawled to kiss the feet 
Of their groat J^in]>eror when the morning came; 

And kissed — alas, how many kiss the same ! 

LXXV. 

The soldiers dreamed that they were blaciksmiths, and 
Walked out of quarters in somiiainbulisni, 

Itound the red anvils you might see them stand 
Like Oyclopses in Vulcan’s sooty abysm. 

Beating their swords to ploughshares in a band 
The gaolers sent those of the liberal scliism 
Free through the streets of Memphis ; liuich, I wis. 

To the annoyance of king Aiuasis. 

I.XXVl. 

And timid lovei’s who had been so coy. 

They hardly know whether they loved or not, 
AVould rise out of their rest, and take sweet joy, 

To the fidliliiKait of their inmost thought ; 

And when iit xt day the maiden and the buy 
Met one anotlu;r, both, like sinners caught. 

Blushed at tlie thing which each believed was done 
Only in fancy — till the tenth moon shone; 

I.XXVII. 

And then the Witch would let them take no ill : 

Of many thousand schemes which lovers find 
The Witch found one, — and so they took their fill 
Of bapx)iuoss in marriage warm and kind. 
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Friends who, by practice of some envious skill, 

Were torn apart, a wide wound, lulud from mind ! 
She did nnitc again with visions clear 
Of deep allcctioii and of truth sincere. 

Lxxvirr. 

These were the pranks she played among the cities 
Of mortal men, and what she did to sjn-ites 
And Oods, entangling them in her sweet ditties, 

To do her will, and show their subtle slights, 

I will declare anotlicr time ; ft>r it is 

A talc more fit for the \vcird winter nights — 

Than for these garish suniiiior days, when we 
Scarcely believe much more than we can sec. 


DEATir. 

Death is hero, and death is there 
].)oath is busy ov< rywliere, 

All around, within, bcner.tli. 

Above is death — and we arc death. 

Death has .sc^ lus mark and seal 
Oil ;;il ^\e are and all wo feci. 

On all NNc know and all we fear, 

K * * 

First our phMsures die — and then 
Onr hopi's, and tinui our fears — and wlieii 
These are dead, the debt is due, 

Dust claims <lust-— and we die too. 

All things that wc love and cliorisb, 
liiko ourselves, iiuist fade and pcrislv *, 
Such is o\ir rude mortal lot — 

Love itself would, did they not. 


TO THE MOON. 

Art thou pjde for weariness 
Of climbing lieaveii, and gazing on the earth. 
Wandering coiupaniouless 
Among tlie stars tliat have a diirercnt birth, — 
J ud ever-changing, like a joyless eye 
That finds no r'bjcct worth its constancy 1 
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Ei*oi»f. I. OL. 

T STOOD within the city disinterred f ; 

And heard Uio nutinnnal leavc.s like light fofdfalls 
Of spirits passing tliroiigli the streets; and iieard 
TJie Mountain’s shnnberons voice at intervals 
'riirill tlirough tliose roofless halls ; 

The oracular tli under penetrating shook 
The listcTiing soul in luy suspeinlod hlot'd ; 

T felt that Earth out other «leep licnrt si)v)ko — 

I felt, but lieard not : — through white eoluinus glowed 
The islo-sustaining Ocean flood, 

A plane of light Ixitwcien two heavens of azure ; 

Around nu^ gleamed many a bright se|mh’hre 
Of whoso pure heauty, Tijne, as if his pleasiu’o 
Were to spare Deatli, had never made erasure ; 

IJut every living lineament was clear 
As in the sculptor’s thought; and fhere 
The wreaths of stony myrtle, ivy ajid pine, , 

Idko winter leaves o’erg»*own by moulded snow, 

Seemed only not to move and grow 
r»eca\iso the crystal sileiMio of the air 
AVeiglied on tlunr life ; even as the Power divine, 

Which then hilhnl all things, brooded upon mine. 

Erone Tf. a. 

Then goutio winds arose, 

AVith liiany a iningle<l close 
Of wild yEolian sound and mountain odour keen ; 

And whore the iJaiaii ocean 
AV'eltcrs with airdiko motion, 

AVitliin, above, aroun<l its bowers of starry green, 
Moving the sea-llowers in those j'iir[)le eaves, 

Even as tin*! ever stormless atmo'^]diero 
Kioats o’er the El^’^siaii realm, 

It boro me ; (like an Angel, o’er the waves 
Of sunliglit, whose swift pinnace of dewy air 
No storm can overwhelm;) 

■* Tlic Antlior lias cuTinectfd Tuany roconccfums of liis visit to 
Ponipiiii ami with Uu; L*ntliiisiasiin.-xoi(nl l>y tlu; iiitelligenco 
of the proclaiu.itiiiii of a (’'•Mistituliiuial (JnvonmiLMit at Naples. 
This has givou a ting*; of [lirtuivsgiio aiul ih'scrifitivo imagery to 
the intniflnctory Kjxxlfs, wliirh flcpictinu tlio scenes and sumo of 
the majestic I'eelings jierTuaMently c«miiectod witli tlio sceuo of 
this auimating event. — Aalhor’s note. 
t rompeii. 
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I sailed where over flows 
Under the calm Serene 
A spirit of deep emotion, 

Fioni the niiknowii graves 
Of tlie dead kings of Melody.* 

Shadowy Aornos darkened o’er tlie helm 
The hori/^ontal iwther; lieaven stript hare 
Its depths over Elysium, where the prow 
Made the invisible w'atev white as snow ; 

From that Tyjduean mount, JnarinuS, 

There stieanuid a sunlit vai>uur, like the standard 
Of some ethereal host ; 

Whilst from all the coast, 

Louder and louder, gatherin;^ round, there waudorod 
Over the oracular woods and divine si a 
Erophesyiugs which grew articulate — 

They seize me — 1 must speak them; — be they fate ! 
»STK(»i*iir a. 1. 

Nam.ks ! tliou Heart of men, vvliich over pantest 
Xaked, beneath the lid less eye of hoavcu i 
El^siaii City, which to c.dm eiieliaiiio.st 

The nmtinoiis air and sea f they round thco, even 
As sleep round Love, are tlriveii I 
Metropolis of a i-uiued Paradise 

Linig lost, late won, and yet hut half regained ! 

Bi’ight Altar uf tlie bloodless sacrifit*^*, 

^^■hi(il arijuid V'lctory oilers up luistaincd 
To hove, tli<f llower-eiichained I 
Thou whicli wei t once, and then didst cease to bo, 

>io\v art, and h'MKvforth evcj* shall bo, free, 

If i/ope, aii<l Truth, and Justice can avail. 

Hail, hail, all hail I 

S'moi'UK fi. 2. 

Thou youngest giant birth. 

Which I'roiii the groaning e/.irth 
Leap’st, cloth cvl in armov\r of impenetrable scale t 
'Livst ol’ the Intercesstu’s 
Who ’gainst the Orowut;d Transgressors 
Pleadcst before tJod’s love ! Arrayed in Wisdom’s mail. 
Wave thy lightning lance in mirtli ; 

Nor let thy high heart fail. 

Though from their hundred gates the leagued Oppressors, 
With hurried legions move ! Hail, hail, all hail ! 

Antistroi-utc *. 

What though rimmcriaii Anarchs dare blaspheme 
J^’roedom and thee ! tliy shield is tis a mirror 
To make their blind slaves see, and with fierce gleam 


llomcr and ViigU 


N N 
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To turn liis Jinngry sword upon tlio wearer ; 

A new Aotaioiis error 

Sliall theirs luivc been — devoured by their own hounds ! 

]?e thou like the imperial Basilisk, 

Killing thy foe wifch i in apparent wounds ! 

Gaze on opiu*essit)n, till, at that dread risk 
Aghast, she pass from the Earth’s disk ; 

Fear not, but gaze — for freemen mightier grow, 

And slaves nmre feiddo, gazing on their foe. 

If Hope, and Truth, and .Justice may avail. 

Thou shalfc be groat. — AH hail ! 

Antistkopiik /3. ‘J. 

Krom Freedom’s form divine, 

I’rom iSaturo’s inmost shrine, 

Strip every impious gawd, rend error veil by veil : 

O’er ruin desolate, 

O’er Falsehood’s fallen state, 

Sit thou suhlime, iinawc«l ; he the Destroyer pale ! 

Au<l et\ui\l laws bo tbiuo, 

And winged words li*A. sail. 

Freighted ^^ilh truth oven IVom the throne of God: 
Tiiiit wealth, surviving fate, ho thine. — All hail ! 

ANTisTUOfiii-: a. y. 

Didst thou not start to hear Spain’s thrilling iKcl.in 
From laiid to land rtveelioed solemnly, 

Till sil(*ne(3 h(;eafne music 1 From tho-Fa)aii* 

To the cold AI/>s, eternal Italy 
Starts to hear thine ! The Sea 
Which paves the desert streets of Venice, laughs 
111 light and music ; widowed Genoa ^Yan, 

15}?’ moonlight sjiells ancestral e[>itap]is. 

Murmuring, wl lore is Dorial fair Milan, 

AVithin wlioso veins long ran 
The viper’s f ]>ulsying venom, lifts her heel 
To bruise his liead. The signal and the seal 
(If Hope, and Truth, and Justii-o can avail) 

Art thou of all these hopes. --O hail ! 

Anttstkoi’UK.S. y. 

Fl»»renec ! bcnentli the sun, 

(^f cities fairest one, 

Blushes witliin her bowan* for Freedom’s expectation : 
From eyes of (pionehless hope 
Borne tears the priestly cope, 

As ruling onee by power, so now by admiration, — 

An athlete striyit to run 
From a remoter station 


* iTiliV.a, the Tsland ofOiroo. 

t The viper w.'is tlic armorial ilevicc of the Visconti, tyrants of Milan. 
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For tlic high prize lost on rhili]»prs shore ; — 

As then Hope. Ti-uth, jiikI .lustice cliil avail. 

So now may Fraud and Wrong ! O hail ! 

Eria>K I. j3. 

TToar ye the iiiareh as of the J^arth-horii Forms 
Arrayed against the ever-living Gods? 

The crash and darkness of a thousand storms 
Bursting their inaeeessihle abodes 
Of crags and tlninder-elomls ! 

See yo tlic Ijannc'rs blazoned to the <?a 3 % 

Inwrought with enddeins of barbaric priile ? 
Dissonant threats kill Silence far away. 

The Si'.rene i leaven which wraps our Fden wide 
AYith iron light is tlyed, 

Tlie Anarchs of t)ie Xortli lead forth their legions 
Like (^)iaos o*er creation, nnereating ; 

An hundred tiahes uourishe<l on strange religious 
And lawless sla\i‘rie«, — dow’n the aerial regions 
Of the wliite Alps, desolating. 

Famished wtdves that bide no waiting. 

Blotting th(^ glowing foot>toj)s o^old glory, 

Trampling our c<diinmcd cities into dust, 

^I’heir dull ami savage lust 
On Bcautv's corso to sickness satialing- — 

They co/nc ' 11, n fiohlri they trend look hlnck nnd ho.ni 

With tiro — j'rom their red foot the strvuinn van gory? 

If. /S. 

Great Spirit, deepest l^ove ! 

AVlnth l’ulc^^t Mid d()st move 
All things Adiii ii live and are, wilhin the Italian shore ; 
Who spivadc.-.t Jieaveu ai-onnd it, 

A\’iios(^ woods, rocks, waves, surround it; 

Who sittest in thy ^star, o’er Ocean's waistern lloor. 

Spirit of beauty ! at wdios.e soft command 
'^riio suubi*:mis ami tlui showers di.-lil its 1‘oisou ! 
kVoiii the lOartli’s bosom chill; 

O bid those beams ho each a blinding brand 
Of lighiiiing ! bid tlmse show'crs be dews of poison ! 

Bid the Karib’s ])lenty kill ! 

Bi«l tliy bright Ileaven abo\o 
AVhilst light and darkness bound it, 

Be their tomh who ]>lannGd 
To make it ours and thine 1 
Or, with thiiio liarmonising .ardours till 
Ami laise thy sons, as o’er the prone liorizon 
'J^liy lamp feeds every twilight wave w itli fire — 

Be nrtii’s high hope and unextinet desire 
The instrument to w<irk thy will uivine ! 

Then clouds from sunbeams, antelopes from leopards, 

N N 2 
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And frowns and fears from Thee, 

Would not more swiftly Hoc, 

Than Celtic wolves from the Ausoiiian shepherds. — 
Whatever, Spirit, from thy starry shrine 
Thou yieldeat or withhoUlest, oh let be 
This City of thy worship, over free ! 


SUMMER AND WINTMR. 

It was a bright and cheerful afternoon. 

Towards the end of the sunny iriontli of Juno, 
When the north wind congregates in crowds 
The floating mountains of the silveu* clouds 
From the liorizon aii<l the staiiilos.s shy 
Opens beyond them like cjternit}'. 

All things rtyoicod be»»eath the sun, the weeds. 
The river, and the corn-fields, and the reeds; 

The willow leaves that glanced in the light broe/.e. 
And the linn foliage of tlic largd- trees. 

It was a winter such as when bin Is die 
In the deep forests ; and the lislitis lie 
Stiffened in the translucent ice, which makes 
Even the mud and slime of the warm lakes 
A wrinkh'd clod, as lianl brick ; and when, 
Among their children, comfortable men 
Gatlicr about gi-eat fires, ami vut feel cold : 

Alas ! tlieii for the lioineless beggar old ! 


LINES TO A REVlI-nVER. 

Alas ! good friend, Avbat profit can you see 
In hating sueli a hatcless thing as mo'? 

There is no sport in hate where all the rage 
Is tni one si<lc. In vain avouM you assuage 
Your frowns upon an unresisling smile. 

In which not ov».*ii contempt lurks, to beguile 
Your heart, by some faint .syiii])atliy of hate. 
Oil compier what you cannot satiate ! 
b\)r to your passion I am far more coy 
Than ever yet was coldest maid or boy 
In winter iiOf>n. Of your antij^atby 
If I am the Narcissus you are free 
To pine into a sound with hating mo. 
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AUTCJMN^: 

A DllUiE. 

The Wcavm sim is failing, the bleak wind is wailing. 

The bare boughs are sighing, the pale flowers are dying, 
And the year 

On the earth licr death-bo<l, in a shroud of leaves dead. 
Is lying ; 

Como, months, come away, 
hVoni Novoinbcv to May, 

Jn your saddest army ; 

Follow the bier 
Of the dead cold year. 

And like dim sliadows watch by her sepulchre. 

The chill rain is falling, the nipt worm is crawling, 

'riic rivers firo swelling, the thunder is knelling 
For the year ; 

'riio blithe swallows are flown, and the lizards each gone 
To liis dwelling ; 

Como, months, come away; 

Put on white, black, and grey, 

Let voiir IjLjht sistoi-s play — 

Yc, follow the hier 
Of the d(‘;id ciold year, 

A nd make her grav (5 green with tear on tear. 


THE AA^OTILD’S WANDERERS. 

Tei l me, thou star, whose wings of light 
?ipetjd thee in thy licry flight, 

111 whnt cavern of the night 

AViJl thy pinions close now? 

Tell me, moon, thou i^ale and grey 
Pilgrim of heaven’s homeless way. 

In what dejitU of night or day 
Seekest tln>u repose now 1 

Weai y wiinl, who wandercst 
Like, the world’s rejected guest, 

Hast tlioii still some secret nest 
On the tree or billow i 
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LIBERTY. 

The fiery inouiitaiiis answer cacli other ; 

Their thuiuleriugs are echoeil from /.one to zone ; 

The toinpestuoiis oceans awake one aiiotlier, 

And the iee-roeks are shaken round winter’s throne, 
When tlie clarion of the Tyj>hoon is blown. 

From a single cloud the lightning flashes, 

AVhilst a thousand isles are illutnineti around ; 
Earthquake is trampling one city to ashes, 

An luuidretl are shuddering and tottering ; tho sound 
Is bellowing underground. 

But keener tliy gaze than tho lightning’s glare, 

And swifter thy step than tho oartlujuake's tramp ; 
Thou deafenost the rage of the ocean ; tliy .stare 
Makes blind the volcanoes: the sun’s bright lamp 
To thine is a feii-liro damp. 

From billow and mountain ami exhalation , 

The sunlight Is darte<l through vapour and blast; 
From spirit to spirit, from nation to nation, 

From city to liamlet, thy dawuijig is cast, — 

And tyrants and slaves are like shadows of night 
111 the van of tho morning light. 


AN Aid.EGORY. 

A Portal as of sliadow^'' adamant 

Stands yawning oii the highway of the life 
Which wo all tread, a cavern huge and gaunt; 

Around it rages an unceasing strife 
Of slnnlows, like the restless elouds that haunt 
Tlio gaji of some ch fr. luouiitain, lift'-d high 
Into the whirlwiinls of the \q>per sky. 

And many passed it by with careless tread, 
Not kimwiiig tliat a shadowy [ ] 

Tracks every traveller even to where the <lead 
Wait peacefully for their companion now; 
But others, by nun'o curious liumonr led, 

Pause to examino, — tliosc arc very few. 

And they learn little there, except to know 
That shadows follow them where’er they go. 
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THK TOWER OF FAMINPl* 

Amtd tlie desolation of a city, 

Whieli was llic cradle, and is now the grave. 

Of an extinguished people ; so that pity 
Weeps o’er the shipwrecks of ohlivion’s wave. 

There stands the Tower of Famine. It is built 
Upon some prison-homes, whose dwellei-s rave 
For bread, and gold, and blood : pain, linked to guilt, 
Agitates the light flame of their houi's, 

Until its vital oil is spent or spilt : 

There staiuls the pile, a towe>' amid the towers 
And sacred <lomcs ; each marble-ribbed ix)of, 

The bra/iCU gated temples, and the bowers 
Of solitary wealth ! the tem]K‘st prtjof 
Pavilions of the darh Italian air 
Are by its prcs(‘ueo diunned — they stand aloof, 

And are withdrawn — so that the woi’Id is bare. 

As if a s])ectre, wrapt in shapeless ten’or, 

Amid a company of ladies fair 

8li<)ul<l gli<l(j and glow, till it hocauR' a mirror 

Of all their beauty, fuid their hair and hui‘, 

The life of their sweet eyes, with all its error, 

Shouhl 1**; absorbed, till they to m uldo grew. 


SOXXET. 

Yk lia.st<*n to the dea«l ! What .'^ock ye there, 

Ye restle.ss thoughts and busy jujrposes 
Of the idle brain, whieii the world's livery wear I 
O thou (piick Heart, which pauitist to possess 
All iliivt antAeipalion lVAgne\h fair \ 

Thon vainly curious Mind which wouldcst gnoss 
Wlieiiee thou dhlst come, and whither thou mayost go. 
And that Avhich never yet was known wouldst know -- 
Oil, whither hasUm ye. that thus yo [»r<'ss 
With such swift fc('t life’s green and pleasant path, 
Kiseeking alike from happiness and woe 
A refuge in the cavern of grey death 1 
O heart, and mind, and thoiiizhts ! What thing do you 
Hope to inherit in the grave bclo>v I 

'' At- Pisa ;hore still exists the of Ug'^liuo, wliicli goes by 

the i. imc of “ La 'fon-c della raiiic;” in tli‘^ atljoiiiiiig Liiilding 
the galley-slaves are e»mtiuciL It is Mtuateil near the Ponte al 
Al.-irc ou 1-lie Arno. 
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POEMS WEITTEN IN 1821 . 

EPIPSVCIIIDION: 


VKRSKS ADPklXSKD TO TIIK NOBLE AND UNFOTtTL'N VTIl 

LA])Y EMILIA V , 

NOW TMI’JUSONEl) IN THE CONVENT OF . 


“L’aniina amantc si sluiicia fiirio del creato, c si erca ncl iiifiiiilu uii 
Hondo tulto i)(‘r cssa, diverse assai da qiicsto oscuro e paiiroso baralro.” — 
Her oh'h words. 


Hy Son}^, 1 fear that thou wilt find hut few * 
AVho iltly shall conceive thy reasoninf?, 

Of such hal'd matter dost thou entertain ; 
Whence, if by inisadvenlure, eliance should brinfj 
'I’Ik'C to base coiiipany (as chance may do), 

Quito unaw.ire of what thou dost contain, 

I prithee comfort thy s^^ect self af^ain. 

My last deli«;ht I tell them that they are dull. 
And bid them onii that thou art beautiful. 


ADVKRTISKMICNT. 

Thr writer of tlio following linos dierl at Florence, as ho was 
preparing for a voyage to one of the wildest of the Sj^orades, 
which lie had Viought, and where he had fitted up the ruins <d’ 
an old huilding, an«l where it was his hope to have realised a, 
scheme of life, suited perha}is to that hapjnor and better world 
of which he is now an inliahitant, hut hardly practicable in this. 
His life was singular; loss on acijonnt of tlio roTnantic vicissi- 
tudes wliich diversified it, than the iileal tinge which it received 
from Iiis own character ami foeling.s. The present Poem, like 
the Vita Nuova of Dante, is sufficiently intelligible to a certnin 
class of rciiders without a matter-of-fact history of the ciremn 
stances to Avhich it relates ; and to a certuin other class it must 
ever remain iucoinprchensiblc, from a defect of a common organ 
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of perception for the ideas of which it treats. Not but that, 
f/ran verffogna sarebhc a coliiiy che rimasstc co»<i, mttn rente dlfguray 
0 di colore rettorico : e domavdatn own sajxsse demidarc le sue 
joarolc da coUd veste, in gulm chc avesscro vemce intnidlnicnto. 

The present poem appears to have been iiitoiuled by the 
writer as the dedication to some longer one. ^I’lie stanza on 
the preceding page is almost a literal translation from Dante’s 
famous canzono 

Voi ch' iiifnutfjufti, U tirzo chi nint'etr, &c. 

The presumptuous application of the concluding linos to liis 
own composition will raise a smile at the expense of my unfor- 
tunate friend : be it a smile not of contempt, but pity. 

S. 


EPIl’SYCiriDTON. 

SwKKT Spirit ! Sister of that orphan one, 

Whoso (}mi)iro is the name thou vveepost on, 

In my heart’s temple I suspend to thee 
These votive wreaths of withered memory. 

Poor captive bii‘d ! who, from thy narrow' cage, 
Poiirost such music, that it might assuage 
The rugged lioarts of those who prisoue<i tlice, 

Wei*e they not deaf to all sweet melody ; 

This song shall be thy ro.se : its petals pale 
Arc dead, iiuloed. my adored Nightingale ! 

But soft and fragrant is the faded blossom, 

And it has no thorn left to wound thy bosom. 

High, spirit-winged Heart ! who dost for ever 
Beat thine \mrecliiig bars with vain endeavour, 

Till those bright \)l\\mes of tlioughl, in \vhieh virrayed 
ft ovov-s<nired this lew and worldly shade, 

Lie shaUt'red; and thy panting wounded breast 
Stains witli dear blood its uninatcrnal nest ! 

1 Aveep vain tears : blood w’ould less bitter bo, 

Yet poured forth gludlier, coidd it profit thee. 

Seraph of Heaven ! too gentle to bo human, 

Veiling beneath that iwliant form of Woman 
All that is iusu]>i>or table in thee 
Of light, and love, and immortality ! 

Sweet Benc'hction in the eternal Curse ! 

Veil 'id Glory of this lamplcss Universe ! 

Thou jVloon boyoml the elouds ! Thou living Form 
Amou'g the Dead I thou Slur above die Storm ! 
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Tlioii Wonder, and tliou Beauty, and thou Terror ! 

Thou Harmony of Nature’s art ! Thou Mirror 
In whom, as in the splendour of the Sun, 

All shapes look glorious which thou gazest on ! 

Ay, even the dim words which ohscure tlice now 
Flash, lightning-like, with unaccustomed glow; 

I pray tluie that thou hlut from this sad song 
All of its much mortalit}^ ami wrong, 

With those clear drops, which start like sacred dew 
From the twin lights tliy sweet soul darkens through, 
Weeping, till sorrow becomes ecstacy : 

Then smile on it, so that it may not die. 

T never thought before mj’^ death to sec 
Youth’s visioji thus nuido perfect : J‘hiiily, 

I love tlicc; though the world by no thin name 
Will hide that love from its unvalued shame. 

Would we two had \jeeu twins of the same mother I 
Or, that the name my lieart lent to auolher 
Could be a sister’s bond for her ami thee, 

Blending two beams of one eternity ! 

Yet were one lawful and tlie other true. 

These names, though dear, could ])aiiit not, as is due, 
Ifow beyond ivl'uge T am thine. Ah me ! 

I am not thine : 1 am a j)art of //tee, 

Sweet Tjainp ! mj'^ moth-like Muse has burnt its wlii'^s. 
Or, like a <lying swan who soars and sings, 

Young Love should teacli Time, in bis own grey style, 
All that thou art. Art thou not void of guile, 

A lovely soul formed to be blc^^t and bless ! 

A well of .sealed ami secret happinos.s, 

Wliosc waters like blithe light and music are, 
Vanquisliiug dissouauco and gloom ? A Star 
Wliicli moves not in the moving Ifcavciis, alone 1 
A smile amiil dark frowns '1 a gentle tone 
Amid rude voici-s ' a bclovet I liKlit! 

A Solitude, a llel'iige, a Delight ! 

A lute, wliicli those wlmin love has taught to play 
Make mu.'sie on, to soothe tlm roughest <lay 
And lull fond grief a.di ep 1 a buried treasure 1 
A cradle of young tboiiglils of wingless pleasure 1 
A violet-shrouded grave of Woe 1—1 mea-sure 
The w'orld of taiieies, sei-king one like thee, 

And find — ala.s ! niim.' own iidirmity. 

She met mo, Stranger, upon lifcj’s rougli w\ay. 

And lured mo tcjwuiials swee.t Death ; as Night by Day, 
Whiter by Spring, or Sorrow' by sw'ift Hope, 

Tjcd into light, life, peace. An antelope, 
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In the suspended impulse of its lightness, 

Were less ethcrcjilly light : tlie briglitiiess 
Of her divinest presence trembles througli 
Her limbs, as underneath a cloud of dew 
Embodied in the windless heaven of June, 

Amid the splendour-winged stars, the Moon 
Burns inextiuguwhably beautiful : 

And from her li]is, as fi-oin a byacintli full 
Of honey-dew, a li«juid murmur drops. 

Killing the souse with ]>assion : s\\< et as stops 
Of planetaiy music heard in trance. 

In her mild lights the starry s]>irits dance. 

The sunbeams of those wells wliich evt;r leap 
Under the lightnings of tiie soul - too deep 
For the brh*f f itlioui-linc of thought or souse. 

The glory of her being, issin'iig thence. 

Stains the dead, blank, cold air with a \savm slv.ulo 
Of unentanghjd iutonuixiure, made 
By Love, of light and motion; one intense 
Diffusion, one serene Omnipresence, 

Whose flowing outlines minghi in their flowing 
Around her cliecks and utmost fingci's glowing 
With the unintcniiitr«‘(l blood, whi(;h tliere 
Quivoi’S, (as in a lleccc of snow-like ;iir 
The erimsor pulse living morning tpiiver,) 

Conti n non, ly prolonged, and ending wvxvv. 

Till they art' lo.d., ami in that Bt',anty furled 
Which peiK'trates ami clasps ami fills the world ; 
Scarce visible Ivoin extreme loveliness. 

Warm fragniiice seems to fall from her light dicss. 
And her loose hair; and where soim'. heavy l^c.^s 
The fiir of lior o\\n speed has diseiitwinetl, 

The sweotnes.s seems to .'^atiatt; the faint wind; 
And in the soul a \^^ld odour b felt. 

Beyond the souse, likt'. fiery tlcws that melt 
Into the bo.som of a frozen Inul. 

See whore she stands ! a mortal shape indued 
With J<;ve ami life and light ami deity, 

And motion wdiich may ehange hut eannot <lie; 
An image of some hi iglit Kternity ; 

A shadow of some golden dream ; a Splendour 
Leaving the third sphere pilotless; a temlcr 
Kelleetion on the eternal Htjoii of Love, 

Under whose motions life’.s dull billows move ; 

A ^lelaphor of Spring and Youth and !Mormiig ; 

A vision like inearnate Aj'i’il, warning. 

With smiles and tears, Frost the Anatomy 
Into his summer grave. 

Ah .' woe. is mo ! 

What ha.Ye I dared ? where am 1 lifted t how 
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Shall I descend, and perish not ? I know 
That Love makes all things equal : I have heard 
By mine own licart this joyous truth averred : 

The spirit of the worm beiieatli the sod, 

In love Jind worslnp, blends itself with God. 

Spouse ! Sister ! Angel ! Pilot of the Fate 
Whose course has been so stiirlcss ! O too late 
Beloved ! 0 too soon adored, by me ! 

For in the fields of iiiuuoi-tality 

My spii'it should at first have worshipped thine, 

A divine presence in a place divine ,* 

Or shonhl liavo moved beside it on this earth, 

A shadow of that substance, from its birth ; 

But not as now : — 1 love thee ; yes, I fijel 
That on the fountain of my heai*t a seal 
Is set, to keep its waters pure and bright 
For thee, since in those Aars thou hast delight. 

AV^'e — are wo not formed, as notes of miisio are, 

For one another, thougli <lissimilar ; 

Such diffci’ence without disconl, as can make 
Those sweetest sounds, in which all spirits shake, 
As trembling leaves in a continuous air] 

Thy wisdom speaks in me, and bids me daro 
Beacon the rocks on whicli high hearts are WTcckt. 

I never w'as attached to that great sect, 

AVIiose doctrine is, that each one should select 
Out of tlic crowd a mistress or a friend. 

And all tlie rest, though fair and wise, commend 

To cold oblivion, tliongh it is in the code 

Of modern morals, and tbe beaten road 

Which those poor slaves with weary footsteps tread, 

AVho travel t<j tlicir liome among the dead 

By the broad highway of tbe world, and so 

With one chaiiUMl frimid, perhaps a jealous foe. 

The dreariest and the longest journey go. 

True Love in this differs from gold and clay. 

That to divide is not to take away. 

Love is like understanding, that grows bright, 
Gazing on many truths ; ’tis like thy light, 
Imagination ! w'hich, from earth and sky. 

And from tin; depths of liiimaii phantasy. 

As from a thousand prisms and iniirors, fills 
TJic Universe with glorious beams, and kills 
EiTor, the worm, with many a sun-like arrow 
Of its reverberated lightning. Narrow 
The heart that loves, the brain that contemplates, 
The life that wears, Llic spirit that creates 
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Ono oTijcct, and ono form, and bnilds thereby 
A sepulchre for its eternity. 

Mind from its object differs most in this : 

Evil from good ; misery from ha])pitiess ; 

The baser from the nobler ; the impure 
And frail, from what is clear and must endure. 

If you divide suffering and dross, you may 
Diminish till it is consumed away ; 

If you divide pleasure and love an«l thought, 

Kaeh part exceeds the whole ; and wo know not 
How much, while any 3 "et remains unshared, 

Of pleasure may be gained, of sorrow spared : 

This truth is that dcjoj) well, whema? sagos draw 
The nnenvied light of hope; the eternal law 
r*y which those live, to whom this world of life 
Is as a garden ravaged, and wliose strife 
Tills for the promise of a later birth 
The w’ihlcrness of tJiis Kl^’siaii earth. 

There was a Being wIkuii rny spirit oft 
Met on its visioned wanderings, far aloft, 

In the clear golden prinu' of my youtlfs <lawn. 

Upon the fairy ishis of sunny lawn. 

Amid the cncliaiif od moimtains. and the caves 
Of divine sh'.^p, ami on tlio air-like waves 
Of wondor-ic\ (d d]*(*am, whoso treiiiulous floor 
]^ave<l her light stops,* — on an imagined shore, 

Uinhu* the grey beak of some 2 )romoiitory 
She met me, robed iti such exceeding glory, 

That 1 beheld her n«.t. lii solitmles 

Her voice came to me through the whispering woods. 

And from the fountains, and the o<h)urs dee^) 

Of flowers, which, like li 2 )s murmuring iu their sleep 
Of the sweet kisses which had lulled them there. 
Breathed but of her to the enamoured air ; 

An<1 from tlie brc'/es whether low or loud, 

And fro’ii the rain of evciy ptissing cloud, 

And from the singing of the sumincr-hirds, 

And fi*om all snumls, nil silence. In the words 
Of anthpic verse and high romance, — in form, 
Sound, colour— in whatever checks that Storm 
Which with the shattered lU’osent chokes the past ; 
And in that best jihilosopby, wlnise taste 
Hakes this cohl common hell, oiir life, a doom 
As glorious as a fieiy martyrdom ; 

Her Spirit was the harmony of tnith. — 

Then, from the caverns of mj* dreamy youth 
I sprang, as one saudaUed with phiiuos of fire, 

And towards the loadstar of my one desire, 
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I flitted, like a dizzy moth, whose flight 
Is as a dead leaf’s iu tlic owlet light, 

Wlien it would seek in Hesper’s setting sphere 
A radiant deatl), a fiery .sepulchre. 

As if it were a lamp of earthly flame. — 

But She, whom prayer.s or tears then eould not tame, 
Past, like a. God throned on a winged planet, 

AYliOse burning plumes to tenfold swiftness fan it. 

Into the dreary cone of our life’s shade; 

And as a man with mighty loss <lisniayed, 

I would h.i.ve followed, though the grave between 
Yawned like a gulf whose .spectres are unseen : 

When a voice said : — “ O Thou of hearts the weakest, 
'J^ho phantom is beside thee whom thou seekest.” 

Then I — ‘‘AVherel” the worhl’s echo answered “where! 
And in that silence, and iu my despair, 

I (piest.ioned every tougueless wind that flew 
Over my towiu' of mourning, if it knew 
Whither ’twa.s fled, this soul out of my soul ; 

And murmured name.s and spells which have control 
Over the .^ightle.ss tyrants of our fate ; 

But neither ])raycr nor Averse eould dissipate 
Tlic niglit whieli ch»se(l on her ; nor iincreato 
That AvoiUl within this Ghaos, mine and me, ' 

Of Avhich .*^110 was the veiled J^iviuity, 

Tlie Avorhl 1 say of thoughts that worshiY)ped her : 
And therebu-o 1 went forth, with hope and fear, 

Aud every gentle passion siek to death, 

Fee<ling my coiir.<o wutli expectation’s breath. 

Into the wintry forest of our life ; 

Ami struggling through its error with vain .strife, 

And stumbling in my weakiie.ss and my baste. 

And half bewildered l>y new forms, 1 past 
Seeking among tliosc untaught foresters 
If T eould liml one foi’in re.scmbling hers, 

JnAvhieh might have nia.skeil Inaself from me. 
There, — (Jm*, whose voice Avas veiiomed melody 
Sate by a v. ell, under blue iiigbt-.shado bowers ; 

The l^reaih ot her faUe inoutli Avas liKe faint flower.s, 
Her touch \va.s as electric poison, — ilaino 
Out ()f her li>oks into my vitals came, 

And from her liA'ing checks and bosom flew 
A killing air, Avhicli pierced like honey -dew 
Into the eoi'o of ijiy green heart, find lay 
Upon its Je.aves ; untd, sis hair giowii grey 
O’er a young brow, they bid its unblown prime 
With ruins of unseasonable time. 

In many mortal forms I raslily souglit 
The sliadoAV of that idol of my thought. 
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And some were fair — but beauty dies away : 

Others were wise — ^but honeyed -words betiuy : 

And One was true — oh ! why not true to me ? 

Tlien, as a. hunted deer, that could not flee, 

T turned U2)on my thoughts, and stooil at bay. 

Wounded, and weak, and panting; tlie cold day 
Trembled, for pity of my strife ami ])ain, 

When, like a noon-day dawn, there shone again 
Dclivci'since. One stood on my path wlio secniod 
As like the glorious shape which I liad dreamed. 

As is the Moon, whose changes ever run 
Into themselves, to the eternal Sun ; 

Tho cold chaste Moon, the Queen of Ifcaven’s bright isles 
Who makes all beautiful on w'bich she smiles. 

That wandining shrine of soft yet icy (lame 
AVliich over is transformed, yet still the same. 

And warms not but illumines. Young and fair 
As the (leseon<led Spirit of that sphere, 

Slio hid mo, as tho Moon may hide the niglit 
From its own darkness, uTitil all was bright 
BetweiMi the Tleavon and Ivartli <>f my calm mind, 

And, as a elo\id cliariofced the wind, 

She led mo to a cave in that wild place, 

And sat beside me, with licr downwanl face 
Illumining my slumbers, like tho Moon 
AVaxing and v aning oVr Fndymion. 

Audi was laid asloijp, spirit and limb, 

And all niy ])eiiig hocnnio bright or dim 
As the Moon’s image in a sinniner sea, 

Aceo7’«lin',»- as she sTud ;d or fr<7wned on jue; 

Ami t!n‘re I lav, 'viMmi a chaslo cold bed : 

Alas, I Mien w'ns nor alive nor dead : — 

For at her silvei- voice came Death and hifo, 

Unmindfid each (d’ tljoir aciaistomcd strife. 

Masked lik<7 twin hahes, a sister and a brotlier, 

Tho, wamlei-ing h<»pcs of <»ne abandoned mother, 

And Ihroiigh the cavern w'ilUout wings tlioy llcw, 

And cried, “ Away ! he is not of our crew.” 

I wept,, and, thouglvitbe a dream, I weep. 

Wind, storms then shook the ocean of my sleei*. 
lllottiijg Unit Muon, whoso pale ami waning lijjs 
Then shrank as in tlic sickness of eclipse; — 

And how my soul wjis as a lampless sea, 

An<] who was tluju its Tom]>cst ; and when She, 

The Planet of that hour, was <[nenchcd, what fro.sl 
Crept o’er tin se waters, till from coast to coast 
The moving billows of 1113’^ being fell 
Into a death of ice, immovable ; — 

And then — liat eai fchduakos made it gape and si)lii , 
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Tlio white Moon smiling all the while on it. 

These words conceal : — Tf not, each word would ho 
The key of staunchlcss tears. Weep not for me ! 

At length, into the obscure forest came 
The vision I had sought through grief and shame. 
Athwart that wintry w’ilderness of thorns 
Flashed from her motion si>lendonr like the Morn’s, 
And from her presence life was ratliated 
Through the grey earth and branches bare and dead ; 
So that her way wtis paved, and ro()fed above 
With iiowers as soft as thoughts of budding love; 
And music from her resjdration spread 
Like light, — all uthc;r sounds wi*re penetrated 
By the small, still, sweet si)irit of that sound. 

So that the savage wimls hung mule around ; 

And odours wjirm and fresh fell fiom her hair 
Dissolving the dull cold in the froze air : 

Soft as an Tnearnatiou of the Sun, 

When light is changed to love, this glorious One 
Flo.ated into the cavern where I lay, 

And called my Spirit, and the dreaming clay 
Was lifted by the thing that dreamed below 
As smoko by fii'e, and in her beauty's glow 
I stood, and felt the dawn of my long night t 
Was penetrating mo with living light : 

I knew it was the Vision veiled from me 
So many years — that it was Emily. 

Thill Spheres of light who l ule this passive Earth, 
This world of love, this me ; and into birth 
Awaken all its fruits aud riowers, and dart 
Magnetic might into its central heart; 

And lift its billows and its mists, and guide 
By everlasting laws each wind and tide 
To its fit cloud, and its appointed cave ; 

And lull its storms, each in the craggy gi*avc 
Which was its era<lle, Jnring to faint bowers 
The armies of the raiiibow-\\inge<l showers ; 

And, as those married lights, winch from the towers 
Of Ileavcii h)ol 5 hntli ami fold the wandering globe 
111 liquid sloop and splendour, as a robe ; 

And all their maiiy-minglcd inilucnce blend, 

If equal, yet unlike, to one sweet end ; — 

So ye, blight regents, with alternate sway, 

Govern my s])hero of being, night, and day ! 

Thou, not disdaining even a b<n rowed might ; 

Thou, not eclipsing a remoter light ; 

And, through the shadow of the seasons three, 

From Spring to Autumn’s sere maturity, 
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Light it into the Winter of iho tomb, 

AVhcrc it may l ipon to a briglitcr bloom. 

Tlioii too, O Comet, beautiful and fuji'eo, 

Wlio drew the lieart of this frail Universe 
Towai'ds tliiiio own ; till, wroekl in that c«)UVul.sion, 
Alternating attraetiou and rejadsion. 

Thine went astray, and that was rent in twain ; 

Oil, float into our azure he.aven again ! 

T>o there love’s fohling-star at thy rctui n ; 

TJie living Sun will feed thee from its urn 
Of golden fire ; the Muon will veil her horn 
In thy last smiles; adoring Uvoii and iMorn 
Will worshi[) thee with iuocnso of calm breath 
And liglds and shadows; as the stai* of Death 
And llii-th is worshippotl by those sisters wild . 
Calle-il llojjo and Fear— -upon the heart are piled 
TJieir offerings, — of this sacrifice divine 
A AVorhl shall be the altar. 

Lady mine, 

Scorn not these flowers of thought, the fading birth 
'Which from its heart of hearts that jdant puts forth, 
AVhose fruit, made jH riect])3r thy sunny c}cs, 

"W'dl be as of the trees of Paradise. 

'fho (hiy is come, and thou wilt fljr with me. 

To whatsoe’er <»C dull mortality 
Is mine, lomain a vestal sister still ; 

tht 5 inti'iise, tlio deep, the imperishable, 

AS\)t mine, but mo, lieiiecfoith be thou united 
Kvi u as a bride, delighting and tlelighteil. 

The liotir is come . — tlie destined Star has risen 
Wliii-h shall d,oscon<l n}>ou a vacant prison. 

TJie walls are high, the gates are strong, thick set 

^riic sentinels— but true love lu ver 3’ot 

Was thus constrained : it overleaps all fence : 

Like lightning, w’ith invisible viideiice 
Piercing its continents ; like Heaven’s free breath, 
AVhicli lie wlnj) grasps can hold in>t ; Jiker Death, 
Who rales upon a tliouglit, and makes his way 
'^I’lirongli lem[do, tower, and ppJace, ami the array 
Of arms : more strength has Love than he or the^',* 
For he can burst Ins ehavucl, and make free 
The limbs in chains, the heart in agony, 

The soul in dust and cliaos. 

Kmii\', 

A ship is floating in the harbour now, 

A wind is hovering o’er the mouutain’s brow ; 

Thei*e is a path on tlio sea’s azure floor, 

Xo keel has ever ploughed that patJi behu’e ; 

The halcyons biootl around the foamless isles ; 
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Tlic treacherous Ocean lias forsworn its wiles ; 

The merry m:iriiiers are hold and free : 

niy licart’s sister, wilt thou sail with me ? 

Our heU’k is as an albjitross, whose nest 
Is a far E<lon of the i»urj)le hljist; 

And wc between her wings will sit, while Niglit, 
And Oa^^, and Storm, and Calm, pursue their llight. 
Our ministers, along the boundless Sea, 

Treading each other’s heels, unhcededl^'. 

It is an isle iiinler Ionian skies. 

Beautiful as a wieck of Paradise, 

And, for the harbours are not safe and good. 

This lainl would have remained a solitude 
But for some jiastoral people nntivt' there, 

Who fiom the l^l^'sian, clear, ami golden air 
Oraw the last spirit of the age of gold, 

Siinjile and spirited ; innocent and hold. 

Tlie blue dtgoan girds tliis chosen home, 

AVith cver-eliangiiig souiul ami light ami foam. 
Kissing the sifted san<l.<, and caverns hoar; 

And all the winds wandering along the shore 
Ibidulato with the undulating tide : 

There arc thick woods where K\’lvni forms abide; 
And man}’ a foiintain, rivulet, and pond. 

As clear as elemental <liaiiiond, * 

Or serene morning air ; and far bej'ond, 

The moss}’ tracks made by the goats and doer 
(AYhicli the rough shepherd treails but once a year,)’ 
Picrt?c into glades, caverns, ami bowers, and halls 
Built round with ivy, nhicJi tlic watci-falls 
Illninining, with sound that never fails, 

Accomiiany the iioiniday nightingales ; 

Ami all the place is ]>eopled Avith sweet airs ; 

The liglit clear element which the isle wears 
Is heavy with the scent of lemon-flowers, 

AAddcIi flotds like mist laden with unseen showers, 
And falls upon the eye-lids like faint sleep ; 

Ami fn>ni the moss violets and jompiils peep. 

And dart tlieir aivowy o»Iout through tlm bi-ain 
Till you might faint with that delicious pain. 

And every motion, o<loiir, beam, ami tone, 

AVith that deep music is in unison : 

AVliicli is a soul within the soul- tlmy seem 
Bike echot's of an antenatal dream, — 

It is an isle ’iwixb Heaven, Air, Earth, and Sea, 
Craflhal, and hung in clear t)‘ampullity ; 

Briglit as that wandering E<len Jjucifer, 

AVaslicd by the soft blue Oceans of young air. 

It is a favoui-cd jilace. Famine or lllight, 

Pestilence, War, and Earthquake, never light 
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Upon its monutain-pcaks ; blind viiltnres, they 
Sail oiiwartl far upon thcii* fatal way : 

The winged storms, ehauiitiiig their thuuder-psaliu 
To other lainls, leave azure chasms of calm 
Over this isle, or weep themselves in dew. 

From whieli its fields and woods ever renew 
Their green and golden immortality. 

And from the sea there rise, and fi*om the sky 
^Jdiere fall clear exhalations, soft and bright. 

Veil after veil, cncli hiding some deliglit. 

Which Sun or AIooii or zephyr di aw aside, 

Till the isle's beauty, like a naked bride 
Glowing at once with love and loveliness, 

P>lusli(‘s ainl trembles at its own excess: 

Yet, like a bui-ied lamp, a Soul no less 
Uurns in ti.'C heart of this delicious isle. 

An atom of the Ktcrnal, whose own smile 
Unfolds itself, ami may be felt not seen 
O’er the gn y rocks, blue waves, and forests green, 
Filling tlu'ir bare and void interstiees. — 

Hut tlic chief marvel of the wilderness 
Is a lone dwelling, bniit by whom or how 
None of the rustic island-])eop]i' know : 

'I’is not a tower of strength, though with its height 
It <)Vort<j})S (li(‘ woods ; but, for ilelight, 

Some wise ati<l tender Ocean-King, cr(* crime 
Had bcc'i invented, in the world’s young prime, 
lieaie<l it, a wonder of that simple lime. 

And envy of (lie isles, a pleasure house 
3rade sacred to his sister ami his spouse. 

It scarce seejiis now a wreck of human art, 

3>nt, as it wei t , Titajiic; in the heart 

Of Fart.h having assumed its form, then grown 

Out of the mountains, from the living stone, 

Tjifting itr^elf in caverns light and high : 

For all the aiititpie and learned imagery 
Has been erased, and in the place of it 
The ivy .iml tlio wild vino inte.rknib 
^J^Iie olnmos of their many-twining stems; 

Parasite flowers illume with dewy gcnis 
TJio himjiless halls, and wlicn tliey fa»Ie, the sky 
Pe('[is thi-ongli tlioir w inter-woof of traemy 
Witli moonlight ]iatches, or star at(»ms keen, 

Or fragments of the day’s intense serene ; 

AVorking mosaic on their Parian floors. 

And, day and night, aloof, from the hi'j:h towers 
And terra«*es, the hko’th and Ocean sfcm 
To slcej) a one another's arms, and dream 
Of waves, flowers, clouds, w’oods, rocks, ami all that >ve 
Head in their smiles, and call reality. 


o o 2 
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This islo and house are mine, and I have vowed 
Thee to bo lady of the solitinle. 

And T have fitted up some chambers there 
Tiooking towards the golden Eastern air, 

And level with the living winds, wliich flow 
Like waves above the living weaves below. 

I have sent books and music there, mid all 
Those instruments with wdiich high spirits call 
The future from its cradle, and the past 
Out of its grave, and make the present last 
In thouglits aiul joys whiidi sleep, but cannot die, 
Folded w itliin their own eternity. 

Our simple life wants little, ami true taste 
Hires not the pahi drudge Tiiixnry to waste 
Tlio scene it would adorn, and therefore still, 

Nature, with all her chihlren, haunts the hill. 

The ring-dove, in the embowering ivy, yot 
Keei>s up her love-lament, and the owls Hit 
Hound the ('veiling towt'V, ami the young stars glance 
I'etwec'ii the »pil<'k bats in their twilight dance ; 

The spotted door bask in tlie fresh moonlight 
Heforo our gate, and the slow silent night 
Is UK'nsnred by the pants of their calm slc'oi"). 
lie tliis onr home in life, and when years licnp 
TJieir witlierod hours, like leaves, on our decay, 

Tjet us become the overliauging day, 

The living soul of this Klysian isle, 
f^inseious, ins('[)arabh', one. Meanwbilo 
Wo two will rise, and sit, ami walk together, 

Under tlio roof of blue Ionian weatlicr. 

And w'andcT’ in the meadows, or ascend 

'^I’ho mossy mountains, where the bhie luiaveus bend 

With ligldc'st winds, to touch their ]>aramour; 

Or linger, wdierci tlie i)ebblc-paveii shore, 

Under fhe ([nick faint kisses of the sea 
Trembles and s]>arklos as wiUi ('cstaey, — 

I’ossessing and posse'^t by all that is 
AN^ithin that calm circumference of bliss, 

And by each other, till to love and live 
He Olio - or, at the noojitid(* hour, arrive 
AVnicre some old cavern hoar seems ^'ot to keep 
The moonlight of the expired night ash'e]>, 

Through which the awakened day can never peep ; 

A veil for our seclusion, close as Night’s, 

AVhere secure sleep may kill thine innocent lights ; 
Sleep, the fresh dew of languid love, the rain 
Whose drops queneli kisses till they burn again. 

And we wdll talk, until thought’s melody 
Become too sweet for utterance, and it die 
In words, to live again iu looks, wliich dart 
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With thrilling tone into the voieeleps heart, 
Haniioniaing silence witheut a sound. 

Our breatli shall intcruux, our bosoms bound, 

And our veins beat together ; and our lips, 

With otlicr elociuoneo than words, colii)se 

Tlio sold that bui-ns between them ; anil the wells 

AVhich boil under our being’s inmost cells. 

The fountains of our deepest life, shall be 
Confused in passion’s golden purity. 

As mountain-springs under the morning Sun. 

We shall become tlie same, we shall be one 
Spirit within two frames, oh ! wherefore two ! 
One passion in twin-hearts, which grows and grew 
Till like two nioleors of expanding llame. 

Those S[)heres insLiiiet with it hecomo the same, 
Touch, mingle, are trunsligurcd ; ever still 
Ihirning, yet ever inconsumable : 

In one another's subslunee finding food, 

Like Haines too pure and light and unimbnod 
To nourish their bright lives with baser prey, 
Which point to Heaven and cannot pa->'s away : 
One hope within two uills, one will liencatl 
Tivo overshadowing minds, one life, one death. 
One ireaveii, one lleil, one immortality, 

And one annihiJatioii. Woe is me I 

The winged words on w’hich my suul w'ould piorco 

Into the height of love’s rare Hniver e, 

Are chains of lead around its llight of lire. — 

I pant, 1 sink, 1 tremble, 1 expire ! 


Weak verses, go, kneel at your Sovereign’s feet, 
And say : — “ We are the maf.ters of thy slave ; 

What wouhh^st thou w'itli us and ours and thine ]” 
Then call your sisters from Oblivion’s cave. 

All singing loud : “ liove's very pain is sweet, 

Hut its reward is in the world divine, 

Which, if not here, it builds beyond the grave.” 

So shall ye live Avlieii 1 am there. Then haste 
Over the hearts of men, niiUl ye meet 
Marina, Vaiina, Primus, and the re^t, 

Aiul bid them love each other, and be blest : 

And leave the troop which errs, and w’hich reproves, 
And come and be my guest,- for 1 am i move’s. 
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VUEFACE. 

♦- - 

•l'c/«uaxov iVfii/v, T 67 t trov a^tbun,, ^a^iMCKOv j/SsS* 

H-iV T*y Tb7; ^n'k-iTa-i 'rarz^^xfits, xoLk ly/.vxxyO/,] 

Tt? iSeorO'S Tac-b-ovTCv avctu,s^«^, i, H’-^xirxi r'lf 
’’If Sbvvai 'Aa>JovTt 7» ^x^uaxovl ^xC-uy-v f'iSxy,' 

.M»is''iius, FriTAPir. Bkkv. 

It is niy iutoiition to subj<.in to the T.oiidon odrtiou of this 
poem, a cviticiHiii npcni tlio claims of its liuiiontod object to bo 
classed ainon^ tho Avriters of the In'^hosfc genius wlio have 
adorned our ago. ISFy known ro|)iignsiuoo to tho naiTow pviii- 
cijde.s of taste on which scjvoral of his earlier coini^ositions wore 
modelled, prove at least that I am an impartial jiidgo. I consider 
the fragment of “ Hj^perion/’ as second to nothing i.hat was ever 
2)rodueed by a writei* of tho same years. 

John Keats die<l at Itniiio, t»C a consnmidlon, in his twenty- 
fourth yeai’, on the ‘JTth of Di'cemher, 18*20, and was buried in 
the romantic and lonely cemetery of the ]>rotestants in that city, 
unde r the pyrami<l which is the tomb of Ccstius, and tho massy 
walls and towers, now nnaildoring aiul des(dat(i, which foi-med 
the circuit of ancient Uonie. The cemetery is an o 2 )en s^^ace 
among the ruins, covered in winter with violets and daisies. It 
might make one in love with death, to think that one should he 
buried in so sweet a pkua*. 

Tlio genius r)f the lamejited ])erson to wlioso memory I hnvn 
dedicated these unworthy verses, was not less delicate ami 
fragile than it Avas beautiful ; and Avherc canker-AVorms abound, 
wliat Avondcr, if its j'oniig flower A\as blighted in tho hud ? Tho 
savage criticism on his *'* Eiulymion,” Avliich a[)]>eared in tho 
Quarterly llcvicAv, prodmaal the most violent enbet o]i his 
suscejitible mind ; the agitation thus originated ended in tlic 
rupture of a blood-vessel in the lungs; a rapid consuniptimi 
ensued ; and the succeeding aekiioAvlodgmeiits from more candid 
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critics, of the truo greatuess of liis powers, were iiicffoctiial to 
heal the wouiul th\is wantonly inflicted. 

It may he well said, that these wretched men know not what 
they do. They scatter their insults and their slanders without 
heed as to whether the poisoned shaft lights on a luiart made 
callous hy many blows, or one, like Keats’s, (;()mj)Osed of more 
penetrable stuff. One of their assoeiates is, to my knowledge, a 
most base and unprincipled cahininiator. As tt) “ Ihidyiriion,” 
w’as it a poem, whatever might he its <lefetrts, to ho treated 
contemptuously hy those who had c^debrated wntli various 
degrees of eoniplaceiicy and panegyric, “ Paris,” and “ Woman,” 
and a Syrian Tale,” and Mrs. Lefami, and Mr. Barret, and Mr. 
ITowdird Tayiie, and a long list of the illustrious ob.scure ? Arc 
these the men, who in their venal good nature, presumed to 
draw a paralhd between tlie Rev. Mr. Milman a.nd lan-d Byron ? 
What gnat did tlicy' straiji at here, after Jiaviiig swallowed all 
those camels Against what woman taki n in adultery dares 
the foremost of tlie>o literary prostitutes to east his opprobrious 
stouel !Miserabh'. man ! you, one. of tlie meanest, have wantonly 
defaced one of the noblest s]»eeimens of the workmanship of 
God. Nor shall it bo yonr excuse, that, murderer as you are, 
you have spoken daggers, Init used none. 

TJie circiimstaiiecs of the closing seeiio of ]n)f)r Keat'.’s life 
'Were not niiide known to me until tin? Klegy was ready for tlio 
press. I am given to mulerstand tlait tljc wound which his 
sensitive spii'it liad received from the criticism of “ J'ladymion” 
was e.vasper;ii d at the hitter .scn.so of ntitvijiiiUul benefits; the 
poor fellow scM’ins to Ivavo boon hooteil from the stage of life, no 
less by 1h(»so on whom he ha<l wasted the })r«imiso ef liis genius, 
than tliose on wlmni he had lavished his furtime and his care. 
He was accompanied to Rome, and attended in his last illness 
hy Mr. Severn, a yoimg a.rti.'>t of the highe t piumiso, who, I 
have he»’n informed, ‘‘ almost risked his own life, and saerifieed 
every prospect, to imwearhjtl attondanee ui)on liis dying friend.'* 
Had T known these circumstances l^efore the (‘om])hdion of my 
poem, T shonhl have been tempteil to adil my feeble tribute of 
aiiphinsc t(f the mure solid recompense whi«*h tlu'. virtuous mau 
liinls in tin' recullectimi of bis own motives. Mr. Sevi rii can 
dispense ".V ith a reward from “such sliifT as ilroams are made of.” 
His conduct is a gohlen augury of the success of his future 

career may the uiiextingui.slied Spirit of Ids illustrious friend 

animate tlie creations of his pencil, and plead against Oblivion 
for his name ! 
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I AVKKI' for Adoxats— lio is dead ! 

Oh, weep for Adoiiais ! tlioui^li our tcai's 
Thaw iioL the frost wliich binds so dear a liCtad ! 
And tliou, sad Hour, selcelod from all years 
To mourn our h)ss, rouse thy obscure compe(;rs, 
And teach them tliiuo own sorrow; say : with mo 
nie<l Adoiiais ; till the Future dares 
Foi'get the Fast, his fate and fame sJiall be 
An echo and ii light unto eternity ! 


AA'lierc wert thou, mighty l^lotlier, when ho lay, 

■When thy son lay, pierced by the shaft which Hies 
In ilarkne.'S? where was lorn Urania 
AVhen A<lonais died j With veiled cjycs, 

’Mid listening Fehoes, in her l^lracli.^^e ‘ 

Sin; sate, while one, with soft (‘luimoured breatli, 
Kokiudled all tlio fading melodies, 

AVith which, like llowers that mock the corse beneath, 
ITo laid adorned and hid the coming bulk of death. 

III. 

Oh, weep for Adonais — ho is tlead ! 

AAhdvc, melancholy Aliilher, wake and weep ! 

A ct wherefore { (^)uench within their burning bed 
Thy liery tears, and let thy loud heart keep, " 

Like his, a mute and uncom]»laming Klee[); 

For he is gone, where all things wise and fair 
Descend: oli, di’eam imt that tlio amorous J^eep 
AVill yet restore him to tlie vital air; 

Death feeds on his mute voiee, and laughs at our despair. 

TV. 

Most musical of moiu iiers, weep again ! 

Ijamoiit anew, Urania ! — He died, 

AVIio was the Sire of an immortal strain, 

IlUnd, old, and lonely, when his country’s pride 
Tlic priest, the slave, and the libertieide, 

Trampled ami mocked with many a loathed rite 
Of Inst and blood ; he went, uiitorrified, 

Into the gulf of death ; but his clear Sprite 
Yet reigns o’er earth ; the third among the sons of light. 
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V. 

Most musical of mourners, weep anew ! 

Not all to that bright station dared to climb : 

And happier they their happiness who knew, 

Whose tapers yet burn through that night ot* time 
In wliich suns perished ; otliers more sublime, 

Struck by the envious wrath of man or God, 

Have sunk, extinct in their refulgent prime ; 

And some yet live, treading the thorny road. 

Which leads, through toil ami hate, to Fame's serene abode. 

VI. 

liut now, thy youngest, dearest one, has ])e.rished. 

The nursling of thy widowho(»d, who grew. 

Like a pale llowcr by some sad maiden cheiislicd, 

And fed with true love tears instead <d‘dew; 

Most musical of mourners, weep anew ! 

Thy extreme hope, the loveliest and the Lust, 

The bloom, whoso petals ui])t before they blew 
Died on the promise of the iVuit, is waste ; 

The broken lily lies — the storm is overpast. 

vit. 

To that high Oa])ital, where kingly Deatli 
Keeps his 2 >ale court in beauty and decay. 

Ho came ; and bonght, with ju'ice of ])urest breath, 

A grave among the eternal. — (Ji»mo away ! 

Haste, whih' the vault of blue Italian day 
Is yet his fitting charnel-roof 1 while still 
He lies, as if in dewy sleep he lay ; 

Awake him not ! surely he takes his fill 
Of deep and liipiid rest, forgethd of all ill. 

vrir. 

He \vill a\vako v.o mure, oh, never more ! 

Within tlio twiliglit chamher spreads apace 
The sliadow of w hite Death, and at the door 
Invisible Corruption waiU to trace 
His extreme way to her dim dwelling-place; 

The denial Hunger sits, but pity and awe 
Soothe her pale rage, nor dares she to deface 
So fair a prey, till darkness aiul the law 
Of change, shall o’er his sleej) the mortal curtain draw, 
ix. 

Oh, weep for Adonais ! -The ipiick nrt?ams, 

The pass ion- winged Ministers of thouglit, 

Who were liis docks, whom near the living streams 
Of his young spirit he fed, and whom ho taught 
The love wlijeh was its music, wamlor iu)t, — 

Wander no more, from kindling brain to brain. 

But droop there, whence they sprung ; and mourn their lot 
llouud the cold heart, where, after tlieir sweet pain. 

They ne’er will gather strength, nor lind a home again. 
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X. 

And one with tremhling hand clasjjs hia cold head. 

And fans him witli lier moonlight wings, and cries, 

** Our love, our hope, our sorrow, is not dead ; 

See, on the silken fringe of his faint eyes, 

Like dew upon a sleeping flower, there lies 
A tear some Dream has loosened from his brain.” 

Lost Angel of a ruined Paradise ! 

She knew not *twas her own ; as with no stain 
Slio faded, like a cloud which had outwept its rain. 

XL 

One from a lucid urn of starry dew 
Washed his light limbs, as if embalming them ; 

Another dipt her profuse locks, .ami threw 
The wreath ui)on him, like an jinadcni. 

Which Irozeii tears inste;wl of ]»eji!‘ls hf'gcm; 

Another in her wilful grief would break 
Her bow and winged roods, as if to sttun 
A greater loss with one wbicb was more weak ; 

And dull the barbed lire against bis frozen cheek. 

XII. 

Another Splendour on his month alit, 

That inoutli whence it was wont to draw the broaih 
WJiicli gave it streiigtli to pieree the guarded wit. 

And pass into the j>anting lieart beneath 
With lightning and with music : the damp death 
Quenched its earess upon its iey lips; 

And, as a dying im^teor stains a wreath 
Of moonliglit vap<mr, whieh the cold night cli]'>s, 

It flushed through his pale limbs, and pu^sed to its eclipse. 

XIII. 

And others came, ' Desin's and Adorations, 

Winged Persuasions, and veiled De-tinitis, 

Spleiulours. ami (dooms, ami glimmering Incaviiallous 
(Jf hopes and fears, and twilight Phantasies; 

And Sorrow, wir.h her family of Sighs, 

And Plea.'un!. blind with tears, hal by the gleam 
Of licr own dying smile inst<*ad of eyes. 

Came in slow [>omp; Ihe moving pomp might seem 
Like pageantry of mist on an ;int.nmnal stream. 

xrv. 

All ho had IovimI, .•nid moulded into thought 
From sliape. and hue, and odour, and sweet sound. 
Lamented Adonais. Morning sought 
Her eastoi n wateli tower, ami her hair unbouml, 

AVet with tlie tears wliich .should adorn the ground, 

1 )inimed the aeil \] eyes that kindle day ; 

Afar the melancholy thunder moaned, 

Palo Ocean in umpiiet .slumhe.r lay. 

And the wild winds flow around, sobbing in their disma 3 \ 
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XV. 

Lost Kclio sits amid tlio voiceless monntiiltis. 

And feeds her grief with his remcnihered lay. 

And will no moi'e reply to winds or fountains, 

Or aniorons hinls perched on the yonng green spray, 

Or herdsniaii’s horn, or bell at clo.sing day ; 

Since she can mimic not his lips, moi o dear 
Than those for whose disdain they pined away 
Into a shadow of all sounds : — a <lrcar 
Murmur, between their songs, is all tlie woodmen hear. 

XVI. 

(h’ief made the young Spring wild, and she threw down 
Her kindling buds, fis if she Autumn were, 

Or they dca<l h'aves ; since her delight is tlown, 

For whom sliould sl;e have waked the sullen year ? 

To Phcebiis was nob llyaeinth so dear, 

Nor to himself Narcissus, as to both 
Thou Adonais; wan they stand and sore 
Amid the faint companions of their youth, 

With dew all turned to tears ; odour, to sighing ruth. 

XVII. 

Thy spirits sister, the loi’n nightingale, 

Mourns not hei' mate witli such melodious j^aiii ; 

Not so the eagle, wlio like llico ct>uld scale 
JTeaven, and could nourish in the sun’s domain 
Her miglity youth, with nn>ruing doth complain, 

Soaring and .sereaining round her empty nest, 

As Albion wails for tJuje : the curse of Tain 
Light on his head who pierced thy iimoeent breast, 

And scared the angel soul that was its earthly guest I 

XVIIT. 

Ah woo is me ! AVIntcr is come ami gone, 
ihit grief I'ctiirns with the revolving year ; 

Tlie airs and streams renew their jt)Yous tone ; 

'J'he ants, the boos, the swallows, ro-apjiear; 

I'^rosh loaves and tlowors deck tlie iload Seasons’ bier ; 
The amon)us birds now pair in every brake, 

And buihl their mossy boiiies in field and brero ; 

And tie* green li/ard, and the golden snake, 

Like uJiiinpj’isoiied flames, out of their trance awake. 

XIX. 

Tlirongh wooil and stream and field and hill ami Ocean, 
A qniekeniiig life from the Earth's heart has hurst. 

As it has ever done, with change and motion. 

From the great morning of the worhl when first 
Clod dawnetl on Chaos; in its stream immersed. 

The lamps of Heaven flash Avith a softer light ; 

All baser things pant Avitli life’s sacred thirst ; 

Diff use themselves; and spend in love’s delight, 

The beauty and the joy of their renewed might. 
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XX. 

The leprous corpse toucliod by tin's spirit tender. 

Exhales itself in dowers of gentle breatli ; 

Like incarnations of tUo stars, when splendour 
Is changed to fragrance, they illumine deatli, 

And mock the merry worm that wakes beneath ; 

Nought we know dies. Shall that alone which knows 
Be as a sword consumed before the sheath 
By sightless lightning'! th’ intense atom glows 
A moment, then is (pienched in a most cold repose. 

XXL 

Alas ! that all we loved of him shoidd be, 

Hut for onr grief, as if it had not been. 

And grief itself bo mortal ! Woe is mo ! 

AVhence are we, and why are we I of what scone 
The actors or spectators f (Jreat ainl mean 
Meet massed in death, who lends what life must borrow. 
Ah long as shies arc blue, and fields arc grecni, 

Evening must usher night, night urge the morrow, 

Month follow month witli woe, and year wake year to sorrow. 

XXII. 

lie will awake no more, oh, never more ! 

Wake thou,'’ cried Misery, ^"cliihllcss Motlier, rise 
Out of tliy sleep, an<l slake, in thy heart’s core, 

A wound more liorec tliaii his tears and sighs.” 

And all the Dreams that watchotl Lrania’s i‘yc?, 

And all the echoes whom tlieir sisti'r’s smig 
Had held in holy silence, cried, “ Arise ! ” 

»Swift as a ’I’liought by tlic snake Mianory stnng, 

From her ambrosial rest the failing Splendour sprung, 
xxm. 

She ro.se like an autumnal Night, that springs 
Out of the J‘]ast, and follows \Nild ami drear 
The golden Day, which, on eternal wings. 

Even as a ghost abandoning a bier, 

Ha-s left the Earth a corpse. Sorrow and fear 
So struck, so roiiscil, so rapt, Urania, 

So saddened roimd her like an atmos[>hei'e 
Of stormy mist ; so swe]>t her on her way, 

Even to tlic nioumful place where Adonais lay. 

XXI v. 

Out of her secret J*.iradi.sc she sped. 

Through camps and cities rough witli stone, and .steel. 
And human hearts, which to her tuny tread 
Yielding not, wounded the invi.-^il)le 
PaliiLs of lier tender feet wliere’or tliey fell ; 

And barbed tongues, and thoughts more sharp than they 
Kent the soft Form they ne-ver could repel, 

Who.se sacred bloi^d, like tlic young tears of l^fay. 

Paved with eternal flowers that umle.serviug way. 
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XXV. 

Ill tlio ilcatli-clminbcr for a rnomciit Dciitli, 

Sliamcrl by tbo presence of that liviii" Miglit, 

Blushed to iiiniihiliitioii, and the l)realh 
Revisited those lips, and life's l>alo light 
Flashed Ihrongh those limbs, so hde her dear delight. 
“Leave mo not wild and drear and eoiiifortless, 

As silent lightning leaves the starless night ! 

Leave me not ! ” cried Urania : her distresss 
Roused Death: Death rose and smiled, and met her vain caress. 

XXVT. 

“Stay yet awhile ! speak to me oisce again ; 

Kiss mo, so long but as a kiss may live ; 

And ill my heai tless breast and burning brain 
That woivi. that hiss shall all thouglds else survive, 

Will) food of saddest memory kept alive, 

Now’ thou art doa<h as if it w’oro a part 
Of thee, my A«lonais! I would give 
All that T am to ho as thou now^ art, 

But I am chained to Time, and cannot thcncc depart ' 

XXVIT. 

“0 gonllc child, beaulifiil as thou w’crt, 

Why didst thou leave the troddieii paths of men 
Too soon, and witli weak liainLs tiiongh mighty heart 
J)aro the nnpaslnred dragon in his <len ! 

Defciic<dcs as tl.on wert, oli ! where w’as tlien 
Wisdom tlio mirrord shadd, oi* s(;oin tlio spear? 

Or hadsl tlmu waited tin* full eyidtj, w’hen 
d’hy spirit should h.ivc hlled its ert'seent sphere, 

The monstcM’s oP life’s waste had fled from thee like deer. 

XXV nr. 

“The herded wolves, bohl only to ])ursno; 

The obseeiie ravens, clamorous o’er the dead; 

The vultures, to Iho coiupiororV- banner true, 

AVho feed where Desolation first lias foil, 

And w’boso w'oilts rain eontagioii ; bow they fled, 

AYhen, like Aiiolio, from his golden bow’, 

The IVthian of ihe ago one arrow' sped 

And . niiled ! — 'fho spoilers tempt no second blow, 

They faw'ii on the proud feet that sjuirii them lying low*. 

XXIX. 

“ The sun conies forth, and many reptiles spaivn ; 
ife sets, and each (‘])hemeral insect then 
Is gathered into death w'ithoiit a dawn, 

And the inmioi tal stars awake again ; 

it is in the world of living men : 

A godlike mind soars forth, in its delight 
Making eurth bare and veiling heaven, and when 
It .sinks, tlic sw'arijis that dimmeil or shai'ed its light 
Leave to its kindred Janiiis the spirit’s awful night.” 
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Thus ccnserl she : and the mountain shepherds camo, 

Their sJiihnids se)*e, their magic mantles rent ; 

The Pilgrim of Eternity, whoso fame 
Over his living head like Heaven is bent, 

An early hut enduring inoiminent, 

Came, veiling all the lightnings of his song 
In sorrow ; from her wilds Icrne sent 
The sweetest lyrist of her saddest wrong, 

And love taught grief to fall like music from his tongue. 

XXXI. 

']\Iidst oihers of less note, came one frail Form, 

A phantom among men, coiii]>anionless 
As the hiit clond of an exjnring storm, 

Whose tlinnder is its knell ; he, as I guess, 

Had ga/ed on Nature’s naked loveliness, 

Aetfcon-liko, nnd now he fled astray 

With f(‘el)l(? slops oVr the world’s wilderness, 

And his own thoughts, along tliat rngged way, 

Pursued, like reging Jiuunds, tlieir father and their proy. 

XXXII. 

A piu'd-likc Spirit beautiful and swift — 

A love in desolation maskc<l ; — a Power 

dirt round with W(*aknoss ; — it can scarec uplift 

The weight of the snpcrincuiiiheiit hour ; 

,lt is a (lying lamp, a flilling sliower, 

A breaking billow ; — even whilst wo s})cak 
Is it not hr<jki‘n ? On the withering tlowcr 
The killing sun smiles brightly : on a cheek 
The life cun burn in blood, even while the heart may break. 

XXXIII. 

ITis bend was hound with punsics over-blown, 

And faded violets, white, and ])iod, ;nMl bine ; 

And a light sjioar topped with a cypress cone, 

Jiound wliosc i-mlc sliaffc dark ivy-trc.sscs grew 
Yet dripping with the forest’s noon day dew, 

Vibrati'd, as the cvcr-bcating heart 

Shook tin' weak luiml that grjisjied it; of that crew 

He came the last, jieglectcd anti apart : 

A hcrd-ab.iiuUmod deer, struck by the Imntcr’s dart. 

XXXIV. 

All stootl aloof, ami at his partial moan 

Smiled tlii'oiigli their tears; well knew that gentle band 

Who in another’s fate now wept his own ; 

As in the accents of an nnknowm land 

He sang new' sorrmv ; sail Urania scanned 

Tlic Strang(;r’s inien, ainl murmured : “ Wlio art tliou?” 

He answ'ered not, but with a siulden hand 

Made bam his branded and ensangniiied brow, 

Which w'as like Cain’s or Christ’s. Uli! that it should be so! . 
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XXXV. 

"Wliiit softer voice is huslicil over the dead ? 

Athwart wliat brow is that dark mantle thrown ? 

■\Vhat form leu ns sadl}’ o’er the white death-bed, 

In rnockety of moinimental stone, 

The ho«avy heart heaving without a moan ] 

If it bo he, who, gentlest of the wise, 

Taught, sootheil, loved, honoured the departed one; 
fjct me not vex, 'with inharmonious siglis, 

M^he silence of that heart’s accepted sacrifice. 

xxxvr. 

Our Adonais has drunk poison — oh ! 

'^^'llat deaf ami vi]>erous murderer could crown 
Life’s eai lv eu]> witli such a draught of woo '! 

MMio nameless wnrni woiild now itself disown : 

It fidl, yet could escape the magic tone 
^Vhose prelude hold all euvy, hate and wrong. 

But what was howling in one hrea&t alone, 

►Silent witli expc'ctation of the smig, 

AVIiose master’s haiul is col<l, whose silver lyre uu.strung. 

XXXVII. 

Tjive thou, whoso infamy is not thy fame ! 

Tiive ! fear no lioavier chastisement from me, 

Thou noieless blot mi a remembered name ! 

But be. thyself, ami know thyself to he ! 

And ever nt thy .-easou ho thou free 
To siiill ih j venom when thy fangs o’ei ilow ; 

Bemoi se and Self- contempt sliall cling to tlioe ; 

Jr<»t Slianie shall hum upon thy secret brow. 

And like a beaten liuuud tremble thou slialt- -as now. 

XXXVIll. 

Xov let us weep that Our deliglit is fled 

Bar fn»m these carrimi-kites that scream below; 

Ho wakes <)r sleeps with the cndvuiiig dead; 

Tiiou eanst not soar wliero he is sitting now. 

Oust to the, dust 1 l)ut the. pure, s\f\vit shall liow 
B.iek to the huniing fountain wheiieo it came, 

A portion of the Ktonial, which must glow 
Throng! I time and change, umpieuchably the same, 
"VVliilat tiiycold embers choke the sordid licartli of shame. 

XXXIX. 

Peace, peace ! ho is not deail, he doth not sleep — 

He hath awakened from the dream of lih? — 

''3’i.s wo, who, lost in stormy visions, keep 
AVith phautonus an uiiprotitahle strife. 

And ill mad tnuiee strike with our spirit’s knife 
Invulnerable nothings — IfV decay 
Jjike corpses in a eli.irnel ; fear and grief 
Con .'ulsc ns and consume us day by day, 

A.iid cold hopes swai’ui like worms within our living clay. 
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lie liaa outsoarcfl the shadow of our night; 

Envy and oaliiinny, and hate and ])aiij, 

And that unrest wliieli men miscall delight. 

Can touch him not and torture not again ; 

From the contagion of the world’s slow stain 
Ho is sc(?ure, and now can never mourn 
A heart grown cold, a head grown grey in vain ; 

Xor, when llie s{nrit’.s self has ceased to burn, 

With spai’kless ashes load an unlamentcd urn. 

xf-r. 

He lives, lie wakes — ’tis Death is dead, not lie ; 

Mourn not for Adonais.- Thou young ])aw’n. 

Turn all thy dew to splemloiir, for from thee 
The S])irit tlu)\i lamentest is not gone ; 

Ye caverns an<l ye forests, cease to moan ! 

Cease ye faint llowers and fountains, and thou Air, 
Whieli like a nioining veil thy sirarf hadst thrown 
0\‘r tin* al>audone<l Kartli, now' leave it bare 
Even to tJi<‘ joyous stars whicli .smile on its tlcspair ! 

XMI. 

He is made one with Xaturc ; there is hoard 
His voice iu all her mu.'<ie, from the moau 
Of thundei', to the song of night's sweet bird; 

He is a |irt!.'<cnco to be felt and known 
In darkness and in ligbt, from bei*l) and stone, 
Spreading itself where’er tliat Pow'er may move 
Which has witlnlj-awii his being to its own; 

Which w lehl.s the world with never weai’icd love. 
Sustains it from beneath, and kindles it above. 

xr.Tii. 

He is a ])ortion f)f the lovelinos.s 

Whi(;li once he made more lively : ho doth bear 

ITLs part, Avhil(; the one Spiiut’s plastic stress 

Sweeps tJiroiigh tlie dull dou.se woi Id, compelling there 

All Jiew’ .succe.-sions to i.hc funns tlioy wear. 

Torturing tU’ unwilling tlross that cluieks iis flight 
To its own hkeno>s, ua each ma.'^s may boar; 

And biu’.sting in it.s bc;nity and its might 
From trees and beasts ami men into t he Heavens’ light. 

XMV. 

The splcndoni’s of the firmament of time 
May be eclipsed, but are extingui.sbed not; 

Dike stars to their ap])ointed lieight they climb. 

Ami death is a low nii.st which cannot blot 
Tlic brightness it may veil. When lofty thought 
Lifts a young heai't above its nioi-tal lair, 

And love ami life contend in it, for w’hat 
Shall be its earthly doom, the dead live there. 

And move like winds of light on dark and stormy air. 
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T'hc hilieritors of unfulfilled renown 

Hose from tlicir thrones, huilt beyond mortal thought, 

Far in the iinapparcnt. Chattorton 

Rose pale, his sohunn agony had not 

Yet faded from him; Sidiiej^ as he fought 

And as he fell an<l as he lived and loved, 

Sublimely mihl, a Spirit without spot, 

Arose; and Ijucan, by his death aji proved ; 

Oblivion a-s tlicy rose shr<aiik like a tiling reproved. 

XLVI. 

An<l many more, whose names on Earth are dark, 

Rut whoso trjmsmitted cfHucncc cannot die 
So long as fire outlives the parent spark, 

Rose, robed in dazzling immortality. 

“ 'i’hou art become as one of us,” they ciy ; 

Tt was for thee yon kingless sjdiero has long 
Swung blind in niiascondcd majestj^. 

Silent alone amid a Heaven of song. 

.bssnme thy winged throne, thou A’^esj^er of our tlirong !” 

XLVII. 

Who mourns for Arlunnis' <»h eome fortli, 

Fvmd wrol<‘h ! and know thyself and him aright. 

Clas[» with thy panting soul the peinlnlous Earth ; 

As from a e(uitrt*, da»t thy .spirits ligl.t 
Roj’ond all \'()rld.s, until it.s .•'paeious might 
Satiafe llie void eircumtiTejiec : then shrink 
Even to a [mint within our <lay and night ; 

And keep thy heart light, lest it make thco .sink 
AVlicii hope has kindled hope, and lured thee to the Itriek. 

XT.VIII. 

Or go to Romo, which is the sopTilchre, 

Oh, not of him, but of our joy : 'ti.s nought 
That ages, emjiiiv.s, and religions, there 
Lie buried in the r.avage they have wrought ; 

F<»r sue.h .IS ho eau lend, — they \>orvow not 
Oloiy froii' those Avho made the worhl their proy ; 

And he is gathered to the kings of thought 
Wlio wageil contention with their times’ decay, 

And of the [last arc all that cannot p:uss away. 

XI.TX. 

Clo thou to Romo, — at once the Paradise, 

7710 grave, the city, and the wihlcrness ; 

And where its wrecks like .shattered m(nmtain.s rise, 
And flowering weod.s, and fragrant cop.scs tires, s 
Tlio b ones of Desolation’s nakeiliioss 
Pass, till tie Spirit of the spot shall lead 
Thy bx^tsteps to a slo[>e of green access, 

Where, lik(‘- an infant’s smile, over the <lead 
-V light of laughing iVowcra along the grass is spread, 

P P 



578 


ADONAIS. 


And grey walls moulder round, on whlcli dull Time 
Feeds, like slow fire upon a lioary brand ; 

And one keen ]iyramid with wedge sublime. 
Pavilioning the *duat of him who planned 
'J^his refuge for bis iiieinoiy, doth stand 
Like flame transformed to marble ; and beneath 
A field is spread, on which a newer baud 
Have pitched in Heaven’s smile their camp of death, 
Welcoming him we lose with scarce extinguished breath. 

LT. 

Here jiause : these graves are all too young as yet 
To have outgrown the sorrow which consigned 
Its charge to each ; and if the seal is set, 

Hero, on one fountain of a mourning mind, 

Preak it not thou ! too surely shalt thou find 
I’liine own well full, if thou rotuniest liomo, 

Of tears and gall. From the vv<n-]d’s bitter wind 
Seek shcltfU' in tbo slnulow of the toinl). 

Vi’liat Adoiiais is, why fear we to become ? 

Ml. 

7’lic One remain'^, the many cbnnge and pass; 
Heaven’s light for ever sliines, R.rlh's shadows lly, 
T.ift', like a <lnmc t)f many-cohniied glass, » 

Stains tlio white riidiaiiee of l^teriiiiy, 

I’hitil JJcatli tramples it to fragments. — Hio, 

If Ihoii woiihlht 1)0 with that wliich thou <lost sec^k! 
FolhiW where all is fled '---Home’s azure sky, 

Flowers, ruins, statues, miiJ'ic, words are weak 
The glory transfuse with fitting truth to speak. 

LlII. 

^^’lly linger, why turn back, wliy sbrink, my Heart ? 
Thy h(jpes arc gone before : from all tilings licrc 
They have de]*arLed ; tbou shouldst now depart 1 
A light is past from the revolving year, 

And man, .and wtmian; and wliat still is dial* 

Attracts to crii^li, rejiels to make thee witlier. 

The sob sky smiles, — the low wind whispers near : 

’Tis Adonais calhs ! oh, liastcn thiLher, 

' o more let Life divide what Death can join together. 

I.I V. 

That light whose smile kindles the Universe, 

That Peaiity in which all things w'ork and move, 

That Peuedietion w hich the eclipsing Curse 
Of birth cun (|nench not, that sustaining Love 
Which throiigli the w eb of being blindly w’ovo 
Py man and betas t and earth anvl air and sea, 

Burns bright or dim, as each are mirrors of 
The fire for wliieli all thirst, now beams on me. 
Consuming the last clouds of cold mortality. 
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LV. 

The breath whose might 1 liavc invoked in song 
Descends on mo ; my spirit’s bark is driven 
Far from the shore, far from the trembling llirong 
Whose sails were never to the touipcst given ; 

The massy earth and sphered skies are riven ! 

I am borne darkly, fearfully afar ; 

Whilst burning tlirough the inmost veil of Heaven, 
The soul of Adonais, like a star, 

Jjcacons from the abode where the Eternal are. 


Madoxna, wherefore hast thou sent to me 
Sweet-basil and mignonette? 

Embleming love and health, Avliich never yet 
111 the same wreath might bo. 

Alas, and tlicy are wet ! 

Is it with thy kisses or thy tears? 

For never rain or dew 
Suck fragrance drew 

From plant iw tiower -the veiy doubt endears 
j\ly Mdnoss o\or now. 

The sigJis I breathe, tlie tears I shed for thee. 


FJIOM TIIM A1JAI5TC, 

AX IMITWHiN. 

My faint spirit was sitting in the light 
Of th y looks, my love ; 

It ]iaiiu;d for iliee like the liiud at noon 
h\>r the brooks, my love. 

'J’liy barb, wlu'so hoofs outspeod the tempest’s liiglit. 
Bore tlioe far from me ; 

My heart, for my weak leet were weary soon. 

Did Companion thee. 

Ah ! fleeter far than fleetest storm or steed. 

Or the death they boar, 

The heart whieli tcinler thought clothes like a dove 
Mbth the wings of care; 

In the ba' tic, in the darkness, in tbc need, 

Shall mine cling to thee, 

is or claim one smile for all the comfort, love, 

It ma} bring to thee. 


r 1* k: 
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TIME. 

UNPATHOMAnrE Sea ! whose waves are years, 
Ocean of Time, wliose waters of deep woo 
Are brackish with the salt of Iminan tears ! 

Thou shoreless flood, which in thy ebb and flow 
Claspest the limits of mortality ! 

And sick of pi’ey, yp.t howlinf]j on for more, 
Vomitest thy wrecks on its inhospitable shore; 
Treacherous in calm, and terrible in storm. 

Who shall ])ut forth on thee, 

Unfathomable Sea? 


TO NIGHT. 

Swiftly walk over the wostorii wave, 

Spirit of Night ! 

Out of the misty eastern cave, 

Where all tl»e long ami lone daylight, , 

Thou wovest dreams of joy and fear, 

Which make thee terrible and dear, — 

Swift be tliy flight ! 

Wrap thy form in a mantle grey, 
Star-inwrouglit ! 

Blind with tliine hair the eyes of da 3 % 

Kiss her until she be wearictl out, 

Then wamler o'er city, and sen, and land, 
Touching all with thine opiate wand — 

Come, long-sought I 

AVhon 1 aro'^c ami saw the dawn, 

I sighetl for thee ; 

When light ro«le high, ami the dew was gone, 
And noon lay heavy on flower and tree, 

And the w’cary Day turm*d to his rest, 
Lingering like an uidoved guest, 

I siglied for thee. 

Thy brother Di^ath came, and cried, 

W'ouldst thou me 1 

Thy sweet child Sloop, the filrny-cyod, 
Murmurod like a noon tide bee. 

Shall T nestle near thy side? 

Wouldst thou me? — And I replied, 

No, not thcc ! 
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Death will come wlieu thou art dead, 
Soon, too soon — 

Sleep will come when thou art fled ; 
Of neither would I sisk tlie boon 
I .ask of thee, beloved >Jij^ht — 

Swift bo thine approaching iliglit, 
Come soon, soon ! 


A FUACMENT. 

As a violet’s gentle eye 
Gazes on the azure sky, 

Until its hue gi’ows like what it beholds ; 
As a grey and empty mist 
Lies like solid Amctliyst, 

Over the western mountain it enfolds?, 
When the sunset sleeps 
Upon its snow. 

As a strain of sweetest sound 
AVraps itself the wind around, 

Until tlie Voiceless wind ho music too; 
As aught (lark, vain and dull, 
Laskiiig in what is beautiful, 

Is full of light and love. 


IJNES. 

Far, far away, 0 yo 
Halcyons of Mmiory! 

Seek some far calmer nest 
Thau this abandoned bri*ast ; — 

No news of your false .spring 
To iiiy heart’s winter biiiig ; 

Once bavlug gone, in vain 
Ye come again. 

Vultures, who build your bowers 
High ill the Future’s towers 1 
AVitlicrod lio])es on ho})os are spread ; 
1 ^ying joys, ebokeil by the dead, 
Will serve your beaks for prey 
Many a day. 
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THE FUGITIVES. 


The waters are fliisliing, 

The white bail is dashing, 

The lightnings are glancing. 
The hoar-spray is dancing — 
Away ! 

The whirlwind is rolling, 

Tlie thunder is tolling, 

The forest Is swiiiginjr. 

The minster bells ringing — 
Como away ! 

The Earth is like Ocean, 
Wreck-strowii and in motion : 
Bird, boast, man, and worm, 
Have croi)t out of the storm -- 
Como away ! 


ir. 

Onr boat has one sail, 

And tiic heinjsinan is i\alc; — 

A bold pilot I trow, 

Who should follow us now,” — 
SliowtcOL He — 

And she cried : ** PI 3' the oar ; 

Put olf gaily from shore ! ” — 

As slie spoke, bolts of death 
Mixed with hail, S2)ccked their i^ath 
O’er the sea. 

And from isle, tower, and rock, 

Tlio blue beacon-cloud broke. 
Though dumb in the blast, 

The r<;d cannon flashed fast 
From the lee. 

III. 

“And fcar’st thou, and foarst tliou? 
And sce’st tliou, and licarst thou? 
And drive we not free 
O'er the terrible sea, 

I and thou ? ” 
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One boat-cloak did cover 
The loved and the lover — 

Their blood beats one measure, 
They murmur proud pleasure 
Soft and low ; — 

While around tlic lashed Ocean, 
Like mountains in motion. 

Is withdrawn and uplifted, 

Sunk, shattered, and shifted, 

To and fro. 


IV. 

In the court of the fortress 
J?e.si<letho pale portress, 
liike a blood-hound well beaten 
Tlic bridegroom stands, eaten 
ily shame ; 

On the topmost watch-turret, 
Afi a do}itli-])oding spirit, 
Staiids the grey tyrant father, 
To his voice t)ic mad weather 
S('oms tamo ; 

And with curses «as wild 
As (;’<'r cling to eliild. 

He dc,v ot.es to the blast 
T\\e be-^t. lovcWe-'t, and last, 

Of 1 '.s name ! 


TO -- — 

Mi'stc, when soft voices die. 

Vibrates i]i the ineuiory — 

0<loiirs, when sweet violets sicken, 

Live within the sense they ipiickeii. 

Itosc leaves, Avhen tlie rose is dead, 

Are hea])cd for the beloved’s bed ; 

And so thy thouglits, when thou art gone, 
Love itself shall slumber on. 
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MiNTi; oyca were dim with tears unshed ; 

Yes, I was firm — tlius wert not thou ; — 
My l)afHe<l looks did fear yet dread 
To meet thy looks — I could not know 
ITow anxiously they sought to shine 
With soothing pity upon mine. 

To sit and curb tlie soul’s mute rage 
Wliich ])roys upon itself alone ; 

To curse the life whiidi is the cage 
Of fettered grief that dares not groan, 
Hiding from many a careless eye 
The scorned load of agony. 

Whilst thou alone, tlien not regarded, 

The [ ] thou alone should be, 

To spend years thus, ami be rewarded, 

Ah thou, sweet love, rc<iuitcd jue 
When none wore near— Ok ! 1 tlidwake 
From torture for that inoiueiit’s sake. 

Upon my heart thy accents sweet 
Of peace and i>ity fell like dew 
On flowers half dead; — Uiy lips did moot 
Mine tremblingly ; thy dark eyes threw 
Their soft persuasion on my brain, 
Charming away its dream of pain. 


Wc are not happy, .sweet ! our slate 
Is strange and full of doubt and fear ; 
More need of words that ills ab.'ite - 
lie-icrve or ccnsiu'e come not near 
Our s;iered friendship, lest tliere be 
No solace left for thou and mo. 

Gentle and good and mild thou art, 
Nor can J live if thon appear 
Aught but thyself, »)r turn thine heart 
A way fi-om me, or stoop to wear 
The mask of seoni, although it bo 
To hide the love thou feebst for me. 
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Raiikly, rarely, comcst tliou, 

Spirit of Delight ! 

WQicreforo hast thou left me now 
Many a day and night! 

Many a weary night and day 
’Tis since thou art ilod away. 

flow shall ever one like me 
Win lh(H5 hark again ? 

With tlie joyous and the free 
Thou wilt scoff at pain. 

Spirit false ! tliou hast forgot 
Ail but those who need thee not. 

As a lizard with the shade 
Of a trembling loaf, 

Thou with sorrow art dismayed ; 

Even the sighs of grief 
llcproavdi thee, that thou art not near, 
Ajid reproach tliou wilt not hear. 

Let me set my mournful dilty^ 

To a nicJTy measure; — 

Thou wilt never come for pity, 

^I’hou wilt come for ])Icasuro ; — • 

Pity thru will cut away^ 

Those cruel wings, and tliou wilt stay. 

1 love all that thou lovest. 

Spirit of Delight I 

The fresh Earth in new leaves drest. 
And the starry niglit ; 

Autumn evening, and the morn 
When the golden mists are born. 

I love snow, and all the forms 
Of the radiant forest; 

I love waves, and wimls, and stornii?, 
Lvery thing almost 
Which is Nature’s, and may be 
Dn tainted by man’s misery. 
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I love tranquil solitude, 

And such society 
As is qniefc, wise, and good ; 

Between thee and me 
What difference ? but thou dost possess 
The things 1 seek, not love them less. 

I love Love — though he has wrings, 

And like light can Qee, 

But, ai)Ove all other things, 

Spirit, I love thee — 

Thou .art love and life ! O come, 

Make ouce more my heart thy homo. 


KVENIX(J. 

rON'TK A MARF, 

Thk sun is sot ; the swallows arc asleep ; 

The bats are flitting fast in the grey air ; 

The slow soft toa<ls out of dani]^ corners (Tcbp ; 

And evening’s breath, wandering hero and there 
Over the (piivoring surface of the stream, 

Wakes not one i‘i[q)lc from its summer dream. 

There is no dew on the dry grass to-night, 

Nor damp within the shadow of the trees ; 

The wind is intermitting, dry, .and light ; 

And in the inconstant motion of the l>reozo 
The dust and straws are <lriveii \ip and down. 

And whirled about the pavement of tlio town. 

Within ilie surface of tho floctiug river 
'J’lie wrinkled image of the city lay. 

Immovably uD(iiiiet, .and for ever 

It trembles, but it never fades away ; 

Go to tlio [ ] 

You, being changed, wall find it then as now% 


Tho chasm in which the sun h.as sunk, is shut 
By d.arkest barriers of oiioianous cloud. 

Like mountain over mountain huddled -but 
Growing and moving upwards in a crowd. 
And over it a s2)aco of watery blue, 

Which the keen evening star is shining through. 
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WRITTKN ON IirABINO THE NEWS OK Tin: DEATH OK NA POT, EON. 

What ! alive aud so bold, 0 Earth? 

Art thou not over-bold? 

What ! leapcst thou forth as of old 
III the light of thy morning mirth, 

The last of the flock of the starry fold? 

ITa ! leapest thou forth as of old ? 

Arc not the limbs still when the ghost is fled, 

And caiist thou more, Napoleon being dead ? 

How ! is not thy quick heart cold ? 

AVhat spark is alive on thy hearth ? 

How! is not his dcath-knell knollod? 

And livest ihoii still. Mother Earth? 

Thou wort warming thy fingers old 
O’er the embers covered and cold 
Of that most fiery .‘Spirit, wlien it fled — 

What, Mother, do you laugh now lie is dead? 

“Who has known mo of old,*’ replied Earth, 

“ Or who has my story told? 

It is thou who art over bold.” 

And the lightning of scorn laughed forth 
As she sung, “ fl’o my bosom I fold 
All my sons when their knell is knolled. 

And so with living motion all are fed, 

And the (piick spring like weeds out of the dead. 

“Still alive and still bold,” shouted Earth, 

“ I grow holder, and still more bold. 

The dead fill me ten thousand fold 

Fuller of speed, and splendour, aud mirth ; 

I was cloudy, and sullen, and cold. 

Like a frozen chaos nprolled, 

Till by the spirit of the mighty dead 

IVIy heart grow w'arni. I feed on whom T fed. 

“ Ay, alive and still bold,” muttered Earth, 

“ Napoleon’s fierce spirit rolled, 

In terror, and blood, ami gold, 

A torrent of ruin to death from his birth. 

Leave tlu* millions who fellow to mould 
Tiio metal before it be cold. 

And weave into bis shame, which like the dead 
Shrouds me, the hopes that from his glory fled.” 



588 


SONNET, 


MUTABILITY. 

Tiik flower that smiles to-day 
fl\)-moi*rt>\v dies ; 

All that we wish to stay, 

Tempts and then flies ; 
Wliat is this world's delight 'I 
Tjlghtning that mocks the night, 
Brief even as bright. 

Virtue, how frail it is ! 

Friendship too rare ! 

Love, how it sells po<»r bliss 
For proud despair ! 

But we, though soon they fall. 
Survive their joy and all 
AVhich ours we call. 

Whilst skies arc blue and bright, 
Whilst flowers are gay, 
Whilst eyes that change ore night 
Make glad the day ; 

Whilst yet the calm hours creep, 
Dream tliou — and from thy sleep 
fl’Jien wake to weep. 


SONNFT. 

POLITICAL OKKATNLSS. 

Nor happiness, nor inajo.sty, nor fame. 

Nor peace, nor strength, nor skill in arms or arts, 
Shepherd those herds whom tyranny niakt^s lame 
Verse echoes not one boating of their hearts : 
History is hut the shadow of their shame ; 

Art veils her glass, or from the pageant starts 
As L) oblivion tlioir blind millions fleet. 

Staining that Heaven with obscene imagery 
Of their own likeness. What are numbers, knit 
By force or custom I Man who man would be. 
Must rule the empire of himself ! in it 
Must be su])i’euic, establishing his throne 
On vancpiishcd will, (piclliiig the anarchy 
Of hopes and fears, being himself alone. 



589 


GINKVJRA.* 

'Wild, pale, and won dor-stricken, even as one 
Wlio staggers fortli into tlie air and sun 
From the <lai'k clniinbcr of a inortal fever, 
Bewildered, and incapalde, and ever 
Fancying strange eominents in her dizzy brain 
Of usual sha])es, till the fanhliar train 
Of objects and of persons passed like things 
StriUigo as a divanjcr’s mad imaginings, 

Ginevra fn)m tlie nuptial altar wimt ; 

The vows to wliicli her lips ha<l sworn assent 
Hung in lier brain still with a jarring din, 

Deafening the lost intelligence within. 

And so she moved under the bridal veil, 

Which made tin' paleness of her ebeek more pale, 
And dee]»e7ied tin; faint crimson other month, 

And darkened licr dark locks, as moonligiifc doth,-- 
And of the gold and jewels glittcriiig there 
She scarce felt conscious, but the weary glare 
IjUV Iik('. a clinos of unwelcome light, 

Vexing tlie sense with gorgeous innleliglit. 

A moonbeam in tlic shallow of a cloud 
Was less lie.ivi'iiiy fair — her face was bowed, 

And as sin* passcil, the diamonds in her hai)’ 

Were mirroi cd in the polished marbh; stair 
AVhieh led In'in tin; eathe<lral to the street; 

And even as she went her light fair feet 
Fii’iiscd thesr; iiu \ges. 

Tlic bride-maidens who round her thronging came 
Some with a sense of self-rebuke and shame, 
Envying the unenviable; and others 
Making the joy which should have boon another’s 
Tlicir own by gentle sympatliy ; and some 
Sighing to til ink t;f an nn happy home ; 

Sumo few admiring what can ever lure 
Maidens to leave the heaven serene and pure 
Of parents' smiles for life’s great cheat ; a thing 
Bitter to taste, sweet in imagining. 

But tinware all dispersed — and lo ! she stands 
Looking in idle grief on her white hands. 


Tfiis fni; incnt i.s part of a poem Asliieli Slielloy intended to write, 
fiiundcd on a story to he found in the first volume of a hook entitled 
“ I. Osservatore Fiorentino ” 
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Alono within the gai’dcn now her own ; 

And through the sunny air with jangling tone, 

The music of the merry uuu’riage-bclls. 

Killing the azure silence, sinks and swells ; — 
Ahsorhetl like one within a dream w'ho dreams 
That he is dreaming, until sliiinber seems 
A mockery of itscU^ — when suddenly 
Antonio stood before her, ijalc as she. 

With agony, with sorrow, and with pride, 

He lifted his wan eyes upon the bride. 

And said — Is this thy faith ? ” and then as one 
AVliose slee])ing face is stricken by the sun 
With light like a harsh voice, wliich bids him rise 
And look upon his day of life with ej’es 
Which weep in vain that they can dream no more, 
(lino vi a saw h<M* lover, and forbore 
To shriek or faint, and checked the stifling blood 
Jtiishing upon her heart, and unsubdued 
Said “ Friend, if earthly violence or ill, 

Suspicion, doubt, t»r tlie tyrannic will 
Of luirojits, chanoe, or custom, time, or change, 

Or cii'ouiiirtance, or terror, or revenge, 

Or wildejTd looks, or wonls, or evil spooeh, 

Witli all flieir stings an<l venom, c.ui imiieaeh 
Our love, -we love not ; - if llio grave, wliieh Iiido-. 
'’J'ho victim from the tyrant, and divides 
The cheek that wliilciis from the eyes that dart 
Tnilierioiis impdsitioii to the heart 
That is another’s, could dissever ours, 

Wc love not.'’ - -‘• What ! do nob tlic silent hours 

lleckon thocto Ohorardi’s bridal bed t 

Is not that ring” --a i>leilgc, he would have said 

Of broken vows, luif. she witli |iatieut look 

The g<)hlen circltj from her linger look 

And saiil- — “'Accept this token of my faith, 

The idcdgo of vows to be ab.-'olvod by death ; 

And 1 am dead or shall be soon iiiy knell 
AV'ill mix its music with that merry bell; 

Jloes it not smuul as if they sweetly said, 

^ We toll a <'orp-e out of the lu.irriago bed F 
The llower-s up«>ii my bi id d <'hamber ."trewii 
Will servo uidiuled for niy bier -so soon 
That even the <lyiiig \iidct will not die 
Ilcfore Oijicvra.’ ” Tin; sti-ong fantasy 
Had made her accents wi-akcr and more weak, 

And quenched the crimson life njion her check, 

And glazed her eyes, and spread an at inosplicrc 
Hound her, which chilletl tlie Inirning noon witlifcai, 
Making her but an image of the thought, 

Which, like a proxdict or a shadow, brought 
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'N’cws of the terrors of the coming time. 

Lik(i an aecnscr brandctl with the crime 
He would liavo cast on a beloved friend, 

AVhose dying eyes rciu'oach not to the end 
The i>ale betrayer — he tlien with vain repentance 
AVould share, he cannot iu)W avert, the sentence — 
Antonio stood and would have s^jokoii, when 
The compound voice of women and of men 
Was heai-d a])i>roaching ; he retired, while she 
Was led amid the admiring company 
Ilaok to the [)alace, — an<l Ium* maidens soon 
Changed lu;r attire for the aftenmon. 

And left her at lun- own ivqucst to keep 
An hour of quiet and rest : like one asleep 
Witli open eyes and foldt'd haiul'; slie lay, 

3\ile in the light of the declining day. 

Meanwhile the day sinks fast, the sun is set, 

And in llie liglited hall tli(‘ gno^'ts are met; 

Tlui beautiriil louk(\l luvelior in tJio liglit 
Of love, and admiration, and dtiliglit, 

Ueflocted from a thousand hcans and eyes 
Ivindling a momentary l*aru<li<('. 

This (M’nwd Is safer than tin; ."ikMit wood, 

Wlierolo\c*s o\Mi donhts distnrli the soJitude, 

On frozen lu arts the llcry rain of wiiie 
l^'^alls. lid the dew of mu>ic more divine 
Tempers tlie dee[i emotinns of I lie time 
To spirits cradled in a .sunny clime: — 

How many iiict‘1, wlio never yet have met, 

To part i(j() ■ oen, hiit never to foi’get ? 

How' iiiiiMVsav the beauty, p«^wer, and wit 
Of h)oks ami w ord.s which ne’er ciielianted yet ! 

Hut life’s familiar \'ei] was in>w wit hdrawn, 

As the world leaps before an oarthqnake’s dawn, 

And improjdietic of the coming hours, 

'J'lie matin winds from tlu‘ i*:ij»anded flowers 
Scatter ilnn’r lioarded incen.se, and awaken 
Tljo earth, until tin* dewy' slt.*ej> is shaken 
From every living heart whieh it ]»osses.ses. 

Through seas ami winds, catiesand wildcrnesse.s, 

As if the future and the pa.^t were all 
Treasured i’tlie iu'.tant so ( Iherardi’s hall 
Laughed in the mirth of its lonl’s festival. 

Till sonic one asked -“Where is tlie llride?” And then 
A bride’s niaid went, and en* she came again 
A silence fell upon the guests a pause 
Of expectation, as wlum bcauiy awes 
All hearts with its approach, though nnbcheld; 

Then wonder, and then fear that w onder quelled ; — 
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For whispers passed from mouth to oar wliich drew 
Tlic colour from the hearer’s cheeks, and flew 
Louder and swifter round the company; 

And then Gliorardi entered with an eye 
Of ostentatious trouble, and a crowd 
Surrounded him, and some were weeping loud. 

Tlie3’ found Ginevra dead ! if it bo death, 

To lie without motion, or pulse, or breath, 

With waxen cheeks, and limbs cold, still’, and white. 
And oi>en e^’es, whose fixed ami glass\* light 
]\rocked at the s})eenlatioii they liad owned. 

If it be death, when there is felt around 
A smell of c’aj', a i)alo and icy glare, 

And silence, and a sense that lifts the hair 
From the sealp to the .ankles, as it wei-o 
Corruption from the siiirit passing forth. 

And giving all it shmurled to the earth, 

And leaving as swift lightning in its flight 
Ashes, and smoke, ami da.rkness : in our niglit 
Of thought we kn< »w tluis miieh of <leat]i, — no more 
Than the unborn dream of <>ur life before 
Their harks arc wn'ckod on its iidiospitablo shore. 
Tlie marriage feast ami its solemuit}'^ 

Was turned to funeral pomp the compan3% 

With Iieavj' hearts ami looks, broke up ; nor they 
Who loved tlie dead went weeping on their way 
Alone, but sorrow mixta! with sad surprise 
lioosenod tlie sju ings of in all eyes, 

On which that form, whose fate they weep in vain, 
Will never, thought thej', kindle smiles again. 

The lamps whieli, half extinguished in tluur h.aste. 
Gleamed few* and faint o’er the abaiidtjuetl feast. 
Showed as it were within tlievaidljid room 
A cloud of sorrow hanging, as if gloom 
ITad passe<l out of men’s minds into tin*, air. 

Some few 3'et stood ai oiind Glu'rai’di tliero, 

FHoikIs and ndatioiis of the <lead, — and he, 

A loveless man, accepted tor^jidly 
The consolation tliat ho wanted not. 

Awe in the place of grief within him wrought. 
Their whisjxji’s ina<l<^ the solemn silence seem 
More still — some wept, [ J 

Some melted into tears without a sob, 

And some with hearts that might bo heard to throb 
Jjoaiit on the table, and at intervals 
Sliuddtired to Iiear ilirougli the deserted halls 
And corridors the tlirilliiig shrieks which camo 
Upon tlie breeze of night, that shook the flame 
Of every torch and taper as it swt)i>t 
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From out the chamber where the women kept ; — 
Their tears fell on the dear companion cold 
Of pleasures now departed ; then wiis kiiulled 
The bell of death, and soon the priests arrived, 
And finding death their penitent had shrived, 
Returned like ravens from a corpse whereon 
A vulture has j list feasted to the hone. 

And then the mourning women came. — 

♦ ♦ * * * 


THE DIRGE. 

Olu winter was gone 

In his weakness back to the mountains hoar. 

And the spi'ing came down 
From the jilanet that hovers upon the shore 
AVliere tlio sea of sunlight eucroaches 
On the limits of wintry night ; 

If the land, and the air, and the sea. 

Rejoice not when s]n'ing approaches, 

We did not rejoice in thee, 

Giuovra ! 

She is still, she is cold 

i )ii the bridal coucli, 

One scop to the white death-bed. 

And one to the bier. 

And one to the charnel — and one, Oh wdiere ! 

The dark arrow fled 
Ju tli‘i noon. 

Ere the sun tlirough heaven once more has rolled. 
The rats in her heart 
Will have made their nest. 

And the worms bo alive in her golden hair ; 
AV’hilc the spirit that guides the sun 
Sits throned in his Haiuiug chair. 

She shall sleep. 

* * * ♦ ♦ 


TO-MORROW. 

Where art thou, beloved To-morrow ? 

When young and old, and strong and weak, 
Rich .-md poor, through joy aud soitow. 

Thy sweet smiles we ever seek, — 

In thy place — ah ! well-Orday ! 

We find the thing we fled — To-day. 

g 12 
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THE BOAT, 

ON THE SKRCIIIO. 

Our boat is asleep on Sorcbio’s stream, 

Its sails are folded like tlioiights in a dream, 

The helm sways idly, hither and thither ; 
Dominic, the hoat-man, has brought the mast, 
And the oars, and the sails; but His sleeping fast, 
Like a beast, unconscious of its tether. 

The stars burnt out in the pale blue air. 

And the thin wliito moon lay withering there, 

To tow'er, and cavern, and rift, and tree. 

The owl and the bat fled drowsily. 

Day had kindled the dewy woods 

And the rocks above and the stream below. 

And the vaponi*8 in their multitudes, 

And the Apennines’ shroud of summer snow, 

And clothed with light of aery gold 
The mists in their eastern aives uprolled. 

Day had awakened all things that be, 

The lark and the thrush and the swallow free ; 
And the milkmaid’s song and the mower’s scythe, 
And the matin-bell and the mountain bee : 
Fire-flies were quenched on the dewy corn. 
Glow-worms went out on the rivers brim, 

Like lamps which a student forgets to trim : 

The beetle forgot to wind his horn. 

The crickets were still in the meadow and hill : 
Like a flock of rooks at a farmer’s gun. 

Night’s flrcaras aiifl terrors, every one, 

Fled from the brains which are their prey, 

From the lamp’s dc.atli to the morning ray. 

All rose to do the task He set to each, 

Who shaped us to his ends and not onr own ; 

The million rose to learn, and one to teach 
What none yet ever knew or can be known. 

And many roso 

Whose woo was such that fear became desire ; — 
Melchior and Lionel were not among those ; 

They from the throng of men had steppefl aside, 
And made. their home under the green hill aide. 

It was that hill, whoso intervening brow 
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Screens Lucca from the Pisan’s envious eye, 
Which the circumfluous plain waving below. 
Like a wide lake of green fertility. 

With streams and fields and marshes bare. 
Divides from the far Apennines — which lie 
Islanded in the immeasurable air. 

What think you, as she lies in her green covo. 
Our little sleeping boat is dreaming of? 

If morning dreams are true, why I should guess 
That she was dreaming of our idleness, 

And of the miles of watery way 

We should have led her by this time of day.” — 

" Never mind,” said Lionel, 

'^Oive care to the winds, they can bear it well 
About yon poplar tops ; and see ! 

The white cloutls are driving merrily. 

And the stars we miss this morn will light 
More willingly our return to-night. — 

List, my dear fellow, the breeze blows fair; 

How it scatters Doniinic’s long black hair ! 
Singing of us, and our lazy motions, 

If I can guess a boat’s emotions.”- -- 

The chain is loosed, the sails are spread. 

The Ining breath is fresh behind. 

As, with dews and sunrise fed, 

C^^omos the laughing morning wind ; — 

The sails ai’e full, the boat makes head 
Against the .Seichio’s torrent fierce, 

Then flags with intermitting coui'se. 

And hiuigs upon the wave. 

Which fervid frenn its mountain source 
Shallow, 8nir)otli, and strong, doth come, — 

Swift as fire, tempestuously 
It sweeps into the affrighted sea; 

In morning’s smile its eddies coil. 

Its billows s^iavkle, toss, and boil, 

Torturing all its quiet light 
Into columns fierce and bright. 

The Serchio, twisting forth 
Between the marble barriers which it clove 
At Ripafratta, leads through the dread chasm 
The wave that died the death which lovers love. 
Living in what it sought ; as if this spasm 
Had not yet past, the toppling mountains cling, 
But tlie clear stream in full enthusiasm 
Pours itself on the plain, until wandering. 


qq2 
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A I^MENT. 


Down one clear path of efllueuce crystalline 
Sends its clear waves, that they may liiiig 
At Amo’s feet tribute of corn and wine : 
Then, through the ])cstileutial deserts wild 
Of tangled iiiarsli and woods of stunted hr, 
It rushes to the Ocean. 


THK AZIOLA. 

“ Do you not hear the Aziula cry 1 
Mcthiiiks she must be nigh/' 

Said Mary, as wo sate 

In dusk, ere tlie slars were lit, or candles brought ; 

And 1, who thought 
This Aziola was sonic tedious woman, 

Asked, “Wlio is Aziola?” How elate 
I felt to know that it was nothing human, 

No mockery of myself to fear and hate ! 

And Miiry saw my soul, 

And laughed and said, ‘‘ Disquiet yoiii’self not, 

'Tis nothing hut a little downy owl.” 

Sad Aziola ! many an eventide 
Thy music I had heard 

By wood and stream, meadow and mountain side. 
And fields and iiiarslies wide, — 

Such as nor voice, nor lute, uor wind, nor bird, 
The soul ever stirred ; 

Unlike and far sweeter than they all : 

Sad Aziola ! from that moment 1 
Loved thee and tliy sad cry. 


A LAMENT. 

O World ! 0 life ! O time ! 

On whoso last st«?ps I climb. 

Trembling at that where I had stood before; 
When will return the glory of your prime 1 
No more-' -Oh, never more ! 

Out of tho day ami night 
A joy has taken flight : 

Fresh spring, and summer, and winter hoar. 
Move iny faint heart with gi*icf, but with delight 
No more — Oh, never more ! 
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TO . 

I. 

The Berpcnt is shut out from paradise. 

The wounded deer must seek the herd no more 
In wliich its heart-cure lies : 

The widowed dove must cetise to haunt a bower, 
Like that from which its mate with feigned sighs 
Fled in the April hour. 

I too, must seldom seek again 
Near happy friends a mitigated pain. 

II. 

or hatred I am proud, — with scorn content ; 
Indifference, that once hurt me, now is grown 
Itself indifferent. 

But, not to speak of love, pity alone 
Can break a spirit already more than bent. 

The miserable one 

Turns the mind a poison into food, — 

Its medicine is tears, — its evil good. 

nr. 

Therefore if now I see you seldoiner. 

Dear friends, dear friend/ kn<»w that I only lly 
Your looks becjiuse they stir 
Griefs that should sleep, and hopes that cannot die 
The very comfort that they minister 
I sivarce can bear ; yet I, 

So deeply is the arrow gone, 

Sliould quickly perish if it were withdrawn. 

IV. 

When r roturn to my cold home, you ask 
AYhy 1 am uot as I have ever been ? 

Yok, spoil me for the task 
Of acting a forced part on life’s dull scene, — 

Of wearing on my brow the idle mask 
()f author, great or mean, 

In the world’s Carnival. I sought 
Beace thus, and but in you I found it not. 

V. 

Full half an hour, to-day, I tried my lot 
With various flowers, and every one still said. 

She loves me, — loves me not 
And if this meant a vision long since fled — 

If it meant fortune, fame, or peace of thought — 

If it meant — but I dread 
To speak what you may know’ too well ; 

Still there was truth in the sad oracle. 


* Soo Fawt. 
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A LAMENT. 


VI. 

Tho crane o'er seas and forests seeks her home ; 

No bird so wild, but has its quiet nest. 

When it no more would roam ; 

The sleepless billows on the ocean’s breast 
Break like a bursting heart, and die in foam. 

And thus, at length, find rest ; 

Doubtless there is a place of peace 

Whore 9/iy weak heart and all its throbs will cease. 

VII. 

I asked lier, yesterday, if she believed 
That 1 had resolution. One who /lad 

Would ne’er have thus relieved 
His heart with words, — but what his judgment bade 
Would do, au<l leave the scoruer unreprieved. 

These verses arc too sful 
To send to you, but that I know, 

Ha2)py youi'self, you feel another’s woe. 


A LAMKNT. 

I 

SwiiTEft far than summer’s iligbt, 

Swifter far than youth’s deliglit. 

Swifter far than happy night, 

Art thou come and gone : 

As the earth when leaves are dead. 

As the night when sleep is sped, 

As the heart when joy is tied, 

1 am left lone, alone. 

The swallow Summer comes iigain. 

The owlet Night resumes her reign. 

But the wild swan Youth is fain 

To fly with thee, false as thou. 
My heart each day desires the moiTow, 

Sloop itself is turned to sorrow. 

Vainly would my winter borrow 

Sunny leaves from any bough. 

Lilies for a bridal bed, 

Roses for a matron’s head, 

Violets for a maiden dead, 

I’ansies let my flowers be : 

On the living grave I bear. 

Scatter thoni without a tear, 

Let no friend, however dear, 

Waste one hope, one fear for mo. 



TO 
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LINES TO AN INDIAN AIR. 

I AiiiSB from dreams of thee 
In the first sweet sleep of night, 
When the winds arc breathing low, 
And the stars are sliming bright. 

I arise from dreams of thee. 

And a spirit in iny feet 
Has led rue — who knows how ? 

To thy chamber window, sweet ! 

The wandering airs they faint 
On the dark, the silent stream — 
The chain pak Odom’s fail 
Like sweet thoughts in a dream ; 
The nightingale’s complaint, 

It dies upon her heart. 

As I must die on thine, 

O beloved as thou art ! 

0 lift me from the gi’ass ! 

1 die, I faint, I fail ! 

Lot thy love in kisses rain 
On my lips and eyelids pale. 

My cheek is cold and white, alas ! 
My heart beats loud and fast, 

Oh ! press it close to thine agiiin, 
Where it will break at hist. 


TO 

One word is too often profaned 
For me to profane it. 

One feeling too falsely disdained 
For thee to disdain it. 

One hope is too like despair 
For prudence to smother, 

And Fity from thee more dear 
Than that from another. 

I can give not what men call love, 
But wilt thou accept not 
The worship the heart lifts above 
And the Heavens reject not : 

The desire of the moth for the star, 
Of the night for the morniw. 

The devotion to something afar 
l^Vom the sphere of our sorrow 1 
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TO 


MUSIC. 

I PANT for the music which is divine, 

My heart in its thirst is a dying flower ; 

Pour forth the sound like enchanted wine. 

Loosen the notes in a silver shower ; 

Like a licrbless plain for the gentle rain, 

T gasp, I faint, till they wake again. 

Let me drink of the spirit of that sweet sound, 
More, O more ! I am thirsting yet. 

It loosens the serpent which care has bound 
Upon my heart, to stifle it ; 

The dissolving strain, through every vein, 

Passes into my heart and brain. 

As the scent of a violet withered up, 

Which grew by the brink of a silver lake. 

When the hot nenm luia drained its dewy eu]>. 

And mist there was none its thirst to slake — 
And the violet lay dead while the odour flew 
On the wings of the wind o’er the watera blue — 

As one wlio drinks from a charmed cup ^ 

Of foaming, and sparkling, and inurinuring wine, 
Whom, a mighty Enchantress filling up. 

Invites to Jove with her kiss divine. 

« « * * * 

* * -R 


TO . 

When passion’s trance is overpast. 

If tenderness and truth couhl last 
Or live, wliilst all wild feelings keep 
Some mortal slumber, dark and deep, 

I should not weep, 1 should not weep ! 

It were enough to feel, to see 
Thy soft eyes gazing tenderly. 

And dream the rest — and burn and be 
The secret food of fires unseen, 

Couldst thou but be as thou hast been. 

After the slumber of the year 
The woodland violets re-a]>pear ; 

All things revive in field or grove. 

And sky and sea ; but two, which move, 
And for all others, life and love. 



A FRAGMENT. 
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A BRIDAL SONO. 

The golden gates of sleep unbcir 

Where strength aiul beauty, met together, 
Kindle their imago like a star 
In a sea of glassy weather ! 

Night, with all thy stars look down, — 
Darkness, weep thy holiest dew, — 

Never smiled the inconstant moon 
Oil a pair so true. 

Let eyes not see their own delight ; — 

Haste, swift Hour, and thy flight 
Oft renew. 

Fairies, sprites, and angels, keep her ! 

Holy powers, permit no wrong ! 

And return to wake the sleeper, 

Dawn, ere it be long. 

O joy ! O fear ! what will be done 
In the absence of the sun ! 

Come along ! 


A FRAGMENT. 

They were tw«-» cousins, almost like two twins, 

Except that ii’«;m the catalogue of sin:- 

Nature had razed their love — which could not be 

But by dissevering their nativity. 

And so they grew together, like two flowers 
Upon one stem, which the same beams and showers 
Lull or awaken in their purple prime. 

Which the same hand will gather — the same clime 
Shake with decay. This fair day smiles to see 
Ail those who love, — and who e’er loved like thee, 
Fiordispina 1 Scarcely C(>sinio, 

Within whoso bosom and whose brain now glow 
The ardours of a vision which obscure 
The very idol of its portraiture ; 

He faints, dissolved into a sense of love ; 

But thou art as a pl^inet splicied above. 

But thou art Love itself — ruling the motion 

Of his subjected spirit : — such emotion 

Must end in sin or sorrow, if sweet May 

Had not brought forth this morn — your wedding-day. 



602 


DIBGE FOB THE TEAB. 


GOOD-NIGHT. 

Good night ? ah ! no ; the lionr is ill 
Which severa those it should unite ; 

Let us remain together still. 

Then it will be good night. 

How can I call the lone ni^dit good. 

Though thy sweet wishes wing its flight? 

Bo it not sai(^ thought, understood, 

That it will bo good night. 

To hearts which near each other move 
From evening close to morning light, 

The night is good ; because, my love, 

They never say good-nigh t. 


DIRGE FOR THE YEAR. 

OnriTAN liours, the year is <lead, 

Come and sigh, come and weep ! 
Merry hours, smile instead, 

For the year is but asleep : 

See, it smiles as it is sleeping, 

Mocking your untimely weeping. 

As an earthcpiakc rocks a corse 
In its coflin in the clay. 

So White Winter, that rough nurse. 
Rocks the dead-cold year to-day; 
Solemn hours ! wail aloud 
For your mother in her shroud. 

As the wild air stirs and sways 
The tree-swung cradle of a child, 

So the breath of these rude days 

Rocks the year: — he calm and mild, 
Trembling hours ; she will arise 
With new love within her eyes. 

January grey is here, 

Like a sexton by her grave ; 

February boara the bier, 

March with giief doth howl and rave, 
And April weeps — hut, O yc hours 1 
Follow with May’s fairest flowers. 
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POEMS WEITTEN TX 1822. 


THE ZUCCA.* 

SUMMKR was dead and Autumn was expiring. 

And infant Winter laughed upon the land 
All cloudlessly and cold ; — when 1, desiring 
More in this world than any umlerstaiid, 

Wept o’er the beauty, wliich, like sea retiring, 
liad left the earth l)aro as the wave- worn sand 
Of my poor heart, and o’er the grass and flowci s 
Talc for the falsehood of the flattering hours. 

Summer was dead, but I yet lived to weep 
The instability of all but weeping ; 

And on the earth lulled in her winter sleep 
I woke, and eiiviotl her as she was sleeping. 

Too ha2)p> Earth I over thy face shall crotjp 
The wakening vernal airs, until thou, leaping 
From unreuiembcrcd dreams shalt [ ] see 

No death divide thy immortality. 

I loved — O no, I mean not one of yo, 

Or any earthly one, though ye are dear 
As human heart to human hetirt may be ; — 

I loved, 1 know not what — but this low sphere, 

And all that it contains, eoutaiiis nut thee, 

Thou, whom, seen nowhere, I feel eveiywhere, 

Dim object of my soul’s idolatry. 

By Heaven and Earth, from all whose shaj)es thou flowest, 
Neither to be eoutiiined, delayed, or hidden. 

Making divine the loftiest and the lowest. 

When for a moment thou art not forbidden 
To live within the life which thou bestowest. 

And leaving noblest things, vacant and chidden, 
flold as a corpse after the spirit’s flight. 

Blank as the sun after the birth of night. 


* Puiuokia. 



004 


THE ZUCCA. 


In winds, and trees, and streams, and all things common. 
In music, and tlie sweel unconscious tone 
Of animals, and voices which are human. 

Meant to exxircss some feelings of their own ; 

In the soft motions and rare smile of woman. 

In flowers and leaves, and in the fresh grass shown. 

Or dying in the autumn, I the most 
Adore thee present, or lament tliee lost. 

And thus I went lamenting, when I saw 
A plant upon the river’s margin lie, 

Like one who loved beyond his Nature’s law, 

And in despair liad cast him dcjwn to die ; 

Its leaves which had outlived the frost, the thaw 
Had blighted as a heart which hatred’s eye 
Can blast not, but which pity kills ; the dew 
Lay on its spotted leaves like tears too true. 

The Heavens had wept upon it, but the Earth 
Had crushed it on her uiimaternal breast 

I bore it to my chamber, and T planted , 

It in a vase full of the lightest mould ; 

The winter beams which out of Heaven slanted 

Fell through the window panes, disrobed of cold. 

Upon its leaves and flowers ; the star which panted 
In evening for the Hay, whose car has rolled 
Over the horizon’s wave, with looks of light 
Smiled on it from the threshold of the night. 

The mitigated influences of air 

And light revived the plant, and from it grew 
Strong leaves and tendrils, and its flowers fair. 

Full as a cup with the vine’s burning dew, 

O’erflowed with golden colours; an atiuosphore 
Of vital warmth, infolded it anew. 

And every impulse sent to every part 
The unbeheld xiulsations of its heart. 

Well might the plant grow beautiful and strong. 

Even if the sun and air had smiled not on it ; 

For one wept o’er it all the winter long 

Tears pure as Heaven’s rain, which fell upon it 
Hour after hour ; for sounds of softest song 
Mixed with the stringed melodies that won it 
To leave the gentle lips on which it slept, 

Had loosed the heart of him who sat and wept ; 



THE MAGNETIC LADY TO HER PATIENT. 

Had loosed liis heart, and shook the leaves and flowers 
On which he wept, the wliilo the savage storm 
Waked by the darkest of December’s liours 

Was raving round tlio chamber huslied and warm ; 
The birds were shivering in their leafless bowers. 

The fish were frozen in the pools, the form 
Of every summer plant was <lead [ ] 

Whilst this * • * 


THE MAGNETIC LADY TO HER PATIENT. 

“ Sleep, sleep on ! forget thy pain ; 

My hand is on thy brow. 

My spirit on tJiy brain ; 

My pity on thy heart, poor friend ; 

And from my fingci-s flow 
The powers of life, and like a sign. 

Seal thee from thine hour of woe; 

And brood on thee, but may not blend 
With thine. 

** Sleep, sleep on ! I love thee not ; 

But when I think that he 
Who made and makes my lot 

full of flowers, as thine of weeds. 

Might have been lost like thee ; 

And that a hand wliich was not mino 
Might then have chased his agony 
As I aiiotiior’s — my heart bleeds 
Foi thine. 

“Sleep, sleep, and with the slumber of 
The dead and the unborn 
Forget thy life and love ; 

Forget that thou must wake for ever ; 

Forgft the world's <lull scoi'u ; 

Forget lost health, aud the divine 

Feelings which died in youth’s brief morn ; 
And forget me, for I can never 
ile thine. 

“Like a cloud big with a May shower, 

My soul weeps healing rain 
On thee, thou withered flower ; 

It breathes mute music on thy sleep ; 

Its odour calms thy bniiii ! 

I;,s light within thy gloomy breast 
Spreads like a second youth again. 

By mine tliy being is to its deep 
Posscst. 


'605 
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LINES. 


** The spell is done. How feel you now ?” 

“ Better — (Juite well,” replied 
The sleeper, — “ What would do 
You good when suffering and awake 1 
What cure your head and side ? ” — 
"’Twould kill me what would cure my pain 
And as I must on earth abide 
Awh ile, yet tempt me not to break 
My chain.” 


LINKS. 


WiTKN the lamp is shattered, 

The light in the dust lies dead — 

When the cloud is seatttTed, 

The riiinl)ow’s glory is shed. 

When the lute is broken, 

Sweet tones are remembered not; 

When tlie lips have spoken, 

Loved accents are soon fergot. 

As music and splendour 
Survive not the lamp and the lute, 

The li cart's echoes remler 
No song when the spirit is mute ; — 

No song but sad dirges. 

Like the wind through a ruined cell. 

Or the mournful surges 
Tliat ring the dead seaman’s knell. 

When hearts have once mingled, 

Ijovc first leaves the well-built nest; 

The weak one is singled 
To endure wliat it once possost. 

0, Love ! who bewailest 
Tbc frailty of all things lierc, 

Why choose you the fniilcst 
For your cradle, your home, and your bier? 

Its passions will rock thee. 

As the HT.orms rock the ravens on high : 

Bright reason will mock thee, 

Like the sun from a wintiy sky. 

From thy nest every rafter 
Will rot, and thine eagle home 
Leave thee n.'iked to laughter, 

When leaves fall and cold winds come. 
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TO A LADY WITH A GUITAR. 

Auiel to Mirandji : — Take 
This slave of music, for the sako 
Of him, who is the slave of thee ; 

And teach it all the harmony 
In which thou caust, and only thou, 

Make the delighted spirit glow, 

Till joy denies itself again, 

And, too intense, is turned to pain. 

For permission anrl command 
Of thine own Prince Ferdinand, 

Poor Ariel sends this silent token 
Of more than ever can be spoken ; 

Your guardian spirit, Ariel, who 
From life to life must still pursue 
Your happiness, for thus alone 
Can Ariel ever find his own; 

From Prospero’s euehanted cell, 

As the inigiity verses tell, 

To the thnjiie of Naples he 
Lit you o’er the tractkless sea. 

Flitting on, 3 our prow before, 
liikc a living met()or. 

When you die, the silent Moon, 

In her iut«'rUiuar swoon. 

Is not saddiT in her cell 
Than descried Ariel ; 

When y^/u live again on earth. 

Like an unseen Star of birth, 

Ariel guides you o’er the pea 
Of life from 3'our nativity : 

Many changes have been run 

Since Ferdinand ainl you begun 

Your course of love, and Ariel still 

Has tracked your steps and served your will. 

Now in humbler, happier lot, 

This is all remcinhered not ; 

And now, alas ! the poor sprite is 
Imprisoned for some fault of his 
In a body like a grave — 

Prom you, he only dares to crave, 

For liis service and his sorrow, 

A smile to-day, a song to-morrow. 

The artist who this idol wrought, 

To echo Jill liaruiomous thought, 
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TO A LADJT WITH A GUITAR. 


Felled a tree, while on the steep 
The woods were in tlicir winter slcexi, 
Kocked in that repose divine 
On the wind-swept Apennine ; 

And dreaming, some of antumn past, 

And some of spring apx>roaching fast. 

And some of Ai)ril buds and showers. 

And some of songs in July bowel’s. 

And all of love ; and so this tree, — 

O that sncli our death may be ! — 

T)ied in sleep, and felt no pain. 

To live in happier form again : 

From which, beneath Heaven’s fairest star. 
The artist wrought this loved Guitar, 

And taught it justly to reply. 

To all wdio question skilfully. 

In language gentle as thine own ; 
Whispering in enamoured tone 
Sweet oracles of wotxls ami dells, 

And summer winds in sylvan cells; 

For it had leiirnt all harmonies 
Of the plains and of tho skies, 

Of the forests ainl the mountains. 

And the many- voiced fountains; 

The clearest echoes of tho hills, 

The softest notes of falling rills, 

Tlio melodies of birds and bees. 

The niurijiuri ng of summer seas, 

And pattering rain, and broatliing dew, 
And airs of evening; and it knew 
Tlnit soldom-heanl mysterious sound. 
Which, driven on its diurnal round 
As it lioats through boundless day, 

Our world enkiiitlles on its way — 

All this it knows, but will not tell 
To those w'ho cannot (piestioii well 
The spirit that inhabits it ; 

It talks according to the wit 
Of its comxr.mions; and no more 
Is hoard than lias been felt before. 

By those who tempt it to betray 
Tlieso secrets of an ehler day. 

But, sweetly as its answers will 
Flatter hands of perfect skill, 

It kcoiw its highest, holiest tone 
For our beloved friend alone. 
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FRAGME^^^TS OF AN UNFINISHED DRAMA. 


Ttik Ibllowinpr frairmciiU are lurt of a Drama, nmlertaken for the 
amiiscmoiit of tlio iiuUvMiials who roiniM>se<l otir intiiiiato soj-ioty, hut 
left iinfinislied. I have ]iresorve.l a sketch of tlio story as far as it liad 
been sliailowod in ttio poet's mind. 

An I^ncliantniss, living in «>ne of the islamls i>f Uio Indian .\r(dii- 
pelaj^o, saves the life of a Pirate, a man tif savaLje but noble nature, 
yiie becomes enamoured of liim ; and he. inconstant to Ins mortal love 
for a while returns her passion ; but at lon.i'th, rccallin;! the memoiy 
of her horn iie loft, ainl who laments his loss, ho esc.ipes from the 
onch.anted i.sland and re.turns to his la«ly. Ilis moile dl life makes 
him aj^aiu t<i s(‘a, and tlie Kuchantro*>s .sei/.es the oppin Luiiiiy to 
l.'1'iiijf him, by a .spirit- brewed tempc.st, back to her island. 


ScenCf before the Careni (f the hidhoi Each inf r(.ds. 

The Uitchuutress comes forth. 

ENCIfANTRK.S.S. 

Ho came like a droaiu in the dawn of life, 

Ho fled like a sliadow before its noon ; 

IIo ia ^one, and r.iy peace is turned to atrife,. 

And X wander and wane like the weary muon. 

O sweet Echo, \v;ike. 

And for my sake 

Make answer the while my heart shall break ! 

Rut iny heaio has a music which Echo’.s tips, 

Tliougli tciidor and true, yet can answer not, 

And the shadow' that moves in the soul’s eclip.se 
Can return not tlie kiss by his now forgot ; 

Sweet iip.s I he who hath 
On my ilesi)lato path 

Cast tlie darkness of absence, worse than death ! 

The TvehanfresH raahiH her spell : she is ansu'ervd Ijj « Spirit. 
Sj)irif. Within the silent centre of the earth 
My mansion is; where I have ilve<l insphered. 

From the beginning, and around my sleep 

Have woven all the wondroiLS imagery 

Of this dim spot, which mortals call the world ; 

Infinite depths of unknown elements 
Massed into one impenetrable mask ; 

Sheets of immeasurable fire, and veins 
Id gold, and stone, imd adaiiuaiitine iron. 

And as a veil in which I walk through Heaven 

il R 



CIO FRAGMENTS OF AN UNFINISHED DRAMA. 


I have wrought mountains, seas, waves, and clouds, 

Aud lastly light, wlioso iuterfiision dawns 
In the dark space of iutorstellai’ air. 

A g-ood SiJirit. wlio w;itchc.s over tlie I’iraf-o’s fnto, leads, in a 
inystcrions inamior, the lady of his love to the Kiicliantiid Isle. She 
is accom pail led by a youth, who loves her, but wlioso passLou she 
returns only witli a sisterly afleetioii. The ensuing scene takes place 
between tlieiu on their arrival at the Isle. 

INDIAN YOUTH AND LADY. 

Indian. And if my grief should still be dearer to inc 
Thau all the pleasures in the world beside. 

Why would you lighten it ] — 

Ladij. I offer only 

That which I seek, some human sympathy 
In this mysterious island. 

Indian. Oh ! iny friend, 

My sister, my heloved ! What <lo I say '\ 

My brain is <lixzy, and 1 scarce know wliethcr 
I s})cak to thee or her. 

Lady. Peace, perturbed heart ! 

I am to thee only as thou to mine, 

'riie passing wind wliich heals the brow at noon, 

And may strike cold into the breast at night, 

Vet cannot linger where it soothes the most,* 

Or long soothe could it linger. 

Indian. But you said 

You also loved 1 

Lady. Loved ! Oh, I love. Motliinks 

This world of love is fit for all the world, 

And that for gentle hearts another name 

Would speak of gentler thoughts tlian the world owns. 

I have loved. 

Indian. And thou lovest not ? If so 
Young as thou art, thou canst aflord to weep. 

Laity. Oh ! would that I could claim exemption 
From all tlio hitterness of that sweet name. 

I loved, I love, au»l when I love no more 
Let joys and grief perish, and leave despair 
To ring the knell of youth. Ho stood beside me, 

The embo<lied vision of the brightest dream. 

Which like a dawn heralds tlie day of life ; 

The shadow of his presence made my \vorld 
A paradise. All familiar things lie touched, 

All common wonls he spoke, became to mo 
Like forms and sounds of a diviner world. 

Jfe was as is the sun in his fierce youtli. 

As terrible and lovely .os a tempest; 

He came, and went, and left rao what T am. 

Alas ! Why must I think how oft we two 
Have sat together near the river springs. 



A SONG. 




Under the green pavilion which the willow 
Spreads on tho floor of the unbroken fountain, 

Strewn by the nurslings that linger there, 

Over that islet paved with flowers and moss^ 

While tho musk-rose leaves, like flakes of crimson snow. 
Showered on ua, and the dove mourned iu the 2 >ine, 

Sad jjrophetess of sorrows not her own. 

Indian. Your breatli is like soft music, your words aiv 
The echoes of a voice which on my heart 
Sleeps like a melody of early days. 

But as you said — 

Lady. Ho was so awful, yet 

So beautiful in mystery and terror. 

Calming me as the loveliness of heaven 
Soothes tho unquiet sea : — and yet not so. 

For ho seemed stormy, and would often seem 
A quenchless sun masked iu i>ortentous clouds ; 

For such his thoughts, and even his actions wore ; 

Hut he was not of tiiem, nor they of him, , 

But as they hid his splendour from the earth. 

Some said he was a man of blood and peril. 

And stec 2 )cd in bitter infamy to the lips. 

More need was t]>ere 1 should he innocent ; 

More need that T siiould bo most true and kind : 

And nnieh more need that there shoidd be found out* 

To share remorse, and scorn, and solitude, 

And aii the ills that wait on those who do 
Tho tasks of ruin in the world of life. 

He fled, and 1 have followed him. 

Indian. Such a one 

Is he who was tho winter of my peace. 

But, fairest stranger, when didst thou depart 
From the far hills, where rise the springs of India, 

How didst thou pass the intei'vening seal 
Lady, If I be sure I am not dreaiiiiug now, 

I should not doubt to say it was a dream. 


A SOKG. 

A WIDOW bird sate mourning for her love 
Upon a wintry bough ; 

The frozen wind crept on above. 

The freezing stream below. 

There was no leaf upon the forest hare, 

^ No flower upon the ground. 

And little motion in the air 

Kjsccpt the mill- wheel’s sound. 



T]iE INVITATION. 


jRest anti brightest, come away. 

Fairer far than tliis fair day. 

Which like tliec to those in sorrow, 

Conics to bid a sweet good-morrow 
To the rough year just awake 
Til its cradle on tlie brake. 

^riie briglitcat hour of unborn spring. 
Through the winter wandering, 

Found it seems ilie halcyon morn. 

To hoar February born ; 

Bending from ITeaven, in azure mirth. 

It kissed the forehead of the earth, 
y^nd smiled upon the silent sea, 

And bade the frozen streams be free ; 

And waked to music all their fountains, 
And breathed upon the frozen mountains, 
And like a prophetess of May, , 

Strewed llowers upon the barren way, 
IVraking tlie* wintry w'orld appear 
Like one on wliom thou smilest, dear. 

Away, away, from men and towns. 

To the wihl wood and the downs — 

To the silent wilderness 
AVMicro the soul need not repress 
Its inusii.*, lest it sliould not find 
All echo in another’s mind. 

While the touch of Nature’s art 
Harmonises heart to heart. 

T h'ave Uiis notice on my door 
For each accustomed visitor ; — 

“ I am gone iiit<j the fields 

To tiike what this sweet hour yields; — - 

Ilcnection, you may come to-morrow, 

Sit by the fireside of Sorrow. — 

You with the unpaid bill. Despair, 

You, tiresome verse-reciter. Care, 

I will pay you in the grave, 

Death will listen to your stave. — 
Expectation too, be off! 

To-day is for itself enough ; 

Hope in ])ity mock not woo 
With smiles, nor follow where I go ; 
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Long having lived on thy sweet food, 
At length I find one moment good 
After long pain — with all your love, 
This you never told me of.’* 

Radiant Sister of the Day, 

Awake ! arise ! and come away ! 

To the wild woods and the plains, 

To the pools where winter rains 
Image all their I'oof of leaves, 

Where the pine its garland weaves 
Of sapless green, and ivy dun. 

Round sterns that never kiss the sun, 
AVhere the lawns and pastures be 
And the sandhills of the sea. 

Where the melting hoar-frost wets 
The daisy-star that never sets, 

And wiiid-tiowers and violets, 

AVhich yet join not scent to hue, 
Crown tlic pale year >veak and new ; 
When the night is left behind 
111 the dee]) cast, dim and blind, 

And the blue noon is over us. 

And the multitudinous 
Rillows murmur at om* feet, 

♦Vdiero the earth and ocean meet, 
And all things seem only one. 

In tlic universul suii. 


THE ISLE. 

Thkiik was a little lawny islet 
l»y anemone and violet, 

Like inosjiic, paven : 

And its r»)of was ilowers and leaves 
Which the summer’s breath enweaves. 
Whore nor sun nor showers nor breeze 
Pierce the pines and tallest trees, 

Each a gem engraven, 
dirt by uiaiiy an azure wave 
With which the clouds and mouutaius pave 
A lake’s blue chasm. 
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THE RECOLLECTION. 

Now the last day of many days, 

All beautiful and bright as thou, 

The loveliest and the last, is dead, 

Rise, Memoj’y, and wnto its praise ! 

Up, do thy wonted work ! come, trace 
The epitai)li of glory lied, 

Eor now the l^arth has changed its face, 
A frown is on tlic Heaven’s brow. 

I. 

We wandered to the Pine Forest 
That skirts the Ocean's foam, 

The lightest wind >vas in its nest, 

The tempest in its homo. 

The whispering waves were half asleep. 
The clouds were gone to play, 

And on the bosom of the deep, 

The smile of Heaven lay ; , 

It seemed as if the hour were ono 
Sent from beyond the skies, 

Which scattered from above tho sun 
A light of Paradise. 


We paused amid the pines that stood 
The giants of the waste, 

Tortured by stoi-ms to shai)es as rude 
As serpents interlaced. 

And soothed by every azure breatl), 
That under lieaven is blown. 

To harmonics and lines bciieatli. 

As tender as its own ; 

Now all the tree tops lay asleep, 

Like green waves on the sea, 

As still iXfy ill the silent deep 
Tho ocean w’oods may be. 

HI. 

How calm it was ! — the silence there 
Ry such a chain was bound. 

That even the busy woodpecker 
Made stiller by her sound 
The inviolable quietness ; 

The breath of peace we drew 
With its soft motion made not less 
The calm that round us grew. 
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There seemed from the remotest seat 
Of the wide mountain waste. 

To the soft flower beneath our feet, 

A magic circle traced, 

A spirit interfused around 
A thrilling silent life, 

To momentary peace it bound 
Our moiiial nature’s strife ; — 

And still I felt the centre of 
The magic circle there. 

Was one fair form that filled with love 
The lifeless atmosphere. 


IV. 

We paused beside the pools that lie 
Under the forest bough, 

Each seemed as ’twere a little sky 
Gulfed ill a world below ; 

A firmament of i)nr])le light, 

Wliich in tlic dark earth hay. 

More boundless than the depth of night, 
And purer than the day — 

In which the lovely forests grew. 

As in the upper air, 

More perfect both in shape and hue 
Than any spreading there. 

There lay the glade and neighbouring lawn. 
And through the dark-green wood 
The white sun twinkling like the dawn 
Out of a speckled cloud. 

Sweet v’cws which in our world above 
(Jan never w'cll bo seen, 

Were imaged by the water’s love 
Of that fair forest green. 

And all was interfused beneath 
With an Elysian glow. 

An atmosphere without a breath, 

A softer day below. 

Like one beloved, the scene had lent 
To the dark water’s breast. 

Its every leaf and lineament 
With more than truth exprest. 

Until an envious wind crept by. 

Like an unwelcome thought, 

Which from the iiiiud’s too faithful eye 
Blots one dear image out. 

Though thou art ever fair and kind. 

The forests over green, 

Less oft is peace in S ’s mind, 

Thau calm in waters scon. 



616 


CHARLES THE FIRST. 

A FRAGMKNT. 


ACT I. 

ScEN K I . — The Pwjcant to cehhratc the arrinil of the Queen. 

A Pursuivant. J’lace for tlic Marshal of tlio Mas(iuc ! 

First iSjuahir. AVhiit thinkest tlioii of tliis quaint masque, 
^vllicll turns 

Like iiiorunig from the shadow of the night, 

Tlie night to day, and London to a place 
Of peace and joy ? 

tyveond i^[naL'iT. And Hell to Heaven. 

Eight years are gone, 

And they sccuii hours, Kince in this populous street 
1 trod on grass made green hy sumnifci's rain. 

For the reil plague kojd state within that i»alace 
AVhere now reigns vanity — in nine years more 
'J’lie roots will be refreshed with civil blood; 

And thank the mercy of insulted Heaven 
Tiiat sin and wrongs wound as an orphan’s cry, 

Th(i patience of the great Avengers ear. 

Third JSjK'ukcr {a youth). Yet, father, ’lis a happy sight to 
see, 

Beautiful, innocent, and unforhidden 

]>5^ Clod or man ; — ’tis like the bright procession 

Uf skiey visions in a solemn dream 

From which men wake as from a paradise. 

And draw new strength to tread the thorns of life. 

If tlod be good, wherefore should thi.s be evil ] 

And if this be not evil, dost thou not draw 
Unseasoiiabh) poison from the flowers 
Which bloom so rarely in this barren world 1 
Oil, kill these biLter thoughts wliich make the present 
Hark a.s the future I — 

***** 

When avarice and tyranny, vigilant fear, 

And ojHjii-eyed conspiracy, lie sleeping 
As on Hell’s threslndd; ami all gentle thoughts 
Waken to worship him who giveth joys 
With his own gift. 

Second Speaker. How young art thou in this old age of time ! 
How green in this grey world 1 Canst thou not think 
Of change in that low scene, in which thou art 
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Not a spectator but an actor ? 

The day tlnit dawns in lire will die in storms, 

Even though the noon bo calm. My travel’s done ; 

Before the whirlwind wakes 1 shall have found 
My inn of lasting rest, b\it thou must still 
Be journeying on in this inclement air. 

***** 

First Speaker, That 

Is the Archbishop. 

Second S 2 ivak€r. llather say the roj) 0 . 

Loudon will be soon his Home : ho walks 
As if ho trod upon the heads of men. 

He looks olcitc, di'unkon with blood and gold ; — 

Beside him moves the Babylonian woman 
Invisibly, and with her as witli his shadow, 

Mitred adulterer ! he is joined in siu, 

AVhich turns Heaven's milk of mercy to revenge. 

Another Citizen {lift lay tip hU eyes). Good Lord ! rain it 
down ui)on him. 

Amid her huiies walks the pajust queen 
As if her nice feet scornad our English (sartlx. 

There’s old 8ir Henry Vane, the Earl of IV'mbroko, 

Lord Essex, and JiOrd Eeeper Coventry, 

And others who made ba.se their English breed 

By vile participation of their honoius 

With papi.'.cs, atheists, tyrants, and apostates. 

When lawyers musk ’tis time for honest men 
To strip their vizor from their liurposes. 

* * ■» * 

Fourth Speahr {a ‘imrmivant). Give nlacc, give place ! 
You torch-beau ‘rs, advance to the great gate. 

And then attend the Marshal of tlio Masque 
Into the Royal presence. 

Fifth Speaker (a Um student). What thinkest thou 

Of this tiumiit show of ours, my aged friend ? 

First Speaker. I will not think but that our countiy’s wouutl.s 
May yet be healed — The king is just and gi'acious, 

Thoui^li wicked councils now pervert his will : 

These once cast oil’ — 

Second Speaker. As adders cast their skins 

And keep their venom, so kings often change ; 

Councils and councillors hang on one luiother, 

Hiding the loathsome [ ] 

Like the ba.se patcliwork of a leper’s rags. 

Tim'd Spiaker, Oh, still those dissonant thoughts — List, 
loud music 

Grows on the enchanted air ! And see, the torches 
Re fclessly flashing, and the crowd divided 
Liko wavjis before an admiml’s prow. 
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Another Speaker, Give place — 

To the Marshal of the Masque ! 

Third Speaker. How glorious ! See those thronging chariots 
Rolling like painted clouds before the wind : 

Some are 

Like curved shells dyed by the azure depths 
Of Indian seas ; some like the new-born moon ; 

And some like cars in which the Romiins climbed 
(Canopied by Victory’s eagle- wings outspread) 

The Capitolian — Sec bow gloriously 

The mettled horses in the torchlight stir 

Their gallant riders, while they check their pride, 

Like shapes of some diviner element ! 

Second Speaker'. Ay, there they are — 

Nobles, and sons of nobles, patentees, 

Monopolists, and stewards of this j>oor farm, 

On whoso lean sheep sit the pro])hctic crows. 

Here is the pomp that strips the houseless orphan. 

Hero is the pride that breaks the desolate heart. 

These are the lilies glorious as Solomon, 

Who toil not, neither do they spin,- - unless 
It be the webs they catch i)oor rogues withal. 

Here is tlie surfeit wliich to them who earn 
The niggard wages of the earth, scarce leaver • 

The tithe that will support them till they ci*awl 
Back to its cold hard b(KSom. Here is liealth 
Followed by grini di.scaso, glory by shame, 

Waste by lank famine, wealth by stpialid want, 

And England’s sin by Fingland’s punishment. 

And, as the effect pursues the cause foregone, 

Lo, giving substance to my words, behold 
At once the sign and the thing .‘^ignifietl — 

A troojj of cripjdcs, heggar.s, and lean outcast.'^, 

Horsed upon stumbling shapes, cai-ted with dung. 

Dragged for a day from colhir.s and low cabins 
And rotten hiding-lioles, to point the moral 
Of this presentment, ami bring uj) the roar 
Of painted pomp with misery ! 

Speaktr. ’Tis but 

The anti ina.sque, and serves as discords do 
In sw^eetest nunsic. Who wouhl love May llow'crs 
If they HUCCCC<lod not to Winter’s ilaw; 

Or day unchanged by night ; or joy itself 
Without the touch of sorrow 1 
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Scene TI . — A Clvambcr in WkMiaU. 

Eiitei' the Kino, Queen, Laud, Wentwoutu, and Aruuy. 

Klnrf. Thanks, gentlemen. I heartly accept 
This token of your service : your gay masque 
Was performed gallantly. 

Qmen, And, gentlemen, 

Call your poor Queen your debtor. Your quaint pageant 
Hose on me like the figures of past years, 

Treading their still path back to infancy, 

More beautiful and mild as they draw nearer 
The quiet cradle. I could have almost wept 
To think T was in Paris, where these show’s 
Are well devised — such as I w’as ore yet 
My young heart shared with [ ] the task. 

The careful weight of this great monarchy. 

There, gentlemen, between the sovereign’s pleasure 
And that which it regards, no clamour lifts 
Its proud interposition. 

•It 4(- 

Kiw^, My lord of Canterbury. 

Arehy, The fool is here. 

Laud. L crave permission of yo\ir Majesty 
To order tliat this insolent fellow bo 
Chastised : he mocks the sacred character, 

Scoffs at the stake, and — 

"Wliat, my Archy ! 

ITo mocks and mimics all he secs and hears, 

Yet with a quaiut and graceful licence — Prithee 
For this once do not as Prynne would, were ho 
Primate of England. 

lie lives in his own world ; and, like a parrot. 

Hung ill his gilded prison from the window 
Ot a queen’s bower over the public w’ay, 

Blaspiicmes with a bird’s mind : — his words, like arrow’s 
Which kuow no aim beyond the archer’s wit, 

Strike sometimes what eludes philosophy. 

(lvjc.cn. Go, sirriih, and repent of your offence 
Toil minutes in the rain : be it your penance 
To bring news bow the world goes there. Poor Archy^ ! 
He weaves about himself a world of inirtli 
Out of this wreck of ours. 

Laud. I take with iiatience, as my Master did, 

Ali scoffs permitted from above. 

King. My lord, 

Pray overlook these papers. Archy ’s words 
Hud wings, but these have talons. 
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Qitccn. And tlio lion 

Tliat wears them must be tamed. My dearest lord, 
I see the new-born courage in your oyo 
Armed to strike dead the spirit of the time. 

Do thou persist : for faint but in resolve. 

And it were better thou hadst still remained 
The slave of thine own slaVes, who tear like curs 
The fugitive, and flee from the pursuer ; 

And Opj^ortmiity, that empty wolf, 

Klies at his throat who falls. Subdue thy actions. 
Even to the <lisposition of thy purpose. 

And be that tem]>ered as tlic Ebro’s steel; 

And banish weak-c^ytul Mercy to tlie weak, 

AVheuce she will greet thee with a gift of i>eacc, 
And not betray thee with a traitor's kiss. 

As when she keeps the company of rebels. 

Who think that she is fear. This do, lest wo 
Should fall as from a glorious piimaclo 
In a bn’glit dream, jukI awake as from a dream 
Out of our woi*shii>i)ed state. 

■»*♦■*** 

LamL And if this siifTlee not. 

Unleash the sword and fire, that in their thirst 
They may lick up that scum of schismatics. 

I laugh at those wi‘ak rebels who, desiring 
WJiat w'c possess, still jiratc of tjhristian X)eacc, 

As if those di-oadful messengers of wrath. 

Which play the part of God *t\vixt right and wrong, 
Should be let loose against innocent sleep 
Of temided cities and the smiling holds, 

Eor some i)Oor argument of policy 
Which touches our <jwii profit or our pride. 

Where indeed it were Christian cliarity 
To turn the chock even to the smiter’s hand : 

And w’lien oni’ great liedeeiiier, when our God 
Is scorned in his immediate ministers. 

They talk of peace ! 

Such jjoacc as (Janaau found, let Scotlaml now'. 

Queen. My beloved lord. 

Have you not in;te<l that the fool of late 
Has lost his careless iiiirtli, ami that his words 
Sound like the echoes of <nir saddest fi'ars 7 
What can it mean i I should he loth to think 
Some factious slave had tutored him. 

Kinf/. It imrtly is, 

That our minds piece the vacant intervals 
Of his wild words with, tiieir own fashioning ; 
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As in the imagery of summer clouds. 

Or coals in the winter fire, idlers find 

The perfect shadows of their teeming thoughts : 

And partly, that the terrors of the time 
Are sown by wandering Rumour in all spirits ; 

And in the lightest and the least, may best 
Bo seen the current of the coming wind. 

Queen. Your brain is overwi-ought with these deep thoughts. 
Como, I will sing to you ; let us go try 
These airs from Italy, — and you shall see 
A cradled miniature of yourself asleep. 

Stamped on the heart by iiover-erriug love ; 

Liker than any Vandyke ever made, 

A pattern to the unborn ago of thee, 

Over whoso sweet beauty 1 have wc])t for joy 
A thousand times, and now should weep for sorrow, 

Did I not think that after we were dead 
Our fortmics would spring Idgh in him, and that 
The cares wo waste uj)on our heavycrown 
Would make it light and glorious ns a wreath 
Of heaven’s beams for his dear innocent brow. 

King, Dear Henrietta ! 


.SerNR TIT. -ITami'Dkn, Pym, OROMWKi.f;, and the younger \ Ay v:. 

Hampden. Knglaml, farewell! thou, who hast been my cradle, 
Shalt never be my diiugeou or my grave ! 

I held what I inherited in theo 
As pawn for that iuhei itanco of freedom 
Which thou hn,.-jt sold for thy despoilers annlc - 
How can T call Ihce England, or my eouiitry '\ 

Docs the w'ind liold ? 

Vane. Tlic vanes sit stend3’' 

TTpoii the Abbey- towers. 'Phe silver lightnings 
Of the evening htar, spite of the 0113" ’s smoke. 

Toll that th(i north wind reigns in the upper air. 

Mark too that fiock of fleecy-winged clouds 
Sailing atlnvart St. Margaret’s. 

llatnpden. Hail, fleet herald 

Of tempest ! that w-ild pilot who shall guide 
Hearts free as his, to realms as pure as thee. 

Beyond the shot of t3'rann3" ! And tluui, 

Fair star, w'hosc beam lies on the wide Atlantic, 

Athwart its zojics of toiiipest ainl of calm, 

Bj’ight as the path to a bcloveil home, 

O light us to the isles of th’ evening land ! 

I.lKc floating hidens, ci’adlod in the gliiiiuKU’ 

Of sunset, through the distant mi't of years 
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Tinged by departing Hope, they gleam ! Lone regions, 
Where power’s poor dupes and victims yet have never 
Propitiated the savage fear of kings 
With purest blood of noblest hearts ; whose dew 
Is yet unstained witli tears of those who wake 
To weep each day the wrongs on which it dawns ; 

Whose sacred silent air owns yet no echo 
Of formal blasphomies ; nor impious rites 
Wrest man’s free worship from the God who loves 
Towards the worm, who envies tis his love. 

Receive thou, young [ ] of Paradise, 

These exiles friuri the old and sinful world ! 

This glorious clime, this firmament, whose lights 
Hart mitigated influence through the veil 
Of pale-blue atmos])here; whose tejirs keep green 
The pavement of this moist all-feeding earth ; 

This vaporous horizon, whose dim round 
Is bastioiied by tlie eircumfiiious sea, 

Repelling inv.asion from the sacred bnvers ; 

Presses upon me like a dungeon’s grate, 

A low dark roof, a damp an<l narrow vault : 

The mighty univei’se becomes a cell 

Too narrow for the soul that owns no master. 

While the loatlilicst spot 
Of this wide prison, l^uglaud, is a nest 
Of cradled peace built on the mouutiun tops, 

To which the eagle-s[)irits of the free. 

Which nuige through heaven ainl eartli, and scorn the storm 
Of time, and gaze, upon the light of truth, 

Return to brood over the [ ] thoughts 

That cannot die, and may not be repelled. 

^ * * * ■* 


A DIRGE. 

Rouoii wind, that meanest loud 
Grief too sad for song ; 

Wild wind, when sidlen cloud 
Knells all the night long ; 

Sad storm, whose tecu’S are vain, 
Rju’e woo(ls, whose branches stsiin. 
Deep caves and dreary main, 

Wail, for the world’s wrong ! 
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Swift jis a spirit hastening to his task 
Of gloiy and of good, the Sun sprang forth 
Rejoicing in his splendour, and the mask 

Of darkness fell from the awakened Earth^ — 

The smokeless altars of the mountain snows 
Flamed above crimson clouds, and at tbe birth 

Of light, the Ocean’s orison arose, 

To which thel)irds tempered their matin lay. 

All flowers in field or forest which unclose 

Their trcm])ling eyelids to the kiss of day, 
Swinging their censers in the clement, 

With orient incense lit by the new ray 

Burned slow and iiiconsumably, and sent 
Their odorous sighs up to the smiling air ; 

AikI, in succession duo, did continent. 

Isle, ocean, and nil things that in them wear 
The form and character of mortal mould. 

Rise as the sun their father rose, to bear 

Their portion of the toil, which lie of old 
Took as his own and then imposed on them ; 

But I, whom thoughts which must remain untold 

Had kept as wakeful as the stars that gem 
The cone of night, now they were laid asleep 
Stretched ray fliiiit limbs beneath the hoary stem 

Which an old chesnut flung athwart the steep 

Of a green Apennine : before me fled 

The night ; behind me rose the day ; the deep 

AVas at my feet, and Heaven above my head. 
When a strange trance over my fancy grew 
AVhich was not slumber, for tho shade it spread 

Was so transparent that the scene came through 
As clear as, when a veil of light is drawn 
O’er evening hills, they glimmer; and I knew 
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That I liad felt the freshness of that dawn 
Bathe in the same cold dew my brow and hair, 
And sate as thus upon that slojjc of lawn 

Under the self same bough, and heard as tlicro 
The birds, tho foimtaina, and the ocean hold 
Sweet talk in music through the enamourcjd air, 
And then a vision on my brain was rolled. 


As in that trance of wondrous thought T lay. 

This was tho teiiour of my waking dream : — 
Methought I sate beside a public way 

Thick strewn with summer dust, and a great stream 
Of people ther(* was hurrying to and fro, 

Numerous as gnats upon the evening gleam, 

iMl hastening miward, yet none seemed to know 
Whither ho went, or wlionco lie cam<?, or wliy 
Ho made one of the multitude, iind so 

Was borne amid tho crowd, as through tho sky 
One of the million loaves of summer’s bim*; 

Old ago and youth, manhood and infancy, ’ 

IVIixed in one m ighty torrent did a])poar : 

Some flying from tho thing they feared, and soTiio 
*Soekiiig the object of another’s fear; 

And others ns with steps towards the tomb, 
l*<»red on tho trodden worms that e.rawlod beneath, 
And otliers mournfully within the gloom 

Of their own shadow walked and called it deatli ; 
And some lied from it as it were a ghost, 

Half fainting in tho afllietion of vain breath: 

But more, with motions wliic*b each other crosfc, 
iMn-sued or spurned tlio shadows tho clouds threw 
Or birds within tlio noon-day other lost, 

Upon tliat path Avlierc flowers never grew, — 

And weary witli vain toil and faint loj- thirst. 

Heard not the fotmtains, whose melodious dew 

Out of their mossy colls for ever hurst ; 

Nor felt the hroozo which from tho forest told 
Of grassy paths and wood, law’ii-iiitorspersed. 
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With over arching elms and caverns cold, 

And violet banks wJiern sweet dreams brood, but they 
Pursued their serious folly as of old. 

And as T gazed, methought that in the way 
The tlirong grow wilder, as the woods of June 
WJicn the south wiud shakes the extinguished deny, 

And a cold glare intenser than the noon, 

But iey cold, obscured with blinding liglit 
The sun, as lie tlio stars, lake the young moon 

When o]i tlie sunlit limits of the night 
Her white shell tromble.s }uui<l criinsoii air. 

And whilst the slet‘piiig tempest gathers might, 

Ooth, as the herald of its coming, bear 

The ghost of its dead mother, whose dim form 

Bends in dark ether from her infant’s chair, ~ 

So came a chariot on the silent storm 
Of its owji rushing Kjdeiidoiir, and a Shape 
So sate witliiTi, us one wliom years deform. 

Beneath n <losky hood and double ca])C, 

Crouebing within the shadow of a tomb ; 

And o'er bat seenual the head a cloud-like crape 

Was bout, a dun and faint eilu i-.'al gloom 
Tcn)i)eritig tlie liglit : upon the chariot beam 
A J;mus-v isagoil shadow did assume 

The guidaiii'O of that wonder-Avingod team; 

The shaj'i's w iiicli drew it in thick lightnings 
Were lost -1. hcanl alone on the air’s soft stream 

Tlie music of their ever-moving Avings. 

All tluj f»nir faces of that cliaiiotecr 
Had their eyes bande<l ; little prulit brings 

Speed ill the A’un and blindness in the rear, 
jS'or then avail the beams that ipiench the sun 
Or that with banded eyes couhl iiierce tlie sphere 

Of all that is, lina been, orAvill he done; 

So ill was the car guided — but it past 
With solemn speed majestically on. 

The crowd gave Avay, and I arose aghast, 

Or soemetl to rise, so mighty was the. trance, 

And saw like clouds upon the thunder’s blast, 

s s 
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The million with fierce song and maniac dance 
Haging around — such seemed the jubilee 
As when, to meet some comiuoror’a advance, 

Imperial lvi)me pourctl forth her living sea 
From senaf.c-liouse, and forum, ainl tluvitro. 

When [ ] upon the free 

Had boninl a yoke, W’hieh soon they stooped to bear. 
Nor wanted here the just similitude 
Of a triumphal pjigeant, for wlicre’er 

The chariot ro]lt‘(l,a captive multitude 

Was driven ; - all those who had grown ohl in pow’er 

Or misery, all who li;ul their age subtlucd 

By action or by suIVering, and whose ho\ir 
Was drjvined to its last sand in weal or woo. 

So that the trunk survived both fruit and llower; — 

All those \\h<\so tame or infamy must grow 
Till the great winter lj\y the form and ii.'uno 
Of this gr« (Ml earth with tJiein for over low ; — 

All but the Siicro<l few who could not tanus 
Their s[tirils to the eoiupu rors- -but as sexm 
As they had touched the world with living llarno, 

Fhul back like eagles to their native noon, 

Or those who put aside the duulom 
Of earthly tli runes or gems [ 1 

Wei’o tlicrc, of Athens oi* Jorusalom 
Were neither ’mid tiio mighty captives aoc]i, 

Nor 'mid the ribald crowd that followed them, 

Nor those who wont btjforo fierce and obsc.cne. 

The u ild d;ua-e maddens in the van, and tlioso 
Who lead it- licet as shadows on tlio green, 

Outspeed tlie chariot. and wilhout repose 
Mix with «*a«;h otlier in tempestuous measure 
To savage music, wilder as it grows, 

They, tortured by their agonising pleasure, 

Convulsed and on the rapid whirUvin<ls spun 
Of that fierce spirit whose unholy leisure 

Was sootlicd by miscliiof sineo tins world begun, — 
Throw back their heads and loose their streaming hair 
And ill their dance round her who dims the sun. 
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Maiclons and youths fling their wild arms in air • 

As their feot twinkle they recede, and now 
Bonding within each other’s atmosphere 

Kindle invisibly — and as they glow. 

Like moths by light attracted and rcpcllc<l, 

Oft to tlicir bright destruction come and go. 

Till like two clouds into one vale impelled 

That shake the moutiiains when their lightnings mingle 

And die in rain -the licry band which hehl 

Tlieir natures, snaps — the shock still may tingle; 

One falls and then another in the path 
Senseless nor is the desolation single. 

Yet ere T can say v'hcre — the chariot hath 
Past over them- nor other trace I find 
But as of foam after the ocean’s W'rath 

Is spent npon Ihc <hiscrt shore; — l)t‘hind, 

Old iiu’u and uoinon foiill}^ disarrayed. 

Shako tlicir grey hairs in the insulting wind, 

And follow in the tluncc, with limbs decayed, 

Seeking to i (*ach the llglit which h aves them still 
Farther beljhul and deeper in the shade. 

But iK't the less with impotence of will 
They whi'< 1, tliongh ghastly shadows int<*rpo.se 
Uouiul tln-’u and rmind each other, and fullil 

Their pavl, and in the dust from wheneo they rose 
Sink, .■'Mil cin rn]*tion v(*ils them as tney Ii«>, 
i\n<l i>ast in these performs what [ ] in those. 

Stmek to the heart by this sad pageantry, 

Half to myself 1 said — And what is this i 
Whoso shape is that within the car \ And why — 

I would have added — is all here amiss] — 

Blit a voice answered - Tafe !” — 1 tnrne<l,and knew 
(O Tfeavon, liave mercy on such wretchedness !) 

That what I thought was an old root which grew 
To strange distortion out of tlic hill side, 

Was indeed one of tliose delinloil crow. 

Ami that the grass, which methouglit hung so wide 
And white, was but his thin discoloured l^air, 

And that the holes it vainly sought to hide, 

S S 2 
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“Were or Iiafl oyen : — If thou Crinst, forbear 
To join tbo (Ijinort, whicli T had well forborne ! ” 

Said fclie grim Ki iiture (of iny tliought aware) ; 

will unfold tiiafc which to this deep scorn 
Led me and my companions, and relate 
The pr(tgress of tlic ])agcant since the morn; 

“If thirst of knowledge shall not then abate, 

Follow it tliou evtm to the night, but I 
Am weaiy.” — Then like one who with the weight 

Of his own words is staggered, wearily 
He pausc<l ; and. ero‘ lie could resume. 1 cried, 

“First, wlio a> t thou F'-— “ Hefore tliy memory, 

“I feared, loved, hated, sntlorod, <lid and died, 

And if tljc spark with which Heaven lit 1113’^ spirit 
Had been willi purer sentiment .su[>plied, 

“ CoiTiijd, ion would not now thus much inherit 
Of what was once (iousscau,--Jior tliis cHsgiiise 
Stained that which ought to have dis<lained to wear it ; 

“If I liavo been extingui'ilujd, yet there rise 
A thousand bcacrni.s from the spark I hoi\^*’ — 

“ And who aro those chaiiunl to the oar 1 “ The wi.iO, 

“ The great. Ihc unforgotten, — they who wore 
Mitres and Indins and crowns, or wreaths of light, 

Signs of thought’s enijuro over thought — their loro 

“ Taught them not this, to know tlicmselvcs ; their might 
(’ouhl not i'o])rcss the mystany within. 

And for the uiorii of truth tliey feigned, deep night 

“Cauglit thorn ore ovoning."— “ Who is he with chin 
Upon his hi-fji.r-t, anil liands crost on Ids chain — 

“ 'J’lie cliild of a Jioiv.c hour ; he sought to win 

‘‘Tlio W'ovhl, Mini lost all that it did contain 
Of grcahic.'S, in iis hope dc-stro^'i'd ; ami more 
Of fame and peace than virtue’s self can gain 

“Without the o]iportnnit3^ wdiicli bore 
Him (»n his cmlcIc pinimis to llic peak 
From which a thonsand climbers have before 

“Fallen, as Najudeon fell.” — I felt my cheek 
Alter to sc<4 the shadow pas.s away, 

Whose grasp had left tlio giant world so weak, 
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Tl>at every pij^iny kicked it as it lay ; 

And mucli I grieved to think liow power and will 
111 op 2 >n.sitioii rule our mortal day. 

And why God made irreconcilable 

Good and the means of good ; and for despair 

I half disdained mine eyes’ desire to (ill 

With the spent vision of the times that woi-e 
And scarce have ceased to he. — “Diist thou behold/* 
Said my guide, “those si>oilers spoiled, N'oltaire, 

“Frederick, and Paul, Catherine, and T.eopold, 

And hoary anarchs, demagogues, anil sage — 

names which the world thinks always old, 

“For in tlio battle life find they did wage, 

Slie remained conijucror. I was overcome 
33y my own heart alone, which neitljcr age, 

“Nor tears, nor infamy, nor now the tomb 
Could temper to its object.”- ** Lot them pass/* 

I cried, “ the world and its mysterious loom 

“ Is not HO much more glorious than it was, 

1'liat 1 desire to worsliip those who drew 
New figures oti its false and fragile glass 

“As the old faded.” — “Figures ever new 
Kise oil the bubble, ])aiiit them as you may ; 

We have but thrown, as those before us threw, 

“ Our shado^^s on it as it past away. 

Ihit mark Iiow chained to the triumphal chair 
The miglity phantoms of an elder day ; 

“All that is mortal of great Plato there 
E^inate.s I lie joy and woe his master knew not : 

The star that ruled his doom was far too fair, 

“And life, where long that flower of Heaven grew not, 
Compiered that heart by love, which gold, or pain. 

Or age, or sloth, or slavery could subdue not. 

“ And near him walk the [ ] twain. 

The tutor and his pupil, wliom Dominion 
Followed as tame as vulture in a eliaiii. 

“The world was darkeued beneath either piuiou 
Of him wliom from the Hock of euiKiuoi#*s 
Fame singled out for her thunder- bearing minion ; 
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** The other long oiitlivcil both avoos and wars, 

Tlironcd in the thoughts of men, and still had kei>t 
The jealous key of truth’s eternal doors, 

“ If Bacon’s eagle spirit had not leapt 
Like lightning out of darkness — he compelled 
The Proteus si i ape of iSature as it slept 

To wako, and lead him to the cua^cs that held 
The treasure of tlie secrets of its reign. 

See the groat bards of elder time, Avho <iueUcd 

** The passions Avhich they sung, as by their strain 
May Avell be known : their living melody 
Tempers its own contagion to the vein 

“ Of those Avho are infected with it — I 
Have sidferod Avhat I wrote, or A'iler i>;un. 

And so niy Avords have seeds of misery ! ”■ 

[There is .a <'hiisiM here in the MS. wliieli it 's iiii[»i>s>i)'li‘ to lill H]). it, 
.'ippenrs from tlio eontc.Kt, tliut other shiipes pas-;, : mil that Uousscuu 
still btooil bcbulc the ilreaiucr, as] 

— lie pointed to a coiiijiany, 

’31idst whom 1 (piickly recognised tlie hcirsi 
Of Ciesar s crime, from him to (Joiistaiitiiuj ; 

Tlie anarch chiefs, whoso force and murderous snares 

Had founded many a sceptre-bearing lino, 

And spvetid tlie plague of gold and blood abroad: 

And Gregory and Jolin, and men divine. 

Who rose like sliadows between man and God ; 

Till that oelip.se, still hanging over heaven, 

Was Avor.sliijjped by the Avorld o’er Avhich they strode, 

For the true siin it ipienehed — “Their ]'.o\ver was given 
But to <lestroy,” replied the leader : — “1 
Am one of tlio.se who have created, even 

If it be but a Avoi ld of agony.” — 

“Whence comest tlioul and whither gocst thou'? 

How did thy course begin T’ 1 said, “and why < 

“Mine eyes are .‘=«ick of t]ii.s perpetual flow 
Of people, and my heartsick of one sad tliought — 

Speak ! Wlieiice 1 am, 1 partly scorn to know, 

“ And how and by Avhat paths I liaA^c been brought 
To this dreadC|ias.s, methiiik.s even thou niay'st guess; — 
Why this should be, my mind can cuiiiiiass not ; 
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“ WLitficr the conqueror hurries me, still less ; — 
But follow thou, Jiiul from spccUtor turn 
Actor or victim iu this wrotcheduoss, 

‘■And wliat thou wouldst be taiiglit T thou may learn 
From th CO. No w 1 is ten : — I n th c A pr il prime, 
When all the forest tips began to burn 

“With kindling green, touelied by the azure clime 
Of the young year’s dawn, I was laid aslec]) 

Under a mountain, which from unknown time 

“ Had yawned into a cavern, high and deep ; 

And from it came a gentle rivulet. 

Whoso water, like clear air, in its calm swoop 

“ Bent the soft grass, and kept for ever wel 
The stems of the sweet flowers, and filled tiie gi’ove 
With sounds, whicli whoso Iiears must needs forget 

All pleasure and all pain, .all hate .and h^ve. 

Which the}" Jiad kmuvu before that hour ol’rcst; 

A sleeping mother tlicu would dream of 

“ Her only child who died upon her breast 
At eventide — a king would mourn no more 
The crowi* of which his brows were dispo.'scst 


“ Wdion the sun lingered o’er his ocean lloor, 

To gild his rival’s now prosperity. 

Thou wouldst forget thus Viunly to deplore 

“ Ills, which if ills can find no cure from the., 

The tlioiiglit of which no other sleep will <picll, 
Nor other music hlot from memory, 

“ So sw'eet and deep is the oblivions spell ; 

And whether life had been before that sleep 
The heaven which I iiiiagine, or a hell 

“ Like this liarsh world in wdiich I waikc to v/eep, 

1 know not. 1 arose, and for a space 

The scene of woods aud waters seem to keep, 

“ Though it was now broad da}", a gentle trace 
Of light diviner than the common sun 
Sheds oil the common CJirth, and all the place 

“ Was filled with magic sounds woven into one 
Oblivious melody, confusing sense ^ 

Amid the gliding waves and shadows dun ; 
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** And, as I looked, the bri^^ht omnipresence 
Of inorniiif? thi ough the orient cavern flowed. 

And the sun’s image radiantly intense 

“Burned on tlio waters of the well that glowed 
Like gold, and threaded all the forest^s maze 
With winding paths of emerald fire ; there stood 

“ Amid the sun,— tis he annd the blaze 
Of his own glory, on the vibratinj^ 

Floor of the fountain paved with flashing rnj’s, — 

“A Shape all light, which with one hand did fling 
Dew’ on the earth, as if she were the dawn, 

And the invisible rain did ever sing 

“ A silver uinsic on the mossy lawn ; 

And still before me on tlie dnsky grass, 

Iris ber niany-colourtul scarf laul ihawii : 

“In her right hand slu? horc a crystal glass. 

Mantling with bright Nci)entho ; the lierco splcmloiir 
Fell from her as she moved umler the mass 

“ Out of the deep cavern, with palms so tender’, 

Their tread broke not the mirror of its billow ; 

She glided along the river, ami did bend her 

“Head under the dark houghs, till, like a willow, 

Her fair hair swept the bosom of the stream 
That whispered with delight to i)e its pillow. 

“ As one enamoured is nphorue in dream 
O’er lily-pavoii lakes ’mid silver mist. 

To wondrous music, so this shape might seem 

“ Partly to tread the waves with feet which kissed 
Tlie dancing foam ; ]>artly to glide ah mg 
The air which rougheiioil the moist amethyst, 

“ Or tl\c faint niorning beams that fell among 
The trees, or tlie soft shadows of the trees; 

And her feet, ever to the ceaseless song 

“ Of leaves, and winds, and waves, and birds, and boos, 
And falling drops moveil to a measure new, 

Yet sweet, as on the summer evening breeze, 

“ Up from the lake a shape of golden dew 
Between two rowks, athwart the rising moon. 

Dances i’ the wind, where never eagle Hew ; 
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" AdcI still her feet, no less than the sweet tune 
To which they moved, seemed as they moved to blot 
The thoughts of him who gazed on them ; and soon 

“All that was, seemed as if it had been not ; 

And Jill the gazer’s mind was strewn lu neatli 
Her feet like embers ; and slie, thought by thought, 

“ Trampled its sparks into the dust of death, 

As day upon the threshohl of the east 
Treads out the lamps of night, until the breath 

“ Of darkness re-ill umine even tlie least 
Of heaven’s living eyes ! — like day she eamo, 

Making the night a dream ; and ere she euiusod 

“ To move, as one between desire and shame 
Suspended, I said — ‘ If, as it doth seem. 

Thou comest from the realm without a name, 

“ 'Into this valloj^ of perpetual dream 

Show whence I eauje, and where I am, and why — 

Pass not away upon the passing stream.’ 

“ ‘ Arise ami <nionch thy thirst,’ was her reply, 

And as a sluit lily, stricken by the wand 
Of dewy morning’s vital alcheuiy, 

" I rose ; ami, bonding at her sweet command, 
Touched with faint lips tlie cui» s]ic rai<;c<.l, 

And suddenly my brain became as sand, 

“ Where the iirst wave bad more tba;- half erased 
Tlie track of deer on desert Labrador ; 

Whilst the wolf, from which they lied amazed, 

" Leaves his stamp visibly upon the shore, 

Until the second bunsts ; — so oii iny sight 
Burst a new vision, never seen before, 

And the fair shape waned in the coming light, 

As veil by veil the silent s])lcndour drops 
From Lucifer, aniiil the ebrysolito 

“ Of sun-rise, ere it tingtj the mountain tops ; 

And as the presence of that fairest planet. 

Although unseen, is felt by one who hojics 

“ That his day’s ]>ath may end, as lie bi'gan it, 

In that star’s smile, whose light is like the scent- 
Of a jonquil when evening breezes fan it, 
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** Or the soft note in which his dear lament 
The Brescian shepherd breathes, or the caress 
That turned liis weiuy slumber to conteut ;* 

** So knew I in that light’s severe excess 

The presence of that shape which on the stream 

Moved, as I moved along the wilderness, 

“ More dimly than a day-appearing dream, 

The gliost of a forgotten form of sleoji ; 

A liglit of heaven, whoftC half-extinguished boaiii 

“ Through tlie sick day in which we w'ake to weep, 
Glimmers, for ever song]\t, for ever lost ; 

So did that shape its obscure teuour keep 

“ Beside ni}'' path, as silent as a ghost ; 

But the new Vision, and the cold briglit car, 

With soleuiii S 2 )eed and stunning mush;, crosL 

“The forest, an<l as if from some tlrcad war 
Triumphantly returning, the loud million 
Fiercely extolled the fortune of her star. 

“A moving arch of victory, tlio vermilion 
And green and azure jdiiiues of Iris had t 
Built high over her wiud-w'ingeJ pavilion, 

“And underneath ethereal glory da<l 
The wildernei'H, and far before Inn* Hew 
The tem2)est of the sideudour, which forbailo 

“ Shadow* tt) fall from loaf and stone ; tlio crow 
Seemed in that light, like ahmdes to (hmee 
AVithiii a sunbeam;- -some upon tlu5 new 

“Embroidciy of flowers, that did cnhaiico 
The grassy vc^sture of the desert, 2 >hived, 

Forgetful of tlio chariot’s swift advance ; 

“ Others stood ga/ing, till witliiii the shade 
Of the great moimtain its light left them dim ; 

Others (jutsjieeiled it ; and nthers niinle 

“Circles around it, like tlio clouds that swim 
Round the high moon in a bright sea of air ; 

And mciro lUd follow, wdth exulting hymn, 

“ The chariot and the captives fcttcrcil tlierc : — 

But all like bubbles on an eddying flood 
Fell into the same track at last, and were 

' Tlio favourite scaig, “liiancodipaseolar Ic peeorello,” is a BresoLia 
iiiatioiiul air. 
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“ Borne onward. I ataonj^ tlic muHituilc 

Was swept --me, sweetest ilowera delayed not long ; 

Me, not tlie sliadow nor the solitude ; 

“ ]\re, not that hilling stream’s Lethean song ; 

Me, not the phantom of that early form, 

Which moved upon its motion — ^but among 

The thickest billows of that living storm 
I plunged, and bared my bosom to the clime 
Of that cold light, whose airs loo soon deform. 

‘‘ Before the chariot had begun to climb 
The opposing steej) of that mystoi-ious dell. 

Behold a wonder worthy of the rhyme 

Of him who from the lowest depths of hell. 
Through eve?y paradise and through all glory. 

Love led serene, and who i-etiiruoJ to tell 

“The words of hat<i and care ; the wondrous .-fcory 
Ifow all things are trausligured except L^ovc ; 

(For deaf as is a sea, wliich wrath makes hoary, 

“ The worhl can hear not the sweet notes iliat move 
The splicre w1j<jsc liglit is melody' to lovers) 

A wonder wortliy of izis rhyme — the gren'o 

“ Grew dense witli shadows to its inmost envoi's, 
The eaidh was grey with [)hantoms, and the air 
AVas peopled with dim forms, as ivhen there hovers 

“ A flock of vampire-bats before the glaro 
Of the tropie sun, bringing, ere evening, 

Strjuige night upon some Indian vale ; — thus iverc 

“ Phantoms tlilfiisod around ; and some did fling 
SSlaulows of shadows, yet unlike themselves. 

Behind them • some like eaglets on the wing 

“ Were lost in the white day ; others like elves 
Danced in a thousand unimagined shapes 
U|>uu the siiiiny streaiiis and grassy shelves ; 

And others szite chattering like restless aizes 
On vulgar hands, [ ] 

Some ijiiide a cradle of the cruiinod ca^zes 

“OP kingly mantles ; some across the tire 
Of pontitts rode, like demons; others jzlayed 
Under the crown which girt with empire 
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A baby’s or an kliot’s brf)w, and made 
Their nests in it. Tlic old aiuit<miies 
Sate hatching their bare broods imdcr the sliadc 

Of demon wings, and laughed from their dead eyes 
To re-assume the delegatetl power, 

Arrayed in which those worms, did moiiarchise, 

Who made this earth their charnel. Others more 
Humble, like falcons, sat ujxui the fist 
Of common men, and round their heads did soar ; 

** Or like small gnats and flies, as thick as mist 
On evening marshes, thronged about the brow 
Of lawyers, statesmen, priest, and theorist ; - 

“And others, like discoloured flakes of snow 
On fairest bosoin.s ami the sunniest hair. 

Fell, ami were meltc«l by the youthful glow' 

“Which they extinguished ; and, like tears, they were 
A veil to those from whose faint lids they rained 
In drops of sorrow. I became aware 

“Of whence those forms i>rocceded which tlfus stained 
The track in wdiich we moved. After brief space, 

From every form the beauty slowly waned ; 

“From every firmest limb ami fairest face 
The strength and freshness bdl like dust, and left 
The action and the shape without the grace 

“ Of life. The marble brow' of youth w'as cleft 
AV’^ith care; and in those eyes where once hope shone. 
Desire, like a lioness bereft 

“ Of her last cub, glared ore it died ; caeb one 
Of that great erow’d scut forth incessantly 
These shadows, numerous as fiie dead leaves blown 

“ In auf uinii evening from a poplar tree, 

Kach like himself and like each otlier were 
At first; but some distorted seemed to be 

“Obsciiri^ clomls, moulded by the c.'isual air; 

And of tins stuff the car’s creative ray 
Wrapt ail tlio busy pliaiitouis that w'ero there, 

“ As the sun shapes the clouds ; thus on the way 
Mask after mask fell from the countenance 
And form of all ; and long before the diiy 
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** Was old, the joy which waked like heaven’s glance 
Tlie .sleepers in the oldivions valley died ; 

And some grow weai’y of the ghastly dance, 

“ And fell, as I have fallen, by the way-side ; — 
Those sooiie.st fj-oiii who.se ft>rnis most shadows past, 
And least of strength and beauty did abide.” 

‘‘ Then, what is life 1 ” I cried. — 


TO 

TiiK kcon stars were twinkling, 

Au'l tlie fair moon wjh rising among them, 

.1 )ear *** I 

The guit.ir was tinkling, 

Tint tli(i no^es wore not sweet till you sung them; 
Agsin. 

As tin; moon’s soft sj)lendoiir 
O’er the faint cold starlight of heaven 
l.s thrown, 

So your voice most tender 
To the strings without .soul had then given 
Its own. 

The stars will awaken. 

Though the moon sU'cp a full hour later, 
To-night; 

Xo loaf will he sliakoii 
Wliilht tlie dtnvs of your molcaly scatter 
Deliglit. 

Though tlie sound overpowers, 

Sing ag.iin, with your dear voice revealing 
A tone 

Of some world far from ours, 

Wliere and moonlight and feeling 

xVre one. 
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IfERE, iny (loar fricml, a new book foi’ you ; 

I liavo already dodicatetl two 

To oUier tVieiuls, one feiualo and r)nG male, 

AVbat. you are, is a tliin.i^ that F must veil ; 

What rail tliis bo totlioso who uraiso or I’ail 
. I never was attjudnvl to tliat j'nvat soot 
AVIiose doctrine is thateaoli mu? should select 
Out «»r the world a mistn^ss or a fibaxl, 

And all th(' ix'st, though fair ami wise, coiinmaul 
To cold oblivion- thoui^h it Utho rodtj 
Ofiuoderu morals, and the beaten road 
Whieh thnso poor slaves witli W(‘ary footsteps tread 
Who trav<‘I to tlu'lr borne ajiiom^ tht‘ dtvid, 

My tlio bj ()a<l Idi^hway of the wni'hl -and .-^o 
With one sad frioiid, and iiuiny a jealous foe, 

The dv('iiriest and the longest journey go. 

Free love has this, different from gold and clay 
That to clivide is not to take away, 
liiko oee:ni, whieh the general north wind breaks 
Into ton tl)ousand waves, and eaeh one makes 
A mirror uf tin* moon ; like some grc;jt glass, 

Which di«l distort whatever form might pass, 

Oashefl into tVagmeiits a playful child, 

Which tlicn ivll(‘cts its eyes ami forehead mild, 

(living for one, whi<-h it could ne'er express, 

A thousajid images of lovoliiics.s. 

Tf \ were one whom the loud world held wise, 

I should disdain to fpiote authorities 
In the suppi)i*t of tluskiml of love ; — 

Why there is first the (lod in heaven above, 

Who vvi ote a book called Nature, ’tis to be 
llcvicwcil I liear in the next (Quarterly; 

* Those fragtiifuts ih» not nr'*l>''rly tu'hing to the nocnis nf 
Ttiey are gU;;iiiiii'.rs tVitiu Stujllcy's lu.'iimseript IhmiUs and papers ; pre- 
scrvVd ii(»t only hceaiise th»!y' are heaiitilul in themselves, hut as 
afiljriling indications of his feelings and virtues. 
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And Socmtos, the Jesus Christ of Greece ; 

And Jcsns Christ himself did never cease 
To urge all living things to love each otlior, 

And to forgive their mutual faults, and smother 
The Devil of disunion in their souls. 

* * * * 

It i.s a sweet thing, friendship, a <lcar balm, 

A hai)py and auspicious bird of calm, 

Which rides o’er life’s over tiiiiniltnons Ocean ; 

A God that broods o’er chaos in commotion ; 

A flower which fresh as Laplaiul rosos are, 

Lifts its hold head into tlie world’s pure air, 

And bloouis most radiantly when others die, 
Health, Impo, and youth, and brief ]>rosponty ; 
And, ^vith the light and odour of its bloom, 
Shining within the dungeon and the tomb; 

Whoso coming is as light and music are 
’Mid dissonance and gloom- -a star 
Which moves not ’mid the moving heavens alone, 
A smih! among dark fi’owns — a gentle tone 
Among rude voices, a beloveil light, 

A solitude, a refuge, a delight. 

Tf T had Init a friend ! wliy I have tlirco, 

Ka’oii by my own conlV'.ssioii ; tht*re may bo 
Some iiiovo, for wliat Iknow ; for ’iis my mind 
To call mj friends all who :u-o wise and kind, 

Ami thi'S(*, Heaven knows, at best are very few, 
liut none can over bo more dear than you. 

Why should they ho t uiy muse has lost her wings, 
Or, like a dying swan, wdio soars and sings, 

I shoidd de.'crihe you in heroic style, 

But as it is- - arc you not voi«l of guile I 
A lovely .^oul, formed to be blesse<l and bless ; 

A well of seal I'd and secret happiness ; 

A lute, whicli those whom love has taught to play 
Mak(3 music on, to cheer the roughest ilay \ 

* * * * 


IT. 

TO WtTLIAM SlIEhr.EV. 

Tuy little footsteps on the sands 
Of a remote and lonely shore ; 

The twinkling of thine intant hands 

W'hcvc now the worm will feed no more : 
Thy mingled look of love and glee 
When wo returned to gaze on thee. 
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HI. 

And who feel« discord now or sorrow? 

Love is the universe to-daj’^ — 

Tliose nro tlie slaves of dim to-morrow, 

Darkening life’s labyrinthine way. 

TV. 

A OKNTLE story of two lovers young, 

W1k> met in innocence ainl died in sorrow, 

And of one selfish lieart, wliosc rancour el iing 
Like ciiit-os on them ; are ye slow to borrow 
Tlie lore of truth from sucli a tale ? 

Or ill this world’s di-rsertcd vale, 

Do ye not sec a star of ghadness 
Dierce the shadows of its satlness. 

When ye are cold, tliat love is a light sent 

From heaven, which lunie shall quench, to cheer the innocent ? 


V. 

I AM drunk with the honey wine 
Of tlie inoon-nufoldod (‘glantine, 

Which fairies catch in hyacinth buds: — 
The l>ats, the dormice, ami the moles* 
Sleep in the walls or under the sward 
Of the desolate Castle yard ; 

And when ’tis spilt on the summer earth, 
Or its fumes arise among the dew, 

Tlieir jocund dreams are full of mirlli, 
I’liev gibber their joy in sleep ; for lew 
Of the fairies luNir tlio.-c bowls so new ! 


VI. 

Yk gentle visitations of calm thought — 

Mo<»d.s liko tlo? memories of ha]»pier earth, 
Which come arrayed in thoughts of little worth. 
Luce in cheids by tiic weak wimls ciivvrought, 

jhit (liMt the clomls deparc and stars remain, 
Wliile tliey nmiain, and ye, alas, depai t ! 

vir. 

Till-: world is dreary, 

And I am weary 

Of wandering on without thee, Mary ; 

A j<'y was erewliile 
In thy v«»icc ami thy Rinilo, 

And *tis gone, when I should be gone too, Mary. 
J819. 
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VII I. 

My dearest Mary, wlicrefore hast thou gone, 

And left me in this dreary world alone ! 

Thy form is hero indeed — a lov’^ely one -- 
Ihit thou art lied, gone down the dreary road, 

That leads to Sorrow’s most obsenre abode ; 

Thou sittest on the heailh of pale despair, 

Where 

For thine own sa>ke I cannot follow thco- 

IX. 

WllKN a lo\er clas]is his fairest, 

Then bo our dread sport the rarest. 

Their caresses were like the ehai)* 

Jn the tempest, and bo our laugh 
Mis despair — lier epitaph ! 

When a mother eiasjia her child, 

AVatch till dusty Death has piled 
I Lis cold asli on the clay : 
fSlio has loved it many a day — 

IS lie remains, it fades away. 

X. 

One sung of th<?o who left the tale untold, 

Like tlie false dawns wlneh perish in the hui sting: 
F^ikc empty cups of wronglil ami daedal gol<l, 

Which mock tlie li^j^s with air, when they aro tJiirsting. 


:\i. 

And where is truth I On tombs 1 for such to thee 
Has been my heart — and thy dead memory 
Mas lain from ehildliood, many a changol'ul year — 
Unchangingly jireserved and buried there. 


XII. 

Tn the eavo which wild weeds cover 
Wait for thiue ethereal lover; 

For the pallid moon is wmiing. 

O’er the spiral cypress hanging 
And the moon no cloud is staining. 

It was once a Homan’s chamber, 

AVhero ho kept his darkest revels. 

And the wild weeds twine and clambor ; 
It was then a chasm for devils. 


T T 
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XITE. 

There is a warm and gentle atmosphere 
About the form of one we love, and thus 
As ill a tender mist our spirits arc 

Wrapt ill the of tliat which is to us 

The health of life’s own life. 


siv, 

I low sweet it is to sit and read the talcs 
Of mighty poets, and to hear the while 
Sweet music, which when the attention fails 
Fills the dim pause 


XV. 

WiiAT men gain fairly- that they should possess, 
And children may inherit idleness. 

From him who earns it — This is understood ; 
Private injustice may be general go«>d. 

Put he wlu) gains by bjisc and armed wrong, 

Or guilty fraud, or base conipliaiiciiS, 

May be despoiled ; even as a stolen dress 
Is stript from a convicted thief, and liOi 
Left in the nakedness of infamy. 

XVI. 

Wake the serpent not — lest ho 
Should not know the way to gt), — 

Let him crawl which yet lies slecj)ing 
Through the deep grass of the meadow ! 

Not a beo sliall hear him creeping, 

Not a Maydly shall awaken, 

Fr«>in its cradling blue-bell shaken, 

Not the starlight ivs he’s sliding 
Through the grass with silent gliding. 

XVlf. 

JloMK has fallen, ye see it lying 
Heaped in undistinguished ruin : 

Nature is alone undying. 

xvirr. 

The fitful altoi’nations of tlie rain, 

When the chill wind, languiil as with pain 
Of its own Iicavy moisture, Iiere and there 
Drives through the grey aud beamless atmosphere. 
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XIX. 

I WOULD not bo a kiu" — enough 
Of woo it is to love ! 

The patli to power is steep and rough, 

And tempests reign above. 

I would not climb the imperial throne ; 

*Tis built on ice which fortuno’s siui 
Thaws in the height of noon. 

Then farewell, king, yet were I one, 

Care would not conic so soon. 

AVould he and I were far away 
Keeiniig flocks on Hiuielay ! 

XX. 

0 TiTou immortal deity 

Whose throne is in the depth of human thought, 

1 do luljure thy power and thee 

By all that man may be, by all that he is not, 

By all that he has been and yet must bo ! 

XXL 

II K wanders, like a day-appearing dream, 
Through the dim wildernesses of the mind ; 
Tlirougli desert woods and tracts, which seem 
Like ocean, homeless, boundless, uuconfinod. 


XX IT. 

ON KEATS, 

WHO IJKSTRJiD THAT «»%' HfS TOMIJ SHOl"T,l> T!i: INbCIUHKI) — 

‘‘ Hero lieth One whose name was writ on water 1” 

But ere the breath tliat could erase it blew, 

Oeatli, in remorse for that fell slaughter, 

Death, the i minor talising winter flew, 

Athwart the stream, aiul time’s moiilhloss torrent grew 
A scroll of crystal, blazoning the uauie 
Of Adonais ! — 


XXIIT. 

The i-ude wind is singing 
Ihio dii'ge of the mnsic dead, 
The cold -vvonns are clinging 
AVhere kisses were lately fed. 


T T 
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\’X1V. 

What art thou, Presumptuous, who profaiicst 
The wreath to miglity poets only due, 

Even whilst like a forgotten moon thou wancst ? 

Touch not those leaves \vhicli for the eternal few. 
Who wander o’er the paradise of fame, 

In sacred dedication ever gi’cw,— 

One of the crowd thou art witlioiit a name. 

Ah, friend, 'tis the false laurel that T wear ; 

llright though it seem, it is not the saino 
As that which bound AUltou’s immortal liair ; 

Its dew is poison ainl tlio hoj)cs that (juickeii 
Under its chilling shade, though seeming fair. 

Arc flowers which die almost before they sicken. 


\'\v. 

Whf.n soft winds and sunny skies 
With the green earth harmonise, 

And the young and dewy dawn, 
llohl as an \inhmited fawn, 

Up the windless hoavon is gonc-- 
Laiigh — for anibnshcd in tlio day, ^ 
Clouds and whirlwinds watcli their prej-. 


XXVI. 

The babe is at peace within the womb, 
The corpse is at rest M'ithiii the tomb, 
AVc begin ill wdiat we end. 


xxvii. 

These arc two friends who.se lives were undivhled , 
St) let their memory be, now they have glided 
Under their grave ; let not their bones he parted, 
For their two hearts ill life were single-hearted. 
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HYMNS OF ITO]\rER. 


IIYMX TO AJKRCURV. 


SiNcj, Muse, the son of Muia niul of Jove, 

The Hcrald-chihl, king of Arcadia 
And all its pastoral Jiills, whom in sweet iovc 
Having been interwoven, modest May 
Boro Kciiven’s dri'ad Supremo — an antiipio grove 
Shadowed tlio cavern where the lovers lay 
In the deep night, uiiscou by Clods or l\len, 

And wliitc-ariiied Juno slumbered nswoetly then. 

II. 

Now, when the joy of Jove luwl Us fulfilling, 

And Heaven’s tenth moon chronichul her ndlef, 

She gave to light a babe all babes excelling, 

A scliemer subtle beyond all belief; 

A sbeplionl of thin dreams, a cow-.'^ti’nling, 

A niglit-wateliing, and door-waylaying thief, 

AVlio ’moiigst the Gods was soon about to thieve, 

And other glorious actions to achieve. 

III. 

The babe was born at the first peep of day ; 

He began playing on the lyre at noon. 

And the same evening did be steal away 

Apollo’.s licnls ; — the fourth ilay of the moon 
On wdiich him bore the venerable iUay, 

From licr immortal limbs he leaped full soon, 

Nor long could in the sacred cradle keep, 

But out to seek Apollo’s herds wouhl creep. 

IV. 

Out of the lofty cavern wandering 

He found a tortoise, and crieil mit — A treasure !” 
th’or Mercury first mmlo the tortoise sing) 

Tlio beast before the portal at his leisure 



646 


HYMN TO MERCURY. 


The flowery herbage was depasturing, 

Moving his feet in a deliberate measure 
Over the turf. Jove’s profitable son 
Eyeing him laughed, and laughing thus begun : — 

V. 

A useful god-send arc you to mo now, 

King of the dance, companion of the feast. 

Lovely in all your nature ! Welcome, you 

Excellent playtliing ! Where, sweet mountain beast, 
Got you that sj)eckle<l shell ? Thus much I know. 

You must come home with me and be my guest ; 
You will give joy to me, and I will do 
All that is in my power to honour you. 

VI. 

“ Better to be at home than out of door ; 

So come W'ith me, and though it has been said 
That you alive delentl from magic ])OW(n', 

I know you will sing sweetly when you’re dead.” 
Thus having spoktiu, the quaint infant bore. 

Lifting it from the gra^ss on which it fed, 

And grasping it in his delighted hold. 

His trej\surc(i prize into the cavern old. 

VII. t 

Then scooping with a chisel of grey steel, 

He bored the life and soul out of the beast — 

Not swifter a swift thought of woe or weal 
Darts tlirougli the tumult of a luiman breast 
Which thronging cfires annoy— not swifter wheel 
The 'Hashes of its torture and unrest 
Out of the di/zy eyes — than INIaia’s sou 
All that he did devise liath fuatly iloiij. 

VIII. 

And through the tortoise’s hard strong skin 
At proper distances .«5inall holes he made, 

And fastened the cut stems of reeds within, 

And witli a piece of leather overlaiil 
The oj)on sjiaco arnl fixed the cubits in, 

Fitting the briilgc to both, an»l .stretched o’er all 
Syuiplioiiious chonls of shecp*gut rhythmical. 

IX. 

'SMien he liad wrought the lovely inslrumont, 

He trie<l tlie chonD, and made division meet 
rnsluding with tljn ploctruin, and there went 
Up from beneath his liaml a tumult sweet 
Of mighty soumh, and from his lips lie sent 
A strain of unpremeditated wit 
Joyous and wild and w’aiitoii — such you may 
Hear amomr revellers on a holiday. 
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X. 

He sung how Jove and May of the brlglit sanda] 

Dallied in love not quite legitimate ; 

And his own birth, still scoffing at the scanrlal, 

And naming his own name, did celebrate ; 

His mother’s cave and servant inai«ls he planned all 
In plastic verse, lier household stuff and state, 
Perennial pot, trippet, and brazen pan — 

But singing he conceived another plan. 

\i. 

Seized with a sudden fancy for fresh meat. 

He in his sacred crib deposited 
The hollow lyre, and from the cavern sweet 

Hushed w-ith great leaps up to the mountain’s head, 
Revolving in his mind some subtle feat 
Of thievish craft, such as a swindler might 
Devise in the lone season of dim night. 

xir. 

Lo ! the gi’cat Sun under the ocean’s bed lias 
Driven steeds and chariot- -the child inoaiiwhile strode 
O’er the Pierian mountains clothed in shadows, 

Where the immortal oxen of the Ood 
Arc pasturetl in the llowering uninown meadows. 

And safely stalled in a remote abode — 

The anjber Argicide, elute and proud, 

Drove fifty from tlio herd, lowing aloud. 

xin. 

Ho drove tbein wandering o'er the sandy way, 

But, being ever mindful of bis craft, 

Backwanl and forward droxe be them astray, 

So that the tracks, wbicli seemed before, wore aft : 

His sandals tlioii he threw to the ocean spray, 

And for cacfi foot he wrought a kind of raft 
Of tamarisk, and tamarisk ! ike sprij^. 

And bound them in a lump with withy twigs. 

XIV. 

And on his feet he tied those sandals light, 

The trail of whoso wide leaves might not betray 
Ilis track ; and tbc-n, a self-sufficing wigld, 

Like a man hastening on some distant way, 

Ho from Pieria’s mountain bent his llight ; 

But an old man perceived the infant pass 

Down green Oncliestus, heaped like bods with grass. 

XV. 

The ohl man stood dressing his sunny vine : 

“Halloo ! old fellow -witli the crooked shoulder ! 

You grub those stumps ] Before they xvill hear wine 
Mcthiiiks even you must grow a little older : 
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Attencl, I pray, to this advice of mine, 

As you would ’scape wliat iiiiglit appal a bolder — 
Seeing, see not — and licaring, hear not — and — 

If you have understanding — understand.” — 

XVI. 

So saying, Hermes roused the oxen vast ; 

O’er shadowy mountain and resounding dell, 

And flower-paven plains, great Hermes past ; 

Till the black night divine, which favouring fell 
Around liis sto])s, grew grey, an<l morning fast 
Wakened the woi'ld to work, and from her cell. 
Sea-strewn, the Pallantcan Moon sublime 
Into her watch-tower just began to climb. 

XVlf. 

Now to Alpheus ho had driven all 

The broiul fciroheaded oxen of the Sun ; 

TJicy came umvearicMl to the loft^' stall 
And to the water troughs wlih‘h ever run 
Through the fresli fields — au<l when with riishgvass tall 
Lotus and all sweet herbage, every one 
Had pastured been, the (Ireat Clod made them move 
ToAvards the stall in a collected drove. 

X\ 111. 

A mighty ]>ilo of Avood the Chid tlien heaped, « 

And having soon conceived the niysteiy 
Of firo, from two smooth laurel hrjuuihes stript 

Tlio bark, and ruliheil them in his ]>alnis, —on high 
Suddenly forth the burning vapour leapt, 

And the divine ehihl saw delightedly - 
Mercury first found out for huinaii weal 
Tindcr-box, matclics, fire-irons, Jliiit, and steel. 

XIX. 

And fine dry log.s and roots iiiinimerous 
Ho gathered in a delve upon tlie ground — 

And kindled lliem -and in.stantancous 

The strength i.»r the fierce llame was breathed around 
And whilst tlie miglii of glorious Viiloaii thus 

AVrapt the great pile wdtli glare aiul roaring sound, 
Henries draggeil forth two licifers, lowing loud, 

Close to the tire — such might was in the God. 

X.K. 

And on the earth upon their liacks he throw 

The panting beasts, and ridl^d them o’er and o’er, 
And bored tlnnr livi'S out. Without more ado 
He cut up fat and fiosli, and <lowu before 
The fire ou spits of wood he placed the two. 

Toasting their flesh and ribs, and all the gore 
Pursed in thir bowels; and wliilo this was done 
Ho stretched their hides over a craggy stone. 
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We mortals let an ox grow oltl, and then 
Cut it uj) after long consUlcratioii, — 

But joyous-minded lieriiiCH from tlic glen 
Drew the fat spoils to the more open station 
Of a flat smooth space, and portioned tlicni ; ami when 
He had by lot assigned to each a ratio’.i 
Of the twelve Gods, his mind became aware 
Of all the joys which in religion arc. 

x\ir. 

For the SAveet savour of the roasted meat 

Tempted him, though iminortah Xatliclcsse 
Ho checked his hauglity will and did not oat. 

Though what it cost him w()rds can scarce o\[»ross, 
And every wish to i)ut such morsels sweet 
Down liis most saen'd throat, lie did repress ; 

But soon Avithin the lofty portallcd stall 
He placed the fat and llcsh ami hones and all. 

XMU. 

And every trace of the frcsli butchery 

And cooking, the God soon made disappear, 

As if it all had vanish o«l Ihrongh the sky ; 

flo burned tlio hoofs and horns and head a?iJ hair, — 
The insatiate lire devoured tliein hmigrJIy ; 

And Avheii he saw that everyth ing was clour. 

He (pieiichod the coals ami tram]»Kd the hlack dust, 
And in the stream his bloody sandals tossed. 

XXIV. 

All night he AA’orked in the serene moonshine — 

But when the light of tiny Avas spread abroad 
He sought his natal mountiiiu-pcaks iliAhn*. 

On his long wamleriug, neither man nor god 
Had met him, since he killed Apollo’s kino, 

Nor house-dog had barked .it him on his road ; 

Noav he obliquely through the key-hole passed, 

Like a thin mist, or an autumnal blast. 

XN V. 

Bight through the temple of the spacious cave 
He Aveut Avitli soft light foot — as if his tread 
Fell not on earth; iio sound their falling gave; 

Then to his cradle he crept quick, ami ^prcjal 
The swaddling clothes about him ; and the knave 
Lay playing Avitli the covering of the bed, 

With his loft hand about his knees — the right 
Held his beloved tortoise-lyre tight. 

XXVI. 

There he lay innocent as a new-born child, 

As go^•sips siiy; but, though he wiis a god, 

^'he goddess, his fair mother, uubeguiled 
liiiew all that he had done, be mg abroad; 



650 


HYMN TO MERCtIBY. 


“Whence come you, and from what adventure wild. 

You cunning rogue, and wliere liave you aboflc 
All the long night, clothed in your impudence ? 

What have you done since you departed lieucc ? 

XXVII. 

“ Apollo soon will pass withiu this gate, 

And bind your tender body in a chain 
Inextricably tight, arul fast as fate, 

Unless you can (hdude the (lod again, 

Kven when witldii his anus — all, rmiiigate ! 

A pretty torment both for gods and men 
Your fatlier made when lie made you !” — “ Dear mother,” 
lleidied .sly Hermes, “wliereforc scold aiul bother 1 

XXVIII. 

“As if I were like other balms as old, 

And undcrsUiod nothing of what is what ; 

And cared at all to hoar my mother scold. 

I in my subtle brain a scheme have got. 

Which, whilst the sacred stars round Heaven are rolled, 
AVill profit yon and me — nor sliall our lot 
He as yon counsel, without gifts or food, 

To speml our lives in this obscure abode. 

XXIX. ^ 

“ But wo will leave this shadow-peopled cave, 

And live among the Oods, and pass each day 
In high commniiion, sharing what they have 
Of )»rofnse wealth and unexhausted prej’^ ; 

And, from the portion Avliicli my father gave 
To Phfcbus, I will snatch iny share away, 

Which if my fath<?r will not — nathelesso J, 

Who am the king of robbers, can but try. 

XXX. 

“ And, if Latona’a son should iind me out, 

I’ll countermine him by a deeper plan ; 
ril pierce the Pythian temple-walls, tlumgli stout. 

And sack the time of everything I can — 

Caldrons and tripods of great Avortli no doubt, 

ICiioh golden cup and poli.shcd brazen pan. 

All the wrought tapiistries and garments ga 3 \”- ■ 

So they together talked: — meanwhile the Hay 

XXXI. 

.liltliercal born, arose out of tlie flood 
Of flowing Ocean, bearing light to men. 

Apollo pa.ssed toward the sacred wood, 

AVhicli from tlie inmost depths of its green glen 
Echoes the voice of Neptune,— and there stood 
On the same spot in green Onchestus then 
That same old animal, the viiie-drcsser, 

Who was einpIo3"cd hedging his vineyard there. 
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I . AXXII. 

Latona's glorious Son began : — •* I pray 
Tell, ancient hedger of Oiichestua grooii, 

AVhcthcr a drove of kino lias j»;issed this way, 

All Iioifers with crooked horns'? for they have boon 
Stolen from the herd in high Pieria, 

Where a black bull was fed apart, between 
Tw'o woody mountains in a iw iglibouiing glen, 

And four fierce dogs watched there, unaiiinioiis as inon. 
xxxin. 

‘'And what is strange, the author of this tlieft 
Has stolen the fatted heifers every one, 

"Cut the four dogs and the hlaek hull are left: - 
Stolen they were last night at set of sim, 

Of their soft beds ainl the ij* sweet. foo«l Imreft - 
How tell tno, man born ere the world begun, 

Have you seen any otic ])as.s with the eow.s { ’ 

To whom the man of overhanging brow.‘<, - 
xvxiv. 

"My friend, it would re(]iiire no conituon skill 
Justly to fijioak of everything I see r 
On various purposes of go(»d or ill 

Many pitss liy my vineyard, and to me 
*Tis dilficult. to know thi‘ invisible 

Though fc.s, which in all tlio.a; many minds may be : — 
Thus mneh alone 1 eertainly eati say, 

I tilled lhe.se vines till the diiclite* of day, 

\N\V. 

"And then I thought f .saw, but dare not speak 
With certainty of .such a won<lroii.s thing, 

A child, who i-oidd not have been b«)r»' a \M‘ek, 

Those fair-huruod eattle clo.stsly following. 

And in hi.s hand he lu;ld a polished stiek : 

And, a.s on yuirpose, lie w.ilked wavering 
From one side to the other of the road, 

And with his face oit[»osi*d the steps he tr«»il.” 

KWVt. 

Apollo, hearing this, ])<is.setl ipuekly on - 

No winged omen could have shown more clear 
That the deceiver wa.s his falhers son. 

So the Go<l ^^^■aps a purple atmosphere 
Around his .shouhlois, and like lire is gone 
To famous Pylos, seeking his kiiie lin n.*, 

And found their track and his, yet hardiy cold, ^ 

And cried — " What wonder do mine c,yi*.s \)e\io\il 
xxxvii, 

" Here are the footsteps of the liovned bevd 
Turned back towards tlieir fields of aspliodcl ; 

But these ! are not the tracks of beast or Ijird, 

Grey wolf, or bear, or lion of the dell, 
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Or maned Centaur — sand was never stirred 
By man or woman thus ! Iiiexiilieahle 1 
Who with unwearied feet coiild e’er impress 
The sand with such enormous vestiges ? 

■xxxvnr. 

^'That was most strange — but this is stranger still ! 

Tims having said, Phoebus impetuously 
Sought high Cyllenc’s forest-cinctured hill. 

And the deep cavern where dark shadows lie. 

And where the ambrosial nymph witli happy will 
Bore the Saturnian’s love-child, Mercury — ■ 

And a delighted odour from the dew 
Of the hill pastures, at his coming, flow. 

x\xix. 

And Plioobns stooped niider the craggy roof 
Arched over the dark cavern : — Maia’s child 
Perceived that ho came angry, far aloof. 

About tbo cows of wliieh be had been beguiled, 
Ainl over him the flue and fragrant woof 

Of his ambrosial swa<hlling-clothes he piled — 

As among firebrands lies a bnriiing s])ark 
Covered, beneath the ashes cold and dark. 

XT.. 

There, like an infant who had sucked liis All, 

And now was newly washe<l and put to bed. 
Awake, but courting sloe]) with weary will 

And gatliercd in a lumj>, liands, feet, and bead. 

He lay, and Ids beloved toi toise still 

JTo graspe<l and held uinler his shouldcr-hlade ; 
Phccbiis the hjvely moniitaln goildcss knew. 

Not less her subtle, swindling baby, who 

XJ.I. 

Lay s^vathod in bis sly wiles. Bound evciy crook 
Of tlie ample cavern, for his kinc Apollo 
Looked sharp ; and wlicn he saw them not, he took 
The glittering key, and oi)ciied three great hollow 
Becesses in the rock — where many nook 

Was filled with the sweet food immortals swallow 
And mighty heaps of silver and of gold 
Were piled within — a wonder to beliold ! 

Xl.ll. 

And w'hite and silver robes, all ovcrwronglit 
With cunning workmanship of tracery sweet — 
l!lxcc]>t among the Oods tliere c.an be nought 
Jn the wide wmrhl to be compared with it. 
Latona’s offspring, after having sought 
His herds in every corner, thus did greet 
Great Hermes “ Ijittle cradled rogue, declare, 

Of iny illustrious heifers, w'here they are ! 
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“ Speak quickly ! or a quarrel between us 
Must rise, and tlio event will be, that 1 
Shall ba\il you into dismal Tartarus, 

In fiery gloom to <lwell eternally ! 

Nor shall your lather nor your imitln;r loose 
The bars of that black ilungemi — utterly 
You shall be east out from tlie light of day. 

To rule the ghosts of men, iinblest as tlle^^’* 

XMV. 

To whom t])us Hermes slily answered Sou 
Of great Ijiitona, what a sjmoi-h is this ! 

Why eomo you hero to ask me what is done 
With tins wild oxen whi<*,h it scimus yovi miss ( 

I have uot seen them, in)r from any one 
Have heard a word of the wlnfio business; 

Tf you shouhl promise an imnieiise rewai-tl, 

I could not tell more than you now have heard. 

XLV. 

** An ox-stetder should be both tall and strong, 
And I am but a little new-born tliii g, 

Wlio, yet at least, can tbiuk nolliing wrong:- 
My Imsiije.ss is to suck, and sleep, ami lling 
The cradJe eJotlu's about me all day long,- - 
Or, half asleep, liear my sweet mother sing, 

And to be waplied in water rle.m and wimn, 

And hushed and kissed and kept st'cure from ?ia**m. 

AI.V'I. 

let not e’er this tpiarrel ho. averred ! 

Tlie astounded (finis woufil laugh at you, if :'V*r 
You sin add a. lege, a st(»ry s<i absurd. 

As tbal a new-bj>i n iidiint forth could fare 
Out of his Injino after a savage herd. 

1 was born yesiei’day — my small feet aro 
Too tender for the roads so bard and rough : — 
And if you think tliab this is not enough, 

xT.vn. 

“ I Rwcai’ a great oath, by luy father’s head. 

That I stdlo not your cows, and that I know 
Of no one cl.<e who might, or could, or did. - 
Whatever things cows are 1 <lo not know, 

For I have only lieard the name.” — ^J’his said, 

He winked as fast as could he, and his brow 
Was wx-inkled, and a W'bistle loud gave lie, 

Like one who hears some strange absurdity. 

XLVIII. 

Apollo gently smilod and said : — ‘' Aye, aye, — 

Y"on cumung little rascal, you will bore 
Many a rich man’s house, aii<l your array 

Of thieves will lay their siege before his door. 
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Silent as niglit, in night ; and many a day 

In the wild gloiis rough sheplierds will deplore 
That you or yours, having an appetite. 

Met with their cattle, comrjide of the night ! 

XMX. 

“And this among the Gods sliall he your gift, 

To be considered as the lord of those 
Who swindle, house-break, slieep-steal, and shop-lift; 

l?ut now if 3 ’ou would not your last sleep doze. 
Crawl out !” — Thus saying, Thoebus did uplift 
The subtle infant in his swadil ling-clothes, 

And in his avnis, according to his wont, 

A scheme devised the illustrious Argiphont. 

T.. 

-js- * -:t * * 

■St * * * 

And sneezed and shuddore<l — Plimbtis on the grass 
Ifini tlu'ow, jiiid whilst all that ho hatl designed 
He did perform — eager althougli to pass, 

Apollo tlarted from his miglity mind 
Towards the subtle babe the following scolf : 

** Do not imagine this will get you o(V, 

I.T. , 

“ You little swaddled child of Jovo and May !” 

And seized him : — “By this omen 1 shall truce 
My noble herds, and you shall load the way.” — 
Cyllciiiaii Hermes frt)m the grassy placcj. 

Like one in eaincst haste to get away, 

Hose, and with hands lifted towards his face. 
Bound both his cars np from his shc>ulders drew 
His swaddling clothes, and — “ What mean you to do 

1.1 r. 

“With me, you unkind God T’ — said Mercury: 

“ Is it about these cow.s you tcaze me so ? 

I wish the race of cows were perished ! — I 
Stole not your cows — I do nut even know 
What things cows are. Alas ! I well may sigh. 

That, since 1 came into this world of woo, 

I should have ever heard the mime of one — 

But I ai)peal to the Saturnian’s throne.” 

j.iii. 

Thus Phenhus and the vagrant Mcrcuiy 
Talked without coming to an explanation. 

With adverse purpose. As for Plncbus, he 
Sought not revenge, but only information. 

And Hermes tried with lies and roguery 
To cheat Apollo. — But when no evasion 
Served — for the cunning one bis match had found — 
He paced oii first over the sandy ground. 
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He of tlie Silver Bow, the diihl of Jove, 

Followed behind, till to their heavenly Siiv 
Came both hiy children —boautirul Jis Lt.ve, 

And from his equal bahiiit;c did ivtjuire ' 

A^judyinoiit in the cause wherein they strove. 

O’er odorous Olympus and it.s snows 
A murmuring tumult as tlujy caiiu-. arose, - 
i.v. 

And from the folded depths of the groat Hill, 

While Hermes and Apollo reverent .sto«Hl ' 

Before Jove’s throne, the. indestmotihle 
Imuioi'tals rushevl in mighty mnltiludo ; 

And, whilst tlieir seats in order due they lill. 

The lofty Tliundercr in a careless mood 
To Phoebus said : — “Whence drive ymn this sweet prey. 
This herahl-baby, born but yesterday! 

LVl. 

“A most important subject, tritter, this 
To lay before the Cods !”- •“ \ay, fatln'r, uav. 

When you have understood the business. 

Say not that t alone am fond (»f i»roy. 

I found this little boy in a recess 

Uiulor Oylleno’s mountains fur away- 
A nianifo.st and most api)arciit thief, 

A scan dal -monger beyojid all bolicl. 

Lvir. 

“ T never saw his lihe either in heavcni 
Or \ipon i‘arth for knavery or craft ; - 
Out of the fujld my caillo yestiu*-ev(*n. 

By tlio low shoi’o on which the loud sea lauglusl. 

He right down to the river-ford ha«l driven ] 

And mere astonishuioiit would make, you daft 
To sec the double kiu<l of footsteps strange 
He has impressed wliereviw he did raiigt;. 

Lvin. 

'' The cattle’s track on the black <lust full well 
Is evident, as if they went towards 
The jdaec from wliicli tliey wiuie — ^that asjfhodi;! 

Mea<lovv, in which I feed my many henl.-j ; 

Ills steps were most incomprehcii'»ih]e - 
I know not how I can describe in words 
Those tracks — ho could liave gone along ti>o sands 
Neither upon his foot nor on his haiuls; - 

T.l-X. 

“ He must have had some other stranger mode 
Of moving on : those vestiges immense. 

Far a.s I traced them on tlie SJiiuly roa<l, 

Seemed like tlie trail of oak-teppiug.s -hut thence 
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No mark nor track denoting wlicre they trod 

The hard ground gave : — but, working at his fence, 
A mortal hedger saw 1dm as he past 
To Pylos, with tlie cows, in fiery haste. 

i-x. 

“I found that in tlio dark ho quietly 
TTad saerificetl some cows, .and before light 
Had thi'own the ashes all dispersed ly 

About the road — then, still as gluoni}?^ night. 

Had crept into liis cradle, either eye 

Rubbing, and cogitating some new sleight. 

No eagle could have seen him as he lay 
Hid ill Ids cavern from the peering day. 

I xi. 

"I taxed hijii with the fact, when ho averred 
Most solemnly that ho did neitlier see 
Nor even had in any manner heard 

Of my lost cows, whatever things cows he ; 

Nor could he tell, though olfered a reward, 

Not oven who could tell of them to me.’* 

So speaking, Plnelms sate; and Hermes then 
Addressc<l the Siii»rcmo Jjurd of Gods and Men : 

T.XIT. , 

“ Great h^ithcr, you know clearly beforehand 
That all which I shall say to you is sooth; 

[ am a most voracious iierson, and 
Totally unacquainted with untruth. 

At sunrise I’hcebus came, but with no band 
Of Gods to hear him witness, in great wrath 
To my abode, seeking his heifers there. 

And saying that I must show him where they are, 
i.xiir. 

“ Or ho would hurl me down tlie dark abyss. 

I know that every Aixdlonian limb 
Is clothed with speed and might ainl inanlineas. 

As a green bank with flowers luit unlike him 
T was born ycst(*rday, and you may guess 

He well knew this when he indulged the whim 
Of bullying a poor little new-boi’ii lliiiig 
That slept, and never thought of eow-driving. 

I.XIV. 

** Am I like a strong fellow wdio steals kino ? 

Believe me, dearest Father, such j’ou are, 

This driving of the herds is none of mine ; 

Across my threshold did I wander ne’er. 

So may I thrive ! I reverence the divine 
Sun and the Gods, and I love you, and care 
Rven for this hard accuser — who must know 
1 am as innoccut as they or you. 
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1-X.V, 

“ I swear by these most gloriously- wTought poitaV — 

(It is, you will allow, iin oath of might) 

Througli which the iiiultituao of the lmiiu>rUils 
Ttiss aud repass for ever, d^iy and uight, 

Devising schemes for the afliiirs of mortals — 

That I am guiltless ; and I will requite, 

Although mine enemy bo great ami strong, 

Dis cruel threat — do thou ilefoiul the yoiiiig !'* 

I.XVI, 

So speaking, the Cyllcniau Argiphont 

Winked, as if now his adversary was fitted : 

And Jupiter, accoi iling to his wont. 

Laughed heartily to hoar tin*- s\ibtlo-wiUed 
Infant give such a plausible account, 

And every word a lie. But he remittctl 
Judgment at present — Jiud his exhortation 
Was, to compose the allair by arhitiation. 

LXVfl. 

And they by mighty Ju}>iter were bidden 

To go forth with a single piirjuisc both, ^ 

Neither the other chiding nor yot chidden : 

And Mercury with innocence and truth 
To lead the way, and show where ho had hidden 
The mighty heifers. — Hermes, jiothing loth. 

Obeyed the -Kgis -bearer’s will — for he 
Is able to persuade all easily. 

I.XVIII. 

These lev cl 5" odiildrcii of Heaven’s liighost Lord 
Hastened to Pylos and the pastures wide 
And lofty stalls by the Alpheaii ford. 

Whore wealth in the mute night is multiplied 
With silent growth. Whilst Hermes drove the herd 
jOut of the stony cavern, Pluebus sj>ied 
The hides of those the little babe had slain, 

Stretched on the precii»icc above the plain. 

I.XIX. 

“ How was it possible,*’ then Plnebus said, 

I'hat you, a little child, born yesterday, 

A thing on mother’s milk and kisses fed. 

Could two prodigious heifers ever llayl 
K’eii I myself may well hereafter dread 
Your prowess, offspring of Cylleiiiau May, 

When you grow strong and tjill.” Ho spokv, nud Lo unu 
Stiff withy bands tlie infant’s wrists ai’ouud, 

I.XX. 

Tie might as well have bound thtj oxen wild . 

The withy bands, though starkly lutcrknit. 

Foil at the feet of the immoi-tal child. 

Loosened by some device of his quick wit. 

U U 
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Phcxsbus perceived himself again beguiled, 

And stared — while Hermes sought some hole or pit, 
Looking askance and winking fast as thought, 

Where ho might hide himself, and not bo caught. 

nxxi. 

Sudden ho changed his i^laii, and with stmuge skill 
Subdued the strong Latonian, by the might 
Of winning music, to his mightier will ; 

His left hand held the lyre, and in his nght 
The plectrum struck the chords — unconnuerable 
Up from beneath his hand in circling flight 
The gathering music rose — -and sweet as Love 
The penetrating notes did live and move 
1 .x xri. 

Within the heart of great Apollo — ho 

Listened Avith all his soul, and laughed for pleasure. 
Close to his siile stood harping fearlessly 
The unabasliod boy; and to the mojusiiro 
Of the sweet lyre, tlierc followed loud and free 
His joyous A^oice ; for he unlocked the trcasui*e 
Of his deep song, illustrating tlie birth 
Of the bright Oods and the dark desert Eartli : 

And hoAV to the Immortals eveiy one * 

A i^ortion Avas assigned of all that is ; 

But chief Mnoinosj’iio did Maia’s son 

Clotlic in the light of his loud melodies ,* — 

And, as each God Avas born or bad begun, 

He in their order <lue and fit degrees 
Sung of his birth and being — and did move 
Ajioilo to unuttcmblc love. 

I.XXlV. 

These Avords were winged with his SAvift delight ; 

“You licifer-stcaling schemer, Avell do you 
I>csorv'e that fifty oxen should requite 

Such minstrelsies as I have heard even now. 
Comrade of feasts, little contriving Avight, 

One of your secrets I would gladly knOAV, 

\Yhether the glorious poAver you now show forth 
Was folded up Avithiu you at your birth, 

LXXV, 

“ Or whether mortal taught or God inspired 
The power of unpremeditated song? 

Many divincst sounds have I admired 

The Olypiaii Gods and mortal men among ; 

But such a strain of wondrous, strange, uii tired. 

And soul-awakening music, SAvect and strong, 

Yet did I never hear except from thee. 

Offspring of May, impostor Mercury 1 
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1.x XVI. 

** What Muse, what skill, what uiiima^iuud use*, 

What exercise of subtlest ai*t, has given 
Thy songs such iiowcr ? — for those who hoar may choose 
From three, the choicest of the gifts of Hoavoii, 
Delight, and love, and sleep, sweet sleep, wJiose jIcws 
A re sweeter than the halinj' tcai*s of even : — 

And I, who .speak this praise, am that A]>ollo 
AVhorn the Olympian ]\iii.ses ever follow : 

i.xxvir. 

“ And their delight is dance, and the blithe noise 
Of song and overflowing poesy ; 

And sweet, even as desii*e, the licpiid voice 
Of pipes, that fills the clear air thrillingly ; 

But never did my inmost soul rejoice 
In this dear work of j'oiithful revelry, 

As now I w’onder at thee, son of Jove ; 

Thy harpings and thy song are soft iw love. 

i.xxvin. 

** Now since thou hast, although .so very small, 

Science of arts so glorious, thus I swear, - 
And lot this cornel javelin, keen and tail, 

Witness botwi'cn n.s wJiat I promise hero, — 

That I will lead thee to the Olyini»ian Hall, 

Honoured and mighty^, with thy niotUcr deal'. 

And many glorious gifts in joy will p,.ve fhee. 

An d even at ihc CJid will ne’er deceive thoc. 


T.XXIX. 

To whom thus Mercury with prudent speech 
“Wisely hast thou impiircd of my skill : 

I envy thee no thing I know to leach 

Even this day Ibv both in word and will 
I would be gentle with thee ; thou canst reach 
AJ 1 things in thy wise spirit, ami thy sill 
Is highest in heaven among the sou.s of .love, 
AVho loves thee in the fulness of his love. 


i.xxx. 

“ Tlio Counsellor Suiircmo has t^von to thee 
Divinest gifts, out of the amplitude 
Of his profuse exliaustless treasury ; 

By thee, ’tis said, the depths arc understood 
Of his far voice ; by thee the mystery 

Of all oracular fates, — and the dread mood 
Of the diviner is breathed up, even I— 

A child — perceive thy might and majesty 


LXXXI. ,1 I i -f 

“Thou canst seek out and compass all that wit 
Can find or teach yet since thoji wilt, come, tak 
The lyre— be mine the glory giving it - 
Strike the sweet chords, and smg aloud, 

u u « 
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Thy joyous pleasure out of many a fit 

Of tranced sound— and witli fleet fingers make 
Thy liquid-voiced comrade talk with thee, — 

It can talk measured music eloquently. 

LXXXII. 

“ Then bear it boldly to the revel loud, 
Love-wakeuiug tlsmee, or feast of solemn state, 

A joy by night or day — for tlioso endowed 
With art and wisdom who interrogate 
It teaches, babbling in delightful mood, 

All things which make tlie spirit most elate. 
Soothing the mind with sweet familiar play. 
Chasing the heavy shadows of dismay. 

i.xxxin. 

•'To those who are unskilled in its sweet tougue, 
Though tliey should question most impetuously 
Its hidden soul, it gossii>s something wrong — 
Some sonstilcss and inq^ertinent rexdy. 

But thou who art as wise as thou art strong, 

Cansb comi^ass all that thou desirest. 1 
Present thee with this music-flowing shell, 
Knowing thou eaust interrogate it well, 
nxxxiv. 

And lot us two henceforth together feed 
On this green mountain sloi>e and pastoral plain. 
The herds in litigation — they will breed 
Quickly enough to reconqHmse our i>ain. 

If to the bulls and cows we bike good hee<l ; — 

And thou, tlujugh somewhat over fond of gain, 
Uindge mo not half the profit.” — Having s]Jokc, 
The shell he iirotl'ered, and Ajjollo took. 

T.XXX V. 

And gave him in rctiu'n tlie glittering lash, 
Instnlling him ns herdsman; — from the look 
Of Mercury then laughed a Joyous fijish ; 

And thou A\>ollo with the xdectrum strook 
The chords, and from beneath his hands a crash 
Of mighty sounds rnshod up, w'hoso music shook 
The soul with sweetness, and like an adept 
His sweeter voice a just accordance kept. 

T.xxxvr. 

The herd went wandering o’er the divine mead, 
Whilst these most beautiful Sons of Jupiter 
Won their swift w'ny up to tlic siio\vy bead 
Of white Olympus, with the joyous lyre 
Soothing their journey ; and their father dread 
Gathered them both into familiar 
Affection sweet, — and then, and now, and ever, 
Hermes must love Him of the Golden Quiver, 
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To whom he p;ave the lyi*c that sweetly sounded, 
Which skilfully he hold and played ilnM ooii. 

He piped the wliile, and far and wide l ebonndoil 
TIio echo of his pi})in*'.s ; every one 
Of the Olympians sat with joy astonndeil, 

While ho conceived another piece of fun, 

One of his old tricks —winch tlie (hid of Day 
Tercciving, said : — “ 1 fear thee, Son of May ; - 

I-XXXVIII. 

I fear thee and thy sly chanioloon spirit, 

Lest thou shouldst steal niy lyre and crooked how; 
This glory and power thou <lost from dove inlicrit, 

To teach all craft upon the earth luilow ; 

Thieves hive and worship thee — it is thy merit 
To make all mortal business ebb and How 
Ily roguery : — now, Hermes, if you <laro 
By sacred Styx a might3' oath to swear, 

T.XXXIX. 

“ That yon will never rob me, you will do 
A thing extremely idea'^ing to my lieai 
Tlion Alorenry sware by the Stygian dew. 

That lie would never steal his bow or dart, 

Or lay his luimls on what to him was dne. 

Or over wonhl ernplojr bis powerful art 
Against bis P^dhiau fane. Then I'lnebus swore 
Tlicro was no (hid or man whom im lovo<l more, 
xe. 

And T will giv^i thee as a goo<l-will biken 
The beautiful wand of wealth ami hapniness; 

A perfect throe-leaved rod of gold uiihroKen, 

Whose magic will tb^*^ footsteps over hh ; 

And whatsoever Jove’s voice is s/ioke/i 
^Of eai-tlilj" or <Iivine from its recess. 

It like a loving soul to thee will speak, 

Anti more than this do thou forbear to seek: 

x«a. 

“ Vor, dearest clnld, tlie diviuatums high 
Which thou roquirest, ’tis unlawful ever 
That thou, or any other tleity. 

Should undersluiKl — and vain were the endeavour ; 
For they arc hidden in Jove s mind, ami T, 

In trust of them, have sworn that T would never 
Betray the counsels of Jove’s inmost will 
To any God — the oath wjis terrible. 

xcit. 

" Then, goldcn-wandcd brother, ask nic not 
To speak the fates by Jupiter ilcsigued ; 

But be it mine to toll their various hit 

To the uuuuuiborcd tribes of hunnni kind. 
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Let good to these and ill to those bo wrought 
As I dispense — ^but ho who comes consigned 
By voice and wings of perfect augury 
To iny great shrine, shall find avail in me. 

XCIII. 

** Him will I not deceive, but will assist; 

But he who conies relying on such birds 
As chatter vainly, who would strain and twist 
Tho purpose of the Gods witli idle words. 

And deems their knowledge light, he shall have mist 
His road — whilst I among my other hoards 
His gifts deposit. Yet, O son of May, 

I have another wondrous thing to say : 

xr-rv. 

“ Tliere are three Fates, three virgin Sisters, who. 
Rejoicing in their wind-outspeeding wings, 

Their heads with flour snoivcd over white and new, 
Sit in a vale round which Parnassus flings 
Its circling skiits— from these I have learned time 
Vaticinations of remotest things. 

My fiither cared not. AVhilst they search out dooms. 
They sit ai)art aud feed on honeycombs. 

xcv. j 

They, having eaten the fresh honey, grow 
Dnink with divine enthusiasm, aiul utter 
With earnest willingness the truth they know ; 

But, if ileprived of that sweet food, they mutter 
All plausible delusions ; — these to you 

I give if you inquire, they will not stutter; 
Delight your own soul -vvitli them : — any man 
You would iustmet may profit if he can. 

XCVI. 

“ Take these and tho fierce oxen, Maia's child — 

O’er many a horse and toil-enduring mule. 

O’er jaggc<.l -jawed lions, and tlio wild 

White-tusked boars, o’er all, by field or pool. 

Of cattle whicli the mighty Mother mild 
Nourishes iu her bosom, thou shalt rule — 

Thou dost aloiio the veil of death uplift — 

Thou givost not — yet this is a great gift.” 

xcvir. 

Thus King Apollo loved the child of May 

In truth, and Jove covered them with love and joy. 
Hermes' with Gods and men even from that day 
Mingled, and wrought the latter much annoy. 

And little profit, going fixr astray 

Through the duii night. Farewell, delightful Boy, 
Of Jove and Maia sprung, — ^never by me. 

Nor thou, nor other songs, shall unremembored be. 
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TO CASTOR AND POLLUX. 

Ye wild-eyed Muses, sing the Twins of Jove, 
Whom the fair-aucled I^cda mixed in lovo 
With mighty Saturn’s heaven-obscuring Child, 

On Taygetus, that lofty mountain wild. 

Brought forth in joy, mild Pollux void of blame, 
And steel-subduing Castor, heirs of fame. 

These arc the Powers who earth-born mortals savu 
And ships, wliose flight is swift (dong the wave. 
When wintry tempests o’er the savage sea 
Are raging, and the sailora tremblingly 
Call on the Twins of dove with piuyer and vow 
Gathered in fear upon the lofty prow, 

And sacrifice with snow-white lambs, the wind 
And the huge billow bursting close behind. 

Even then boiicatli the w'cltcring waters l)ear 
Tlio staggering sliip — they suddenly appear, 

On yellow wings rushing athwart the sky, 

And lull the blasts in mute tranquillity, 

And strew the waves on the wliite ocean’s bed, 
Pair omen of the voyage; from toil and dread, 
The sailors rest, rejoicing in the sight, 

And plough the quiet sea in safe delight. 


TO MINERVA. 

I STNC the gloi'i-ius Power wutli azure 
Athenian Pallas ! tamcle.ss, chaste, aufl wise, 

Trilogenia, towii-pre.scrviiig maid, 

Jlcvered and mighty ; from this awful head 
Whom Jove brought forth, in warlike avinowr dreat, 
Golden, all radiaut 1 wonder strange possessed 
The everlasting Gods that shape to see, 

Shaking a javelin keen, impetuously 
Rush from the crest of yEgis-beariiig Jove ; 

Fearfully Heaven was shaken, and did move 
Beneath the might of ilie Cerulcan-cycd ; 

Earth dreadfully resounded, far and wi«lc, 

And lifted from its depths, the sea swelled high 
In purple billows, the tide suddenly 
Stood still, and gi'cat Hyperion’s sun long time 
Checked his swift steeds, till where she stood sublime, 
Pallas from her immortal shoulders throw 
The arms divine ; wise Jove rejoiced to view. 

Child of the iEgis-bearer, hail to thee, 

Nor thine nor others* praise shall unremembered be. 
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TO THE SUK 

OFFsrnTNa of Jovo, Calliope, once more 
To tlio brijc^ht Sun, thy hymn of music pour; 

AVhom to the chihl of star-clad Heaven and Earth 
Euryphaossa, largc-cycd nymph, brought forth ; 
Euryphaossa, tlic famed sister lair 
Of great Hyperion, who to In’m dhl bear 
A race of loveliest children; the young Morn, 
Whose arms are like twin roses newly bom, 

The fair-haired Moon, and the immortal Sun, 

Who, borne by heavenly steeds his race doth mil 
TTucoiiquerably, illuming the abodes 
Of mortal men and the eternal gods. 

Fiercely look forth liis awo-ins]>iring eyes, 
HeneatU his golden helmet, whciico arise 
And are shot forth ahir clear beams of light; 

His couiitoiianco with radiant glory bright, 

Ecneatli !»is graceful locks far shines around, 

And the light vest with which his limbs are boiyul. 
Of woof etlioroal, delicately twined 
Glows in the stream of the uplifting wind. 

His rai>id steeds soon bear him to the west; 

Wliere their stceii flight his hands divine arrest. 
And the fleet car with yoke of gold, which ho 
Sends from bright heaven beneath the shadowy sea. 


TO THE MOON'. 

JDAri.iiTFRS of Jove, whose voice Is melody, 

Muses, wlio know and rule all minstrelsy ! 

Sing the wide-winged Moon. Around tlio earth. 
From h(*r iinmortal head in He«avcn shot forth. 
Far light is scattered — boundless gloiy springs, 
Where’er she spreads her many-beaming wings 
Tlio lamp] css air glows rouml her golden crown. 

Jiiit when the Ufoon ilivino from Heaven is gone 
Under the sea, her beams within abide. 

Till, bathing her bright limbs in Ocean’s tide. 
Clothing her form in garments glittering far. 

And having yoked to her immortal car 

The beam-invested steeds, whose necks on high 
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Curve back, slio drives to a remoter sky 
A western Crescent, borne inipetuoiislv. 

Then is made full the circle oflier 
And as she ^rows, her beams more bii-^ht ;ind bnVlit, 
Are ])ourcd fi-om Heaven, wliore she is hovering then', 
A wonder and a sign to mortal men. 

Tlie Son of Saturn with this gloru)US Power 
Mingled in love ami slecp~to wliom sIjo bore, 
Pandciii, a bright iiiuitl of beauty rare 
Among the (lotls, wliose lives ettn-nal arc. 

TTail Queen, great Moon, wluto-armed Divinitv, 
Fair-liaired and favourable, thus with iliee, 

My song beginning, by its music sweet 
Sluill make immortal many a glorious feat 
Of rlemigods, with lovely lips, so well 
Wliich minstrels, sei-vauts of the iiuisos, tell. 


TO THK EAUTH, MOTtfEU OE A EL. 

0 UNI VKRSAfj inotlKM*, who dost keep 
From everlasting iliy foundations <loep, 

Eldest of things. Oroat I'^arth, T siiig of Ihcc ; 

All shapes that have tboir dw'clling in the sea, 

All things that tly, or <ni the groiiml divine 
Live, move, ami there are nourished— these are thino 
Those from thy wealth tliou do.st sustain; from tliee 
Fair hahos an' horn, and fruits on everv tree 
Hang ri]>e and large, revered Divinity 1 
The life of mortal men \>cueiitli thy sway^ 

Ts held ; thy pow’or both gives and takes away 1 
^lilappy are they whom thy mild favouns nourish, 

All things unstinted round them grow and lloui isl). 
For tliem, ciidnres the life-snstaining field 
Its load of harvest, and their cattle yield 
Large imn'case, and their house with wealth is filled. 
Such honoured dwell in cities fair and free, 

The homes of lovely women, prosperously ; 

Their sons exult in youth's new' building gladness, 
And their fresh daughters free from care or saihiess. 
With bloom-inwoveu dance and happy song, 

On the soft flow'ors the meadow-grass arming, 

Leai) round them sporting — such delights by thee 
Are given, rich Pow'ei’, revered Divinity. 

Mother of gods, thou wife of starry Heaven, 
Farew'oll ! be thou propiticuis, and be given 
A happy life for this brief melody. 

Nor thou nor other songs shall inircmemborcd be. 
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THE CYCLOPS. 

^ ^atvxU Drama. 

translatej:) from thf grffk of kuri pedes. 


Sir.KNUS. I Ur.YssKs. 

Ciicmus OF Satyh.^. | Thk (JycLors. 

Silenits. O Bacchus, what a world of toll, both now 
And ere tliese limbs were overworn with age. 

Have I endured for thee Fii-st, when thou llcdst 
The mountain nymphs who nurst thee, driven afar 
By the strange madness Juno sent upon thee ; 

Then in the battle of the sons of Earth, 

WJion I stood foot by foot close to thy side. 

No unpropitious fellow combatant, * 

And, driving through his shield my winged spear. 

Slew vast Enceladus. Consider now, 

Is it a dream of which 1 speak to theol 
By .love it is not, for you have the trophies ! 

And now I sulfer moj-e tlam all befoi’e. 

For, wlien I heard that Juno had devised 
A tedious voyage for you, I put to sea 
With all my children quaint in search of you. 

And I myself stood on the beaked prow 
And fixed the naked mast ; and all my boys, 

Leaning upon tlicir oars, with splash and strain 
Made w'hite with foam the green and i>urple sea, — 

And so wo sought you, king. We were sailing 
Near Malca, when an eastern wind arose. 

And drove us to this wild ^Etneau rock •, 

The oue-oyed children of the Ocean God, 

Tho man-destroying Cycloi)sos inhabit. 

On tliis wild shore, their solitary caves ; 

And one of these, named Polypheme, has caught us 
To be his slaves ; and so, for all delight 
Of Bacchic sports, sweet dauco and melody. 

Wo keep this lawless giant’s wandering fioeks. 

My sons indeed, on far declivities, 

Young things themselves, tend on the youngling sheep, 
But I remain to fill the water casks. 

Or sweeping tho hard floor, or ministering 
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Some impious and abominablo meal 
To the fell Cyclops. I am wearied of it ! 

And now I must scrape up the Uttered floor 
With this great iron rake, so to receive 
My absent master and liis evening slieop 
In a cave neat and clean. Even Jiow I sec 
My children tending the flocks hitherward. 

Ha ! what is this I are your Sicinniau nieiisures 
Even now the same .'is when with danc«; and song 
You brought young Uaeclins to Atlueas halls I 


CHORUS OP SATYRS. 

STllOPHU. 

'\\^iere has he of rjice divine 
Wandered in the winding rocks 1 
Here the air is calm and fine 
For the father of the flocks; — 

Here the grass is soft and sweet. 

And the river eddies meet 
111 the trough beside the cave, 

Eriglit as in their fountain wave.- — 

Neithoj* here, nor on the dew 
Of the lawny uplands feeding I 
Oh, you come I — a stone at you 
Will I throw' to mend youv breeding • 

(hit along, you horned thing, 

Wild, seditious, r.uiibliug ! 

Ej’oue.* 

An Tacchic melody 

To the golden Aphrodite 

Will 1 lift, as erst <lid I 

Seeking her and her delight 

AVith the Maenads, w’iiose white fe^^t 

To the music ghiijco and /luet 

Jiicclius, 0 beloved, where, ^ 

Shaking wide thy yellow Uaiv, 

AVanclcrcst thou alone, afar'l 
To the one-eyed Cyclops, we, 

Who by right tby servants are, 

Minister in misery. 

In, these wretched goat-skins clad, 

Far from thy delights and thee. 

Silmus. Be silent, sons ; command the slaves to drive 
The gathered flocks into the rock-roofed cave. 

Chorus. Go ! But what needs this serious Iniste, 0 father 

StlenUiS. I see a Grecian vessel on the (joast, 

And thence the rowers, with some general, 


The Auti3troi»lie ip ‘■miitted. 
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Approaching to this cave. About their necks 
Hang empty vessels, as they wanted food, 

And water-flasks. — 0 miserable strangers ! 

Whence come they, that tliey knr>wuot what and who 
My master is, a])proaching in ill liour 
The inhospitable roof of Volypheme, 

And the Cyclopian jaw-bone, man-destroying ? 

Be silent, Satyrs, while 1 ask and hear, 

Whence coming, they arrive the iEtnean hill. 

Ulysses. Friends, can you show me sonic clear water spring, 
The remedy of our thirst? Will any one 
Furnish with food seamen in want of it ? 

Ha ! what is this ? We seem to be arrived 
At the blithe court of Bacchus. I observe 
This sportive barul of Satyrs nosir the caves. 

First let me greet the elder. — Tfail ! 

Silemis. Hail thou, 

0 Stranger ! Toll thy country and thy nice. 

Ulysses. The Ithacan Ulysses aud the king 
Of Cephalonia. 

iSilenus. Oh ! T know the man. 

Wordy and shrew’d, the son of Sisyphus. 

Ulysses. I am the same, hut do not rail upon mo. — 

Silevus. Whence sailing do you come to Sicily ? 

Llysses, hh’ona llion, and from the Trojan toils. 

Sifenus. How touche<l yon not at your paternal shore? 
Ulysses. 'IMio strength of tempests bore me here by force. 
Silenus. Tiw self-same accident occurred to mo. 

Ulysses. Were you then driven lierohy stress of weather ? 
Siienm. Following the Pirates who had kidnapped Bacchus. 
Ulysses. What land is this, and who inhabit it? — 

ISilc7ius. vFtna, the loftiest peak in Sicily. 

Ulysses. And arc there walls, and tower-siUTOundcd towns? 
Silenus. There arc not. — These lone rocks are bare of m^i 
Ulysses. And who possess the land? the race of beasts? 
Silenus. (lyclops, who live in caverns, not in houses. 

Ulysses. Obeying whom? Or is the state popular? 

Silenus. Shepherds : no one obeys any in aught. 

Ulysses. How live they? do they sow the corn of Ceres? 
Silenus. On milk and cheese, and on the flesh of sheep. 
Ulys.ses. Have they the Bromiaii <lrink from the vino’s stream 
Silenus. Ah! no; they live in an ungracious land. 

Ulysses. And arc they just to strangers? — ^liospitablc ? 

Siiemis. They think the sweetest thing a stranger brings, 

Ts liis own flesh. 

Ulysses. What I do they cat man’s flesh ? 

Silenus. No one comes here who is not eaten up. 

Ulysses. The Cyclops now — where is ho? Not at homo? 
Silenus, Absent on iEtiia, hunting with his dogs. 

Ulysses. Know’st thou what thou must do to aid us honco ? 
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Sdenus. I know not : we will help von all wo can 
Ulysses. Provide us food, of wliicli wo are in want. 

Silenus. Hero is not anything, as I sjiid,but moat. 

Ulysses. But meat is a sweet reinedv for hmj.^er 
Menus. CJow’s milk there i-s ainl store of eunlled cheese. 
Ulysses. Ilniig out : I would see all before 1 bargain 
Menus. But how much gold will you engage to give *- 
Ulysses. I bring no gold, but Bacchic juice. 

J^'daius. , 

iis long sineo those dry lips were wet with wine. 

Ulysses. Maron, the son of the God, gave it me. 

Menus. Wlioni T liave nursed a baby in my anus. 

Ulysses. The son of Bjicchus, for y«mr cleai cr knowledge. 
Menus. Have you it now ? — or is it in the ship { ° 

Ulysses. Old man, this skin c<»utains it, which you sec. 

SUenus. Why this would hardly be a mr)iitldhl for me. 

Ulysses. Nay, twice as much as you can draw from thence. 
^Sllenus. You speak of a fair fountain, sweet to me. 

Ulysses. Wouhl you first taste of the nnmingled ;vino ? 
t^ilenu^. ’Tis just — tasting invites the purchuser. 

Ulysses. Hero is the 'Mip, together with llio skin. 

t^llenus. Ponr : that the draught may fdlip my reinembraiic . 

Ulysses. See ! 

Menus. Papaiapiex 1 what a sweet smell it ha.s ! 

Ulysses. Y ou se(‘. it then '! — 

By Jove, no I hut I smell it. 

Ulysses, Tiiste, that you may not praise it in words only. 
SHenus. J-Jahai ! Great Bacchus calls mo forth to daniie ! 

Joy 2 joy! • 

Ulysses. Hid it i’ow sweetly down your tl rt)iit ? 

Menus. Sd that it tingled to my very nails. 

Ulysses. And in addition 1 will give you gold. 

Silenus. L('t gold iih>no ! only unlock the cask. 

. Jllysses. Bring out some cheeses uow, or a young guat. 

MeniLs. That will I do, despising any master. 

Yes, let me drink one cup, and 1 will give 
All that the Cyidops feed upon their m«)untaiu3. 

* ''* * * * 

Chorus. Ye have taken Troy, and laid your hands on Helen '{ 
Ulysses. And utterly destroyed the race of Priam. 

Silenus. * * * * * 

The wanton wretch ! She was bew'itclicd to see 
The many-coloured anklets and the chain 
Of woven gold which girt the nock of Paris, 

And so she left that good man Meiiolaus. 

There should bo no more w'omeu in the world 
But such as are reserved for me alone. ~ 

See, here are sheep, and here arc goats, Ulysses ; 

Here are unsparing cheeses of pressed milk ; 

Take them ; depart with what good speed yc may ; 
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First leaving my reward, the Bacchic dew 
Of joy-inspiring grapes. 

Ulysses. Ah me ! Alas ! 

What shall we do ? the Cyclops is at hand I 
Old man, we perish ! whither can we fly 1 

Silenus. Hide yourselves quick within that hollow rock. 
Ulysses. *Twere perilous to fly into the net. 

Silenus. The cavern lias recesses numberless ; 

Hide yourselves quick. 

Ulysses. That will I never do : 

The mighty Ti’oy would bo indeed disgraced 
If I should lly one man. How many times 
Have I withstood with shield immovable. 

Ten thousand riirygiaus ! — If I needs must die. 

Yet will I die with glory ; — if I live, 

The praise which I have gained will yet remain. 

Silenus. What, ho i assistance, comrades, haste, assistance ! 

The CYt^iOPs, Sii.KNUS, Ur.YssKs ; Ciiouus. 

Cyclops. What is this tumult? Bacchus is not here, 

Nor tympiinics nor brazen castanets. 

How arc my young lambs in the cavern ? Milking 
Their dams, or playing by their sides? An^l is 
The now cheese pressed into the bull-rush baskets ? , 

Speak ! I’ll bent some of you till you rain tears — 

Look up, not downwards, when I speak to you. 

Silenus. Sec ! 1 now gape at Jupiter himself, 

I stare upon Orion and the stars. 

Cyclops. Well, is the dinner fitly cooked and laid ? 

Silenus. All ready, if your throat is ready too. 

Cyclops. Are the bowls full of milk besides '? 

Silenus. O’crbriinming ; 

So you may drink a tunf\u if you will. 

Cyclops. Is it ewe's milk, or cow’s milk, or both mixed ? — 
Silenus. Both, either; only pray don’t swallow me. 

Cyclops. B}’^ no means. 

What is this crowd I see bc.sidc the stalls? 

Outlaws or thieves ? for near my cavern homo 
I see my young lambs coupled two by two 
With willow hands : mixed witli my cheeses lie 
Tlicir implements ; and this old fellow liero 
Has his bald head broken mtb stripes. 

Silenus. Ah me ! 

I have been beaten till I burn with fever. 

Cyclops. By whom ? Who laid his fist upon your head ? 
Silenus. Those men, because I would not suffer them 
To steal your goods. 

Cyclops. Did not the rascals know 

I am a God, sprung from the race of beaven ? 

Silenus. I told them so, but they boro off your things, 



THE CYCLOrs. 


071 


And ato tlie clicoso in spite of all I 

And earned out tlie lauil)s — ^suid said^ movoovor 

They’d pin you down with a three-cubit c»>ll!ir, ’ 

And pull your vitals out through your one oyo, 

Torture your back with stripes; then, binding you, 

Throw you as ballast into the ship’s hold, 

And then deliver you, a slave, to move 
Enormous rocks, or found a vestibule. 

Cyclopft, In trutli'l Nay, haste, and ])laco in order (luickly 
The cooking knives, an<l heap upon the hearth, 

And kindle it, a great faggot of wood. — 

As soon as they arc slaughtered, they shall fill 
My belly, broiling w'arin from the live coals. 

Or boileil and seethed w'ithin the bubbling cauldron. 

I am (juite si(.*k of the wild mountain game ; 

Of stags and lions 1 have gorged enough, 

And 1 gi’ow hungry for the Hosh of nuni. 

Silenus. Nay, master, something new is very jdeasanl 
After one thing for ever, ainl of late 
Very few strangers have approached our cave. 

Ulysses, Hear, ( 'yclops, a plain talc on the )thcr side 
Wo, wanting to buy food, came from our sliip 
Into the ncighbourliood of your cave, and hero 
This old Silenus gave us in excliangc 
Those lambs for wine, the which ho took and drank, 

And all by nnitual conijiact, w'ithout force. 

There is no word of truth in what he says, 

For slily he was selling all your store. 

Sifemis, I ? May you poriBh, ^Yrctch — 

Ulysses. If I si>oak hdsc ! 

Silenus. Cvelo2iH. I sw’car by Nci>tuiie wLo begot tlioe. 

By mighty Ti itou and by Nerous old. 

Calypso and the glaucous occau Nymphs, 

The sacred weaves luid all the race of fishes — 
b’^'ihcse the witnesses, my dear sweet master, 

My darling little Cycloi)s, that I never 

Gave any of your stores to these false sti’angcrs. — 

If I speak false may those whom most I love, 

My cbdldren, perish wretchedly ! 

Chorus. _ There stop ! 

I saw him giving these things to the strangers. 

If I speak false, then may my father perish, 

But do not tli*ou Avrong liospitality. 

Oydops. You lie ! I swear that he is juster far 
Than Rhadamanthus — 1 trust more in him. 

But lot me ask, whence have yo sailed, O strangers?. 

Who are you ? and wliat city nourished yo ? 

Ulysses, Our race is Ithacan. — Having destroyed 
The town of Troy, the tomi)e8ta of the sea 
Have driven us on thy land, 0 I’olyphcme, 
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Cyclops. What, have ye shai-ed in the uiienvied spoil 
Of the false Helen, near Scamfimler’s stream ? 

Ulysses. The same, having endured a woeful toil. 

Cyclops. 0 basest expedition ! Sailed ye not 
From Greece to Phrygia for one woman’s sjike 1 

Ulysses. ’Twas the Gods’ work — no mortal was in fault. 
But, 0 great offsiuing of the Ocean King ! 

We pray thee and admonish thee with freedom, 

That thou dost spare tliy friends who visit thee, 

And place no impious food within thy jaws. 

For in the depths of Greece we have uiu-eared 
Temples to thy great hither, which are all 
His homes. The sacred bay of Toenarus 
Bemains inviolate, and each dim recess 
Scooped high on the Mfilcan promontory’, 

And aery Snniiun’s silver- veined crag, 

W'hich divine Pallas keeps unpro failed ever, 

TJie Gerastian asylums, and whate’er 
AVithin wide Greece our enterprise hsis kept 
From Phrygian contumely ; and in which 
You have a common care, for you inhabit 
The skirts of Grecian land, under the roots 
Of /l^tna and its crags, sjiotted wdth fire. 

Turn then to converse under human laws ; 

Ecceivo us shipwrecked suppliants, and provide 
Food, clothes, and fire, and hospitable gifts; 

Nor, fixing upon oxeu-piercing spits 
Our liuibs, so fdl your belly and your jaws. 

Priam’s wdde land has widowed Greece enough ; 

And weapon-winged murder heaped together 
Enough of dead, and wives arc husbandlegs. 

And ancient women and grey fathei-s wail 
Their chiUlles-; age if you should roast the rOot, 

And ’tis a bitter feast that you prepare, 

AVherc then would any turn ? Yet be persuaded ; 

Forego the lust of your jaw-bone; prefer 
Pious humanity to wicked will ; 

Many lip,ve bought too dear their evil joys. 

Silcnns. Let me advise you ; do not spare a morsel 
Of all his flesh. If you should cat Ins tongue 
You would become most eloquent, 0 Cyclops. 

Cyclops. Wealth, my good follow, is the wise ^uau’s God 
All other things are a pretence and boiust. 

AVhat are my father’s ocean promontories, 

The sacred rocks whereon he dwells, to rne? 

Stranger, I laugh to scorn Jove’s thunderbolt, 

I know not that his strength is more than mine. 

As to the rest I care not. — When he pours 
Eain from above, I have a close pavilion 
Under this rock, in which I lie supine. 
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Feasting on a roast calf or some wild beast. 

And drinking pans of unlk, and gloriously 
Emulating the tliunder of higli heaven. 

And wlieu the Thracian wiiitl pours down the snow, 

I wraji my bo<ly in the skins of bcjists, 

Kindle a fire, and bid tlie snow whirl on. 

The earth by force, whether it will or no, 

Bringing forth grass, fattens my Hocks and herds, 

Which, to what other (lod but to myself 
And this great holly, first of deities. 

Should I be bound to sacrifice? J well know 
The wise man s only Jupiter is this, 

To eat and drink <luring his little <iay, 

And give hiinsidf no care. And as for those 
Who complicate with laws the life of man, 

I freely give them tears for their reward. 

I will not cheat my soul of its delight. 

Or hesitate in dining njioii 3 'ou ; — 

And that 1 ina)’ ho quit of all demands, * 

I'hesc are my liospitable gifts ; — fierce fire 
And yon ancestral cauldron, which o’erbnbbling 
Shall finel)^ cook your miscruhlu iJesh. 

Creep in 1 — 

Ulysses, ^y , ay ! 1 have escaped Iho Th'ojau toils, 

I have escaped tlio sea, and now 1 fall 
Under the cruel gras\) of one impious man. 

O Fallas, mist ress, Goddess, sprung from Jove, 

Kow, now, nssis’t me ! Mightier toils than Troy 
Are these -I totter on the chasms of peril;- - 
And thou who iiiliabitest the thrones 
Of the bright stars, look, hovSpitable Jove, 

Upon this outrage of thy deity, 

OtL» vise be considered as no God. 

Chorus (alonr). 

For your gaping gulf aud your gullet wide 
The ravine i^ rcad\' on evciy side ; 

The limbs of the strangers are cooked and done, 

There is boiled meat, and roast meat, and meat from the coal, 
You may chop it, and tear it, ami gnash it for fun, 

A hairy goat’s sly 11 contains the whole. 

Let me but escape, and ferry me o’er 
The stream of your wrath to a safer shore. 

The Cyclops JEtnean is cruel and bold, 

Ho murders the strangers 
That sit on his hearth, 

And dreads no avengora 
To rise from the earth. 


X X 
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He roasts the men before they arc cold, 

He Kiiatohes them broiliii" from tlio coal, 

And from the cauldron pulls them whole. 

And minces their flesh and gnaws their bone 
With his cursed teeth, till all be gone. 

Farewell, foul pavilirm ! 

Farewell, rites of drefid ! 

The Oyclo]>s vermilion. 

With slaughter uneloying. 

Now feasts on the ilead. 

In the flesh of at raiigei*s joying ! 

Ulysacs. O Jupiter 1 T saw within the cavo 
Horrible things : deeds to bo feigned in words. 

But not believed as being done. 

Chorun. What ! sawost thou the im]nous Polyphemo 
Feasting upon your loved com|)anionH now ? 

Uhjssp.s. S(deeting tvvo, tlio ])liunpest of the crowd. 
He grasped them in his hands. — 

Chorus. Unhappy man ! , 

♦ * II * 

XJJysses. Soon as we came into this ci’aggy place. 
Kindling a fire, he cast on the broad heai’th t 

The knotty limbs of an eiiormons oak, 

Three waggon-loads at least, and then he strewed 
Upon the ground, hosido the red fire light, 

His couch of pine lo ives; and ho milked the cows, 

And pouring forth the wliite milk, filled a bowl 
Three cubits wide au<l four in depth, as mucli 
As would contain four am])Ijonc, and bound it 
With ivy wreaths ; then ])laccd upon the fire 
A brazen pot to boil, and make red hot 
The points of spits, not sharj)cned with the sickle, 

But with a fniit-lree hough, and with the jaws 
Of axes for A^tnoaii slaugliteniigs.* 

And when this God-ahaiidoiied cook of hell 
Had made all ready, ho seized two of us. 

And killed thiun in a kind of measured manner; 

For ho flung one jigainst tlui brazen rivets 
Of the huge cauldron, and seized the other 
By the foot’s tendon, and knocked out his hr^lns 
Upon the sharp edge of the craggy stone : 

Then peeled his flesh witli a great cooking knife. 

And put him down to roast. The other’s limbs 
He cliopped into tlie cauldron to be boiled. 

And I, with the tears raining from my eyes, 

Stood near the Cyclops, ministering to liim ; 

* I confess I do not understand this. — Note of the Author. 
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The rest, in the recesses of the cave. 

Clung to the rook like bats, bloo^llcss with fear. 

When ho was filletl with niy coinpanions lli’sh,’ 

Ho thi cw himself u]i()n the grouiul, ami scut 
A loathsome exhalation from his maw'. 

Then a divine thought came to me. I filled 
The cup of Maron, ami J offenul him 
To taste, ami said Child of the Occaiid lod, 

Ihdiold w'liat drink the vines of (Irocce produce, 

The exultation and the joy ofHacchus.” 

Ho, satiated with his unnatural food, 

Received it, and at one drauLdit <hank it off, 

And, taking my hand, praised me;-'* Thou hast given 
A sweet di-auglit after a sweet meal, dear guest.” 

And r, perceiving that it pleased hiin, filled 
Another cup, well knowing that the w'ine 
Would wound him soou and take a sure revenge. 

And the charm fascinated him, and I 
riicd him ouji after cu]), until tlie drink 
Had w’armed his entiails, and he sang aloud 
In concert with my w’ailing fcllow'-seamon 
A liidcous <liscord--ai)(l the cavern ning. 

I have stt)len cnit, so that if you W’ill 
You may achieve my safety and your own. 

But say, do you desire, or not, to fly 
This uiieoinpanionuble man, and dwell, 

As was your w’ont, among the (Grecian nymphs, 

AVithin flie fanes of your beloved Cod ? 

Voiir father there w'ithin agrees to it, 

But lie is weak and fivcrcomo with wine. 

And caught if with hirdlime by the cup. 

He claps his wdugs ami crows in doating joy. 

You who are young csca]>o with me, and find 
melius your ancient friend; unsuitod he 
To tliis rmle ('yclops. 

Churtfs. 0 my dearest, frieml, 

That I could see that day, and leave for ever 
The imi>ious Cyclojis. 

* * ♦ * 

Ulymtft. Listen then wOmt a punishment I have 
For this fell .monster, how secure a flight 
From your liard servitude. 

Chorva. Oh sweeter far 

Than is the rmisic of an Asian lyre 
AVould be tlie news of Poly pli cine destroyed. 

Uli/sses. Delighted wdth the Bacchic drink, he goes 
To c.all liis brother Cyclops — ^who inh.abit 
A vill.ngo upon .^Rna not far off. 

Chorus. I understand : catching him when alone, 

X X 2 
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You think by some measure to dispatch him, 

Or thrust him from the precipice. 

Ulysses. Oh no ; 

Nothing of that kind ; my device is subtle. 

Chorus. I Tow then ? T beard of old tTmt thou wert wise. 
Uhjsses, I will dissuade him from this plan, by saying 
It were unwise to give the Cj^clopscs 
This precious drink, which if enjoyed alone 
Would make life sweeter for a longer time. 

When vanquished by the Ikicchic power, he sleeps. 

There is a trunk of olive-wood witliin. 

Whose point, having made sharp with this good sword, 

I will conceal in fire, and when T sec 
It is alight, will fix it, burning yet. 

Within the socket of the Cyclops’ eye. 

And melt it out with fire — as when a man 
Turns by its handle a great auger round. 

Fitting tlic fraiuo-work of a shi[> with beams. 

So will T in the Cycloioa' fiery eye 

Turn round the brand, and dry the pupil up. 

Chorus. Joy ! I am mad with joy at your device. 

Uhjsscs. And thou with yoii, my friends, and the old man. 
We’ll load the hollow depth of our black ship, 

And row with double strokes from this dread shore! 

Chorus. l\fay I, as in libations to a God, 

Share in the bliiiding him with the red brand ? 

I wo\ild have some commiinir)n in his death. 

Ulysses. Doubtless ; the brand is a great brand to hold. 
Chorus. Oh ! I would lift a hundred waggoudoads, 

If like a wasp’s nest I could scoop the eye out 
Of the detested Cyclops. 

Ulysses. Silence now ! 

Yo know the close device — and when I call. 

Look yo obey the masters of the craft. 

I will not save myself and leave behind 
My comrades in the cave : I might escape. 

Having got clear from that obscure recess. 

But ’twere unjust to leave in jeopardy 

The dear companions who sailed here with me. 

Chorus. 

Come ! who is first, that with his h^nd 
Will urge down the burning brand 
Through the lids, and quench and pierce 
The Cyclops’ eye so fiery fierce ] 

Semi-chorus I . — Song within. 

Listen ! listen ! he is coming, 

A most hideous discord humming, 

Drunken, museless, awkward, yelling, 

Far along his rocky dwelling ; 
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liCt US with some comic spell 
Teach the yet uiitcacliable. 

By all means he must ho hlimiotl, 

If my counsel be but iniiuled. 

SKMi-ciiouns II. 

Happy those made odorous 

With the dew which sweet grapes weep, 

To the village hastening thus. 

Seek tlio vinos that soothe to sleep, 

Having first embrac€i<l thy friend, 

There in luxury withoutdid. 

With the strings of yellow liair. 

Of thy voluptuous Ionian fair, 

Shall sit playing on a bed !- — 

Speak, what door is opened ? 

CvoT.ora. 

Ha ! ha ! ha ! I’m full of wine, 

Heavy with the joy' tlivine, 

AV'ith the y'ouiig feast oversntod. 

Like a merchants vessel iVeightcd 
To the water s eilge, my' crop 
Is laden to the gullet’s top. 

I’lie fresh mcailow grass of spring 
Tempts mo forth, thus wamlcring 
To my brothers on tlio inoiu'tains, 

IN' ho shall share the wine’s sweet ibimtains. 
Bring the cask, 0 stranger, bring 1 
Chouus. 

One witl) eves the fairest 
Cometh fro'ii his dwelling: 

Some one loves time, rarest, 

Bright beyond my telling. 

In thy grace Uiou shincsb 
lake some nymph divincst, 

In her caverns dewy ; — 

All delights jmrsue thee, 

Soon ])ied dowers, sweet-breathing, 

Shall thy head be wreathing. 

THysscs. Listen, O Cyclops, for T am wadi skilled 
In Bacchus, whom I gave tlieo of to drink. 

Cyclops. Wh;^ sort of Cod is Bacchus then accounted 1 
Ulysses. The greatest among men for joy of life. 
Cyclops. I guipt him down with very great delight. 
Ulysses. This is a Cod who never injures men. 

Cyclops. How does the Co«l like living in a skin I 
Ulysses. Ho is content wherever he is put. 

Cyclops. Gods sli^uhl not have thuir body in a skin. 
Ulysses. If he give joy, what is hjs skin to you ? 
Cyclops. I hate the skin, but love the wine within. 
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Ulysses. Stay hero; now tlriiik, and make your spirit glad. 
Cyclops. Sliould I not share this liquor with my brothers I 
Ulysses, Keep it yourself, and be more honoured so. 

Cyclops. I were more useful, giving to my friends. 

Ulysses. But village mirth breeds contests, broils, and blows. 
Cyclops. When I am drunk none shall lay hands on me. — 
Ulysses. A drunken man is better witliin doors. 

Cyclops. He in a fool, who drinking loves not mirth. 

Ulysses. But lie is wise, who drunk, remains at home. 
Cyclops. What shall I do, Sileiius? Shall I stay ? 

Silenus. Stay — for wliat need have you of pot companions 1 
Cyclops. Indeed this place is closely carpeted 
With llowcrs and grass. 

Silenus. And in the sun-warm noon 

’Tis sweet to drink. Lie down beside me now, 
riaeing your mighty sides upon the ground. 

Cyclops. What do you put the cup behind me fori 
SileniLS. That no one here may touch it. 

Cyclops. Tlnevish one ! 

Vou want to drink ; — hero place it in the midst. 

And thou, 0 stranger, tell how .art thou cal led 1 
Ulysses. My name is Nobody. IV'hafc favour now 
Shall I receive to praise you at your hands ? 

Cyclops. I’ll feast on you the last of your companioits. 
Ulysses, You grant your guest a fair reward, O Cyclops. 
Cyclops. Ha ! what is this! Stealing the wine, you rogue I 
Silenus. it was this stranger kissing me, because 
I looked so beautiful. 

Cyclops, You shall repunt 

For kissing the coy wine that loves you not. 

Silenus. By Jupiter ! you said that I .am fair. 

Cyclops. l*our out, .and only give me the cup full. 

Silenus. How is it mixed? Let me observe. 

Cyclops. Curse you^ , 

(live it me so. 

Silenus. Kot till I sec you wear 

That coronal, and taste the cup to you. 

Cyclops. Thou Avily traitor ! 

Silenus. But the wine is sweet. 

Aye, you will roar if you are caught in drinking. 

Cyclops. See now, my lip is clean and .all my board. 

Silenus, Now }>ut your elbow riglit, and diinl^ again. 

As you SCO me drink — * * * 

Cyclops. How now? 

Silenus. Ye Oods, Avliat a delicious gulp ! 

Cyclops. Guest, take it ; — you pour out the wine for me. 
Ulysses. The wine is well accustomed to my hand. 

Cyclops. Pour out the wine ! • 

Ulysses. I pour ; only bo silent. 

Cyclops, Silence is a hard task to him who drinks. 
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Vlysses. Take ifc and drink it oir,- leave not a dreg. 

Oh, that the drinker died with his own draught ! 

Cyclops. Papai \ the vino must bo a sapient plant. 

Ulysses. If you drink much after a mighty feast, 
Moistening your tlnrsty maw, yon will sleep well; 

If you leave aught, Bacchus will dry you up. 

Cyclops. Ilo ! ho ! 1 can scarce rise. W hat pure delight ' 
The hcavena and earth appear to whirl about 
Confusedly. 1 see the throne of ^ ove 
And the clear congregati<»n of the Gods. 

Now if the Graces tempted me to kiss, 

I would not, for the loveliest of them all 
I would not leave this Gauymeile. 

f^Uenas. Polyphcmc, 

I am the Ganymede of Jupiter. 

Cyclops. 15y Jove you are ; I bore you from Dardanus. 

Ulyssks and the (hiouus. 

Ulysses. Come, boys of Bacchus, chddrcn of high race, 
This man within is folded up in sleep, 

And soon will vomit flesh from his fell maw ; 

The brand under the shed thrusts out its smoke, 

No prei».aratioii needs, hut to burn out 

The inoiistor’s c\o ; — but bear yourselves like men. 

Chorus. We will have courage like tl»c adamant rock. 

All thing.T are ready hw you here; go in, 

Before our father shall perceive the noise. 

Ulysses. Vulcan, ^Btiienn king I hum out witli fire 
The shining ‘eye of tljis tliy neighbouring monster/ 

And tlion, O Sleep, iiiii sling of gloomy night, 

Descend unmiyed on thi-s God-hutc<l bea.st, 

And sutler not riy.sses and Ids comrades, 
llcturning from their famous 'Jh’ojau toils. 

To perish by this man, who cares not either 
F(T^ (♦od or mortal ; or I neetls must tliink 
That (.'liaiico is a supreme divinity. 

And things divine are subject to her power. 

C«oH\:s. 

Soon a crab the throat will sei/o 
Of him who feeds u]»ou his guest, 

Fire will burn his laiup-likc eyes 
revenge of such a fcjust ! 

A great oak stump now is lying 
111 the ashes yet undying. 

Come, Maron, come ! 

Raging let him fix the doom, 

JiCt him tear the eyelid up. 

Of the Cyclops — that hi.s cup 
May be evil 1 

Oh, I long to dance and revel 
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With sweet Bromian, long desired; 

In loved ivy-wreaths attired ; 

Leaving this abandoned home — 

Will the moment ever come 1 

Ulysses, Be silent, ye wild things ! Nay, hold your peace, 
And keep your lips quite close ; dare not to breathe. 

Or spit, or e’en wink, lest ye wake the monster, 

Until his eye be tortured out with fire. 

Ohoi'us. Nay, we are silent, and wc chaw the air. 

Ulysses. Come now, and lend a liaud to the great slake 
Witliin — it is delightfully red hot. 

Choi'us, You then eominand who fii'st should seize the stake 
To burn the Cyclops' eye, that all may share 
In the great ontei’pj'ise. 

Semi- Chorus /. We are too few; 

Wo cannot at this distance from the door 
Thrust fire into his eye. 

Henii-Chorus //. And w'e just now 

Have become lame; cannot move hand nor foot. 

Chorus. The same thing lias occurred to us -our ancles 
Are Hi)raiucd with standing here, 1 know not how, 

Ulysses. What, sprained witli standing still '! 

Chorus. And there is dust 

Or ashes in our eyes, I know not whence. 

Ulysses. Cowardly dog.s, ye will not aid me, then ? 

Chorus. With pitying my own hack and my back-bono, 

And with not wisliing all my teeth knocked out! 

This cowardice comes of itself — but stay, 

1 know a famous Orphic incantation 
To make the brand stick of its own accord 
Into the skull of this one eyed son of Earth. 

Ulysses. Of old 1 knew ye thus by nature; now 
I know ye better. — I will use the aid 
Of my owm comrade's — yet though w'cak of hand 
Speak cheerfully, that so ye may awaken 
The courage of my fi ietids Avith your blithe w'ords. 

Chorus. This I will do Avitli peril of my life. 

And blind you with iny exhortations, Cyclops. 

Hasten and thrust, 

And ]>arch up to dust. 

The eye of the beast. 

Who feeds on his guost. 

Burn and blind 
The HStuean hind ! 

Scoop and draw. 

But beware lest lie claw 
Your limbs near ills maw. 

Cyclops. Ah me ! my oye-sight is parched up to cinders. 
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Clwrm. What a sweet ptcan ! sin^ me that again ! 

Cyclops. Ah me ! indeed, what woe has fallen upon me ! 
But, wretched nothings, think yc not to lice 
Out of this rock; 1, standing at the outlet, 

Will bar the way, and catcli you as you ])a«s. 

Chorus. What are you roaring out, Cyclops I 
Cyclops, I pcrisli ! 

Chorus. For you are wicked. 

Cyclops. And besides miserable. 

Chorus. What, did you fall into the fire wdu-n drunk ? 
Cyclops. *Twas Nobody destroyed me. 

Choi'us. Why then no one 

Can be to blame. 

Cyclojis. I say ’twas Nobody 

Who blinded me. 

Chorus. Why then, you are not blind ! 

Cyclops. I wish you w'crc as blind as 1 am. 

Chorus. Nay, 

It cannot he tliat no one made 3'Ou blind. 

Cyclops. You jeer me; whore, J ask, is Yobody ? 

Chorus. No wIktc, O Cyclops « * * 

Cyclops. It was that stranger ruined me : - the wretch 
First gave me wine, and then burnt out m\" eye. 

For wine is strong and hard to struggle witli. 

Have tliov escaped, or arc tlio^' yet within 1 

Chorus. They stand under the darkness of the rock, 

And cling to it. 

Cyclops. , At mj' right hand or loft i 
Chorus. Clo«o '"'u your right. 

Cyclops. W here '1 

Chorus. Near the rock itself. 

You have tliein. 

Cyclops. Oh, misfortune on misfortune ! 

I’ve ^rackM ni\" skull. 

Chorus. Now they escape you there. 

Cyclops. N<jt there, although you saj' so. 

Chorii.s. Not on that side. 

Cyclops. Whore then % 

Chorus. They creep about you on your loft. 

Cyclops. Ah ! I am mocked ! Tlu'v jeer mo in my ills. 
Chorus. Not tliere ! lie is a little there bc^’uiid you, 

Cyclops. Delisted wretch ! where arc you i 
Vfysses. Far from you 

I keep with care this body of Ulysses. 

Cyclops. What do you say 1 You proffer a new name. 
(■lysm^. ATy father named me so ; and 1 have taken 
A f'dl rcv< nge for your unnatural feast; 

I should have done ill to have burned down Troy, 

And not revenged the murder of my comrades. 

Cyclops. Ai ! ai I the ancient oracle is accomplibhod ; 
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It said that I should have my cyo-sii^ht blinded 
By you coming from Troy, yet it foretold 
That you should pay tlie penalty for this 
By wandering long over the homelc.-s sea. 

Ulysses. I bid thee weep — consider what I say, 

I go towards the shore to drive my ship 
To mine own land, o’er the Sicilian wave. 

Cyclops. Not so, if whehning you witli this huge stone 
I can crush you and all your ineii together ; 

I will descend upon the shore, though blind, 

Groping my Avay a<lown the steep ravine. 

Chorus. And we, the shipmates of Ulysses now, 

Will serve our Bacchus all our hapj^y livc.s. 


EPIGKAMS. 


HPmiT or PLATO. 

FKOM THK CJREKK. 

t 

Eaole ! why soarest thou above that tomb? 
To what sublime and stfir-y-i):iven home 
Ploatcst thou ? 

I am the image of swift Plato’.s spirit, 
Ascending heaven — Athens does inherit . 
Ills corpse below. 


FROM THE GREEK. 

A MAN w'lio was about to hang himself, 

Fimling a purse, then tlirew away his rope ; 

Tljo owner coming to reclaim liis pelf. 

The lialtor fotiml and used it. So is Ifoi^e 
Changed for Despair — one laid upon the shelf, 
Wc take the other. Under heaven’s high cope 
Fortune is Qod — all you emhire and <lo 
Depends on circumstance as much as you. 

TO STELLA. 

FROM PLATO. 

Tiioxj wert the morning star among the living, 
Ere thy fair light liatl fled ; — 

Now, having died, thou art as Hesperus, giving 
New splendour to the dead. 
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FROM FLATO. 

Kissing Helena, together 
With my kiss, my soul beside it 
Came to my lips, and there I kept it, — 
For the poor thing lia<l wandered tliitliei’, 
To follow where the kiss should guide it, 
0, eruel I, to iutereept it ! 


SONNETS FROM THE CREEK OF MOSCHUS. 


'I'ett iLXa. reev yXotvieccv Sratif uvstAoi aT^s,uot -x. r. V , 


"When winds that move not its calm surface sweep 
The azure si>a, I love the land no more: 

The smiles of the serene and train|nil deep 
Tempt my unquiet mind. -lUit when the roai* 

Of ocean’s grey abyss resounds, ami foam 
Catliers upon the sea, and vast waves burst, 

I turn from tlio drear aspect to the Iiomo 
Of eartli and its deep w’oods, whore, intersi)Orscd, 
When winds blow loud, plllo^•. make sweet melody ; 
Whose house 1 5 some lone bark, whose tod Lho so.i. 
Whose pi’oy, the Avaudering lish,an (;vil h>t 
Has cliosou. — Ihit J my languid liinhs will lling 
beneath the plane, where thv) brook’s murmuring 
Moves the calm spirit but di.>turbs it not. 


I’.AN loved his neighbour Echo— but that cbil'l 
Of Earth and Air pined for tlic Satyr leaping ; 

The Satyr loved wit)» wasting nuubies.s wil'l 

The bright iiyin[)h byda -and so tlie three went wet-pin;.; 

As Pan lovotl Echo, Echo loved the SatjJ , 

Tho Satyi^Lyda --and thus love consumed them. - 
And thus to each— which was a woeful matter- 
To boar what tlmy iiiflictetl, justice them , 

For, inasmuch as each might hate the lovei, 

Each, loving, so was liatc«l.— Vc that love no 
Ro w.vued-iii thought turn thus example ovei. 

That, when yo love, the like J-eturii ye prove no... 
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SONNET FROM THE ITALIAN OF DANTE. 


DAKTK ALIGHIERI TO GUIDO l AVALCANTI. 

Guido, I would that Lappo, tlioii, aud I, 

Led by some strong enciiantnieiit, might ascend 
A magic ship, whoso charmed sails should fly 
With winds at will where’er our tlioughts might woud, 
So tliat no change, nor any evil chance, 

Should mar our joyous voyage ; but it might be, 

That even siitiety should still enhance 
Between our hearts their strict community; 

And that tlie bounteous vvizanl then would place 
Vaima and Bice and my gentle love. 

Companions of our wamh'ring, and would grace 
With passionate talk, wherever wo might rove, 

Our time, and each wore as content and free 
As I believe that thou and I should be. 


SCENES 

FROM 

THE MAGICO niODKUOSO OF CALDERON. 

CrriiiAN as a Student ; Ci.akin and 'MomiO'S as x^oor Scholars, 
wit/i bovl's. 

Cyi^rlan. In the sweet solitude of this calm place, 

This intricate wild wilderness of trees 

And flowers and undergrowth of odorous plants, 

Leave me ; the books you brought out of tlie house 
To me arc ever best society. 

And whilst with glorious festival and song 
Antioch now celebrates the consecration 
Of a proud temple to great Jupiter, 

Aud bears bis image in loud jubilee 

To its new slirino, I would consume what still 

1 jives of the d 3 ’ing day, in studious thought, 

Far from the throng and turmoil. You, my friends, 

Go aud enjoy the festival ; it will 

Be worth the labour, and return for me 

When the sun seeks its grave among tlie billows, 

Which among dim grey clomls on the liorizon 
Dance like white pluir^es upon a hearse ; — and hero 
I shall expect you. 

Moscon, I cannot bring my mind, 
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Great as my liaste to see the festival 

Certainly is, to leave yon, Sir, without 

Just saying some throe or four hniidred words 

How is it possible that on a day 

Of such festivity, yon can bring your mind 

To come forth to a Sfdibiry country 

With three or four old hoolcs, and t?u*n your ha(‘k 

On all this mirtli ? 

Clm'in. My masters in the riglu. ; 

There is not anything more tiresome 
Than a procession day, with troops of men, 

And dances, and all tliat. 

Moacoii. Fi'oni fii’st.to hist, 

Clarin, you nro a tcmi)orisTng flntterer; 

You praise not what you feel, but what he docs:- - 
Toadeatcr ! 

Clana. You lie — under a inishike 

For this is the most civil sort of lie 
That can be given to a man’s (aco. I now 
Say wliat T think. 

Oyprkm, Kfiongh, you foolisli lellows, 

Piiflbd up with your '>\\n dating igiioranet*, 

You always take the two sides of one tpicstion. 

Now go, and as 1 saiti, ntnni forme 
When nic:ht faJls, vcaling in its sliadou vvido 
This glorious fahrie. of th«‘ universe. 

Mitacoti, How luippcns it, although you can mainlain 
The folly of enjoying festivals, 

That yet 3 ’on go tbf'rcl 

Ofuriu, Nay^, the conKC«]ueii e 

Is clear ; — who o\or did what ho advis<;s 
Others to do 1 - 

Moscon. Would that my feet wore wings, 

So would. I hy to Livia. 

t^lariv. To speak truth, 

Livia is she who has surin iaed my licart ; 

But ho is more than lialf r/ay there. — Soho ! 

Livia, I come ; good sport, Livia, soho I 

Cyprian. Now since I an\ alone, let me examine 
The (piestiou which has long disturbetl my mind 
With doubt, since first T roa«l in VVmius 
The words mystic import and deep sense 
In which he deHnesCod. My intellect 
Can find no God with whom these marks and signs 
Fitly agree. It is a hidden truth 
Which I must fathom. 




[KfH. 


[Read a. 


Enter the DKViL, as a fine Gmtlcman. 
JOcemon. Search even as thou wilt, 

But thou shalt never find what I can hide. 
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Cypinan. "Wliat noise is that among the boughs'? \y ho moves? 
What art thou ? — ■ 

Deemon. ’Tis a foreign gentleman. 

Even from this iiiorning I have lost my way 
In this wild place, and my poor horse, at last 
Quite overcome, has stretched himself upon 
The enamelled tapestry of this mossy mountain, 

And foods and rests at the same time. I was 
Upon my way to Antif)ch upon business 
Of some importance, but wrapt up in cares 
(Who is exempt from this inhcritjvnce?) 

J parted from my company, and lost 

My way, and lost my sei-yants an<l my comi*adcs. 

Cyyrian. ’Tis singular, th 't, even williin the sight 
Of the high towers of Antioch, yon could lose 
Your V Of all the avenues aud green ]>aths 
Of this wild wood there is not one hut loads, 

As to its centre, to the walls of Antioch ; 

Taho w'hich you will you cannot miss your road. 

.Dtemon, And such is ignorance ! Even in the sight 
Of knowledge it can draw no profit from it. 

Ihit, as it still is early, and as I 
Have no ac'pjain lances in Antioch, 
being a stiMugor there, I will even wait 
The few sm ving liours of tl»e day, 

Until the night shall coii(|ncr ii. I sc 
both by your dress ami by the books m wdiich 
You find delight and company, that you 
Arc a great student ; —for my part, I feel 
Much sympathy >vith such pui\'>uits. 

Cy}wian. Have you 

Studied much ? — 

Dmnon. No ; — and yet I know enough 

Not to be wdiolly ignorant. 

Cypnan. p,^y. Sir, 

What science may you know ? - - 

Demnon. Afany. 

Cyprian. Alas ! 

Much pains must w'c expeixd on one rdone. 

And even then attain it not : — but you 
Have the presumption to assert that you 
Know many without study. 

Divmon. And with truth. 

For, in the eountiy whence I come, sciences 
llecpuro no loariiiiig,- -they lu-.. known. 

Cyprian. Oh, would 

I were of that bright country 1 for iii this 
Tho more Wf3 stiirly, we the more discover 
Our ignorance. 

Deernon. U is so tn.e, that I 
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Had so much arrogance as to oppose 
Tlie chair of the most high Professorship, 

And obtained many votes, and though 1 lost, 

The attcm])t was still more glorious than the failure 
Could be dishonoui able : if j’ou believe not, 

Let us refer it to dispute resj)ecting 
That which you know best, and although I 
Know not the opinion you maintain, and though 
It be the true one, T will take the contrary. 

Cyprian. The offer gives me pleasure. I am now 
Debating with myself ujion a passage 
Of Pliuius, and my mind is racked with doubt 
To understand aiul know who is the God 
Of whom. he speaks. 

jytrmon. Tt is a passage, if 

I recollect it right, couched in these words : 

''Qod is one supreme goodness, one pure essence, 

One substance, and one sense, all sight, all hands.” 

Cyprian. *Tis true. 

Di^mon. What difficulty find you here ? 

Cyprian. I do not recognise among the Gods 
The God <lcfined by Plinius : if he must 
lie supreme goodness, even Jupiter 
Is not supremely good ; because we see 
His deeds arc evil, and his attributes 
Tainted with mortal weakness. In whfit manner 
C.in supreme goodness be consistent with 
The passion.s of huniaiiity 1 

Dwmov. The wisdom 

Of the old world masked with the names of Gods 
The attributes of Nature aiul of Mau ; 

A sort of po]>ular philosophy. 

Cyprian. Tiiis reply will not satisfy me, for 
Snell aw'c is due to the high name of God, 

Thjft ill should never be imputed. Then, 

Kxamiiiing the fiucstion with more care, 

It follows, that the gods should always will 
That which is best, were they supremely good. 

How then «locs one will one thing — one another ? 
And you may not say that I allege 
Poeticjil or 2 )hilo.soj)liic learning : — 

(k)nsider tlic^nibiguous re.spouses 
Of their onicular statues ; from two shrines 
Two armies shall obtain the assurance of 
One victory. Is it not indisputable 
That two contcMKliiig wills can never lead 
To the same end 1 And, being opposite. 

If one be good is not the other evil 1 
Evil ill God is inconceivable; 

But supreme goodness fails among the gods 
Without their union. 



688 


SCENES FROM CALDERON. 


Dceman. I deny your major. 

These responses are means towards some end 
Unfathomed by our intellectual boau). 

They are the work of jn’cvidence, and more 
The battle’s losss may x)rofit those who lose, 

Than victory advantage those who win. 

Cyprian. That I admit, and yet that God should not 
(Falsehood is incompatible witli deity) 

Assure the victory, it would be enough. 

To have permitted tlie defeat; if God 
Be all sight, — God, who beheld the truth, 

Would not have given assurance of an end 
Never to be accomplished ; thus, although 
The Deity may according to his attributes 
Be well distinguished into persons, yet. 

Ft or* in the minutest circumstance, 

His essence must be one. 

Dmmon. To attain the end, 

Tlie aflFections of the actors in the scene 
Must have been thus iuHueuccd by his voice. 

Cypnan. But for a purpose thus subordinate 
He might liave employed geuii, good or evil, — 

A sorb of spirits called so by the learned, 

Wlio roam about inspiring good or evil, 

And from whose infiuonce and ey’‘Stcnce we 
May well infer our immortality :• - 
Tims God might c.oMily, without descending 
To a gross falscshood in his proper person. 

Have moved the affections by this mediation . 

To the just poiut. 

Dmmoiu These trifling contradictions 

Do not sufhee to impugn the unity 
Of the high gods ; in things of great importance 
They still appear unanimous ; consider 
That glorious fa)»ric — iinm, his workmanship, 

Is stamped with one conception. 

Cyfirian. ^ Who made man 

Must have, mctbiiiks, tlio advantage of the others. 

If they are equal, might they not liavo risen 
In opposition to the work, and being 
All hands, according to our author here. 

Have still destroyed even as the other 
If equal in their power, and only unequal ^ 

Fn opportunity, which of the two 
Will remain conqueror ' 

DcBmon, On impossible 

And false hypothesis, there can be built 
No argument. Say, what do you infer 
From this ? 

Cyprian, That there must be a mighty God 












